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is  agreed  among  all  writers,  that  the  &imly 
Iton  came  originally  from  Milton  in  Oxfbrd- 
;  but  from  which  of  the  Miltons  is  not  alto- 
r  80  certain.  Some  say,  and  particolarly  Mr. 
M,  that  the  family  was  of  Milton  near  Abing- 
a  Oxfordshire,  where  it  had  been  a  long  time 
1,  as  appears  by  the  monuments  still  to  be 
ID  Milton-churoh.  But  that  Milton  is  not  in 
nlshire,  but  in  BeriLshire;  and  upon  inquiry 
I,  that  there  are  no  such  monuments  in  that 
li,  nor  any  remains  of  them.  It  is  more  pro- 
,  therefore,  that  the  famOy  came,  as  Mr. 
]  says,  from  Milton  near  Halton  and  Thame 
:fbTdshLre :  where  it  flourished  several  years, 
:  last  the  estate  was  sequestered,  one  of  the 
f  baring  taken  the  unfortunate  side  in  the 
rmrs  between  the  houses  of  York  and  Lan- 
.  John  Milton,  the  poet's  grand-father,  was, 
ling  to  Mr.  Wood,  an  under-ranger  or  keeper 
forest  of  Shotover,  near  Halton,  in  Oxford- 
he  was  of  the  religion  of  Rome,  and  such  a 
that  he  disinherited  his  son  only  for  being  a 
tant.  Upon  this,  the  son,  the  poet's  father, 
1  likewise  John  Milton,  settled  in  London, 
Bcame  a  scrivener  by  the  advice  of  a  friend 
nt  in  that  profesfdon :  but  he  was  not  so  de- 
to  gain  and  to  business,  as  to  lose  all  taste  of 
Dfiter  arts,  and  was  particularly  skilled  in 
,  in  which  he  was  not  only  a  fine  performer, 
also  celebrated  for  several  pieces  of  hiscom- 
m :  and  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  he  was  not 
kd  of  his  music  and  amusements,  as  in  the 
o  neglect  his  business,  but  by  his  diligence 
^nomy  acquired  a  competent  estate,  which 
^d  liim  afterwards  to  retire,  and  live  in  the 
ry.  He  was,  by  all  accounts,  a  very  worthy 
and  married  an  excellent  woman,  Sarah,  of 
nciept  family  of  the  Bradshaws,  says  Mr. 
1 ;  but  Mr.  Philips,  our  author's  nephew,  who 
lore  likely  to  know,  says,  of  the  family  of  the 
na  deriv«l  originally  from  Wales.  Who- 
hc  was,  she  is  said  to  have  been  a  woman  of 
iparable  virtue  and  goodness;  and  by  her 
.nd  had  two  sons  and  a  daughter, 
e  elder  of  the  sons  was  our  famous  poet,  who 
torn  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1608,  on  the  9th 
Lember,  in  tlie  morning  between  six  and  seven 
k,  in  Bread-street,  London,  where  his  father 
at  tbe  sign  of  the  spread  eagle,  which  was 
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also  the  coat  of  arms  of  the  family.  Hewasnamed 
John,  as  his  father  and  grand-fkther  had  been  be- 
fore him ;  and  from  the  beginning  discovering  the 
marks  of  an  uncommon  genius,  he  was  desgned 
for  a  scholar,  and  had  his  education  partly  under 
private  tutors,  and  partly  at  a  public  school  It 
has  been  often  controverted  whether  a  public  or 
private  education  is  best,  but  young  Milton  Was 
so  happy  as  to  share  the  advantages  of  both.  It 
appears  from  the  fourth  of  his  Latin  elegies,  and 
from  the  first  and  fourth  of  his  familiar  ejfnstles, 
that  Mr.  Thomas  Young,  who  was  luterwards 
pastor  of  the  company  of  English  merchants  re> 
sidmg  at  Hamburg,  was  one  of  his  private  precep- 
tors :  and  when  he  had  made  good  progress  in  Us 
studies  at  home,  he  was  sent  to  St  Paul's  school 
to  be  fitted  for  the  university  under  the  care  of  Mr. 
Gill,  who  was  the  master  at  that  time,  and  to 
whose  son  are  addressed  «ome  of  his  familiar  epis- 
tles. In  this  early  time  of  his  life  such  was  his 
love  of  learning,  and  so  great  was  his  ambition  to 
surpass  his  equals,  that  from  his  twelfth  year  he 
commonly  continued  his  studies  till  midnight, 
which  (as  he  says  himself  in  his  second  Defence) 
was  the  first  ruin  of  his  eyes,  to  whose  natural  de- 
bility too  were  added  frequent  headaches :  but  all 
could  not  extinguish  or  abate  his  laudable  pasalao 
for  letters.  It  is  very  seldom  seen,  that  such  ap- 
plication and  such  a  genius  meet  in  the  same  per- 
son. The  force  of  either  is  great,  but  both  toge- 
ther must  perform  wonders. 

He  was  now  in  the  seventeenth  year  of  his  ag% 
and  was  a  very  good  classical  scholar  and  master 
of  several  languages,  when  he  was  sent  to  the  uni- 
versity of  Cambridge,  and  admitted  at  Christ's 
College  (as  appears  from  the  register)  on  the  12th 
of  February,  1624-6,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr. 
William  Chappel,  afterwards  bbhop  of  Cork  and 
Ross,  in  Ireland.  He  continued  above  seven  yean 
at  the  university,  and  took  two  degrees,  that  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts  in  1628-9,  and  that  of  Master  in 
1632.  It  is  somewhat  remarkable,  that  though 
the  merits  of  both  our  universities  are  perhaps 
equally  great,  and  though  poetical  exercises  are 
rather  more  encouraged  at  Oxford,  yet  most  of  our 
greatest  poets  have  been  bred  at  Cambridge,  as 
Spenser,  Cowley,  Waller,  Dryden,  Prior,  not  to 
mention  any  of  the  lesser  ones,  when  there  is  a 
greater  than  all,  Milton.     He  had  given  early 
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proofs  of  his  poetic  genius  before  he  went  to  the 
university,  and  there  he  excelled  more  and  more, 
and  distinguished  himself  by  several  copies  of 
▼erses  upon  occasional  subjects,  as  well  as  by  all 
his  academical  excrciies,  many  of  which  are  print- 
ed among  his  other  works,  and  show  him  to  have 
hod  a  capacity  above  his  years :  and  by  his  oblig- 
ing behaviour,  added  to  his  great  learning  and  in- 
genuity, he  deservedly  gained  the  afTcction  of  many, 
and  admiration  of  all.  We  do  not  find,  however, 
that  he  obtained  any  preferment  in  the  university, 
or  a  fellowship  in  his  own  college ;  which  seems 
the  more  extraordinary,  as  tliat  society  has  always 
encouraged  learning  and  learned  men,  hod  the 
most  excellent  Mr.  Mcde,  at  that  time  a  fellow, 
and  afterwards  boasts  the  great  names  of  Cud- 
worth,  and  Burnet,  author  of  the  Theory  of  the 
Earth,  and  several  others.  And  this,  together 
with  some  Latin  verses  of  his  to  a  friend,  reflect- 
ing upon  the  university  seemingly  on  this  account, 
might  probably  have  given  occasion  to  the  re- 
proach which  was  afterwards  cast  upon  him  by 
his  adversaries,  that  he  was  expelled  from  the  uni- 
versity for  irregularities  committed  there,  and 
forced  to  fiy  to  Italy :  but  he  sufficiently  refutes 
this  calumny  in  more  places  than  one  of  his  works; 
and  indeed  it  is  no  wonder,  that  a  person  so  en- 
gaged in  religious  and  political  controversies  as  he 
was,  should  be  calumniated  and  abused  by  the  con- 
trary party. 

He  was  designed  by  his  parents  for  holy  orders ; 
and  among  the  manuscripts  of  Trinity  College,  in 
Cambridge,  there  are  two  draughts  in  Milton's 
own  hand,  of  a  letter  to  a  friend,  who  had  impor- 
tuned him  to  take  orders,  when  he  had  attained 
the  age  of  twenty-three :  but  the  truth  is,  he  had 
conceived  early  prejudices  against  the  doctrine  and 
discipline  of  the  church,  and  subscribing  to  the 
articles  was  in  his  opinion  subscribing  slave. 
This,  no  doubt,  was  a  disappointment  to  his 
friends,  who,  though  in  comfortable,  were  yet  by 
no  means  in  great  circumstances :  and  neither  does 
he  seem  to  have  hod  any  inclination  to  any  other 
profession;  he  had  too  free  a  spirit  to  be  limited 
and  confined;  and  was  for  comprehending  all 
sciences,  but  professing  none.  And  therefore  after 
he  had  left  the  university  in  1633,  he  retired  to  his 
fiither's  house  in  the  country ;  for  his  father  had 
by  this  time  quitted  business,  and  lived  at  an  estate 
which  he  had  purchased  at  Horton,  near  Colo- 
bfooke,  in  Budunghamshire.  Here  he  resided 
with  his  parents  for  the  space  of  five  years,  and, 
as  he  tumsclf  has  informed  us,  (in  his  second  De- 
fence, and  the  seventh  of  his  familiar  Epistles) 
lead  over  all  the  Greek  and  Latin  authors,  parti- 
cUarly  the  historians;  but  now  and  then  made  an 
•xcuraon  to  London,  sometimes  to  buy  books,  or 
to  zneet  his  friends  bom  Cambridge,  and  at  other 


times  to  learn  something  new  in  the  mathcmaUfli 
or  music,  with  which  he  was  extremely  delighted. 

His  retirement,  therefore,  was  a  learned  retire- 
ment, and  it  was  not  long  before  the  world  reaped 
the  fhiits  of  it  It  was  in  the  year  1634  that  his 
Mask  was  presented  at  Ludlow-Castlc.  There 
was  formerly  a  president  of  Wales,  and  a  sort  of  a 
court  kept  at  Ludlow,  wliich  has  since  been  abo- 
fished ;  and  the  president  at  that  time  was  the  Earl 
of  Bridgewater,  before  whom  Milton's  Mask  was 
presented  on  Michaelmas  night,  and  the  principal 
parts,  those  of  the  two  brothers,  were  performed  by 
his  Lordship's  sons,  the  Lord  Brackly,  and  Mr. 
Thomas  Elgerton,  and  that  of  the  lady  by  his 
Lordship's  daughter,  the  Larly  Alice  Egcrton. 
The  occasion  of  this  poem  seems  to  have  been 
merely  an  accident  of  the  two  brothers  and  the 
lady  having  lost  one  another  on  their  way  to  the 
castle:  and  it  is  written  very  much  in  imitation  of 
Shakspeare's  Tempest,  and  the  Faithful  Shep- 
herdess of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher;  and  though 
one  of  the  first,  is  yet  one  of  the  most  beautiful  of 
Milton's  compositions.  It  was  for  some  time 
handed  about  only  in  manuscript ;  but  afterwards 
to  satisfy  the  importunity  of  friends,  and  to  saw 
the  trouble  of  transcribing,  it  was  printed  at  Lon- 
don, though  without  the  author's  name,  in  1637| 
with  a  dedication  to  the  Lord  Brackly  by  Mr.  BL 
Lawes,  who  composed  the  music,  and  played  the 
part  of  the  attendant  Spirit.  It  was  printed  like- 
wise at  Oxford  at  the  end  of  Mr.  R.'s  poems,  as  W6 
learn  from  a  letter  of  Sir  Henry  Wotton  to  our 
author ;  but  who  that  Mr.  R.  was,  whether  Ran- 
dolph, the  poet,  or  who  else,  is  uncertain.  It  has 
lately,  though  with  additions  and  alterations,  l>cen 
exhibited  on  the  stage  several  times. 

In  1637,  he  wrote  another  excellent  piece,  his 
Lycidos,  wherein  he  laments  the  untimely  fate  of  a 
friend,  who  was  unfortunately  drowned  that  somio 
year  in  the  month  of  August,  on  the  Irish  seas,  in 
his  passage  from  Chester.  TMs  friend  was  Mr. 
Edward  King,  son  of  Sir  John  King,  Secretary 
of  Ireland  under  Clueen  Elizabeth,  King  James  I. 
and  Charles  I.;  and  was  a  fellow  of  Christ's  Col- 
lege, and  was  so  well  beloved  and  esteemed  at 
Cambridge,  that  some  of  the  greatest  names  in  tha 
University  have  united  in  celebrating  his  obse- 
quies, and  published  a  collection  of  poems,  Greek 
and  Latin  and  English,  sacred  to  his  memory. 
The  Greek  by  H.  More,  &c.;  the  Latin  by  T. 
Famaby,  J.  Pearson,  &c.;  the  English  by  EL 
King,  J.  Beaumont,  J.  Cleaveland,  with  several 
others;  and  judiciously  the  last  of  all  as  the  best 
of  all,  is  Milton's  Lycidos.  "  On  such  sacrifices 
the  Gods  themselves  strow  incense;"  and  one  would 
almost  wish  so  to  have  died,  for  the  sake  of  having 
been  so  lamented.  But  this  poem  is  not  all  made 
up  of  sorrow  and  tenderness;  there  ii  a  mixtun 
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•f  Mdire  and  indignation;  for  in  part  of  it  the  poet 
tmkes  ocraiion  to  inveigh  against  the  corruptions 
of  the  clergy,  and  seemi  to  have  first  discovered 
Ids  acrimony  against  Archbishop  Laud,  and  to 
have  threatened  him  vrith  the  loss  of  his  head, 
which  afterwards  happened  to  him  through  the 
fbry  of  his  enemies.  At  least  I  can  think  of  no 
•ease  so  proper  to  be  given  to  the  fbUowing  verses 
faiLycidas. 

Berfde>  what  (be  grim  ifolf  with  privy  ptw 
Ikfly  davDUB  apaoe^  and  nothing  aid ; 
Bat  that  twoJumded  a^iiM  at  the  door 
Standi  nsd^  to  smite  coee^  and  smite  no  mora. 

About  this  time,  as  we  leam  from  some  of  his 
tumiliar  epistles,  he  had  some  thoughts  of  taking 
thamben  at  one  of  the  Inns  of  Court,  for  he  was 
not  very  well  pleased  with  living  so  obscurely  in 
die  country:  but  his  mother  dying,  he  prevailed 
with  his  fkther  to  let  him  indulge  a  desire,  which 
fte  had  long  entertained,  of  seeing  foreign  coun- 
tries, and  particularly  Italy:  and  having  commu- 
oicated  his  design  to  Sir  Henry  Wotton,  who  had 
finmeriy  been  ambassador  at  Venice,  and  was 
then  Provost  of  Eton  College,  and  having  also 
sent  him  his  Mask,  of  which  he  had  not  yet  pub- 
fidy  acknowledged  himself  the  author,  he  received 
tnm  him  the  following  friendly  letter  dated  firom 
iSbe  CoUege  the  10th  of  April,  1738. 

"Sib, 

"It  was  a  special  fiivour,  when  you  lately 
bestowed  upon  me  here  the  first  taste  of  your  ac- 
quaintance, though  no  longer  than  to  make  me 
know,  that  I  wanted  more  time  to  value  it,  and  to 
enjoy  it  rightly.  And  in  truth,  if  I  could  then 
have  imagined  your  fiuther  stay  in  these  parts, 
whkh  I  undentood  afterwards  by  Mr.  H.,  I  would 
have  been  bold,  in  our  vulgar  phrase,  to  mend  my 
draught,  for  you  left  me  with  an  extreme  thirst, 
and  to  have  begged  your  conversation  again  joints 
I7  with  your  said  learned  firiend,  at  a  poor  meal  or 
two,  that  we  might  have  banded  together  some 
good  authors  of  the  ancient  time,  among  which  I 
observed  you  to  have  been  familiar. 

**  Since  your  going,  you  have  charged  me  with 
new  obligations,  both  for  a  very  kind  letter  from 
yoQ,  dated  the  sixth  of  this  month,  and  for  a 
dainty  |nece  of  entertainment,  that  came  there- 
with; wherein  I  should  much  commend  the  trsr 
|ical  part,  if  the  lyrical  did  not  ravish  with  a  cer^ 
tain  doric  delicacy  in  your  songs  and  odes,  where- 
m  I  must  plainly  confess  to  have  seen  yet  nothing 
parallel  in  our  language,  ipsa  mollUiea.  But  1 
must  not  omit  to  tell  you,  that  I  now  only  owe  you 
dunks  for  intimating  unto  me,  how  modestly  so- 
the  true  artificer.  For  the  work  itself  I  had 
mne  good  while  before  with  singular  de- 
I^H^  haviof  leoeived  it  firom  our  common  fidendl 


Mr.  R.  in  the  very  close  of  the  late  R.'s  poem^ 
printed  at  Oxford;  wbereunto  it  is  added,  as  I 
now  suppose,  that  the  accessory  might  help  out 
the  principal,  according  to  the  art  of  stationery 
and  leave  the  reader  con  la  bocca  dolce. 

"Now,  Sir,  concerning  your  travels,  wherein  I 
may  challenge  a  little  more  privilege  of  discourse 
vrith  you;  I  suppose,  you  will  not  blanch  Paris  in 
your  way.  Therefore  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble 
you  with  a  few  lines  to  Mr.  M.  6.  whom  you  shall 
easily  findattending  the  young  Lord  S.  as  his  go- 
vernor; aSd  you  may  surely  receive  from  him  good 
directions  for  shaping  of  your  farther  journey  into 
Italy,  where  he  did  reside  by  my  choice  some 
time  for  the  king,  after  mine  own  recess  from 
Venice. 

"  I  should  think  that  your  best  line  will  be 
through  the  whole  length  of  France  to  MarseiUes^ 
and  thence  by  sea  to  Grenoa,  whence  the  passage 
into  Tuscany  is  as  diurnal  as  a  Gravesend  barge. 
I  hasten,  as  you  do,  to  Florence  or  Sienna,  the 
rather  to  tell  you  a  short  story,  firom  the  interest 
you  have  given  me  in  your  safety. 

"  At  Sienna  I  was  tabled  in  the  house  of  one 
Alberto  Scipione,  an  old  Roman  courtier,  in  dan- 
gerous times,  having  been  steward  to  the  Duca  di 
Pagliano,  who  with  all  his  family  were  strangled, 
save  this  only  man,  that  escaped  by  foresight  of 
the  tempest.  With  him  I  had  often  much  chat 
of  those  afifairs;  into  which  he  took  pleasure  to 
look  back  firom  his  native  harbour;  and  at  my  de- 
parture toward  Rome,  which  had  been  the  centre 
of  his  experience,  I  had  won  confidence  enough  to 
beg  his  advice,  how  I  might  carry  myself  securely 
there,  without  ofifence  of  others,  or  of  my  own  con- 
science: Signor  Arrigo  meo^  says  he,  i  pensieri 
stretiif  U  viso  scidUo^  that  is,  your  thoughte 
close,  and  your  countenance  loose,  will  go  safely 
o^et  the  whole  world.  Of  which  Delphian  oracle 
(for  so  I  found  it)  your  judgment  doth  need  no 
commentary;  and  therefore.  Sir,  I  will  commit 
you  vrith  it  to  the  best  of  all  securities,  God's  dear 
love,  remaining  your  friend,  as  much  at  command 
as  any  of  longer  date. 

H.  Wotton 

"  P.  iSL  Sir,  I  have  expressly  sent  this  by  my 
footboy  to  prevent  your  departure,  without  some 
acknowledgment  from  me  of  the  receipt  of  your 
obliging  letter,  having  myself  through  some  busi- 
ness, I  know  not  how,  neglected  the  ordinary  con- 
veyance. In  any  part  where  I  shall  understand 
you  fixed,  I  shall  be  glad  and  diligent  to  enter- 
tain you  with  home-novelties,  even  for  lome  fo- 
mentation of  our  friendship,  too  soon  ictnniptcd 
in  the  cradle." 

Soon  after  this  he  set  out  upon  his  travels,  being 
of  an  age  to  make  the  proper  impro\emei/ts,  and 
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ttoC  btfdy  to  9tt  nghti  and  to  feam  the  Ungnagn, 
fike  mott  of  oar  moiirm  travellen,  who  go  out 
boyi^  and  reCum  rach  as  we  aee,  hot  aoch  as  I  do 
wok  chooM  to  name.  He  was  attended  by  onlj  one 
Kfvant,  who  accompanied  him  through  all  his  tra- 
vels; and  he  went  first  to  France,  where  he  hod  re- 
commendations to  the  Lord  Scndamore,  the  English 
ftmbossador  there  at  that  time;  and  as  soon  as  he 
came  to  Paris,  he  waited  upon  his  Lordship,  and 
was  received  with  wonderful  dvilitj;  and  having 
an  earnest  desire  to  vi^it  the  learned  Hugo  Gro- 
tius,  he  was  by  his  Lordship's  means  introduced 
to  that  great  man,  who  was  then  ambassador  at 
the  French  court  from  the  famous  Christina  Gtueen 
of  Sweden;  and  the  visit  was  to  ttieir  mutual  sa- 
tisfaction ;  they  were  each  of  them  pleased  to  see 
a  person,  of  whom  they  hail  heard  such  commen- 
dations. But  at  Paris  he  stayed  not  long;  his 
thoughts  and  his  i^i^hes  hastened  into  Italy;  and 
so  zXiet  a  few  days  he  took  leave  of  the  Lord  Scu- 
damore,  who  >Try  kindly  gave  him  letters  to  the 
English  merchants,  in  the  several  places  through 
which  he  was  to  travel,  requesting  them  to  do  him 
all  the  good  offices  which  lay  in  their  power. 

From  Paris  he  went  directly  to  Xicc,  where  he 
took  shipping  tot  Grenoa,  from  whence  he  went  to 
Leghorn,  and  thence  to  Pisa,  and  so  to  Florence, 
in  which  city  he  found  sufficient  inducements  to 
make  a  stay  of  two  months.  For  besides  the  curio- 
sities and  other  beauties  of  the  place,  he  took  great 
delight  in  the  company  and  conversation  there,  and 
frequented  their  academies  as  they  are  called,  the 
meetings  of  the  most  polito  and  ingenious  persons, 
which  they  have  in  this,  as  well  as  in  the  other 
principal  cities  of  Italy,  for  the  exereise  and  im- 
provement of  wit  and  learning  among  them.  And 
in  these  conversations  he  bore  so  good  a  part,  and 
produced  so  many  excellent  compositions,  that  he 
was  soon  taken  notice  of,  and  was  very  much 
courted  and  caressed  by  several  of  the  nobility  and 
prime  wits  of  Florence.  For  the  manner  is,  as  he 
•ays  himself  in  the  preface  to  his  second  book  of 
the  Reason  of  Church-government,  that  evciy  one 
most  give  some  proof  of  his  wit  and  reading  there, 
and  his  productions  were  received  with  written  en- 
comiums which  the  Italian  L>  not  forward  tol)estow 
un  men  of  this  side  the  Alps.  Jacomo  Gaddi,  An- 
tonb  Francini,  Carlo  Dati,  Bencditto  Bonmatthei, 
CulteUino,  Frescobaldi,  Clementilli,  are  reckoned 
among  his  particular  friends.  At  Gaddi's  house 
the  academies  were  held,  which  ho  constantly  frc- 
qnented.  Antonio  Francini  composed  an  Italian 
ode  in  his  commendation.  Cario  Dati  wroto  a  La- 
tin eulogium  of  him,  and  corresponded  with  him 
titer  hb  return  to  England.  Bonmatthei  was  at 
that  time  alwiit  publishing  an  Italian  grammar; 
ftnd  tlie  eighth  uf  our  author's  familiar  epistles, 
dated  at  Florence,  Septemfier  10, 1638,  is  address- 
•4  to  bun  apob  ilMt  occasion,  eommen^nf  hit  do- 


agn,  and  advising  him  to  add  aonie  obaerratioiH 
concerning  the  true  pronoDciatkNi  of  thai  languago 
for  the  use  of  foreigners. 

So  much  ^ood  acquaintance  would  probably 
have  detained  him  longer  at  Florence,  if  he  had 
not  been  going  to  Rome,  which  to  a  curious  travel- 
ler is  certainly  the  place  the  most  worth  sreing  of 
any  in  the  world.  And  so  he  took  leave  of  his 
friends  at  Florence,  and  went  from  thence  to  Sien- 
na, and  from  Sienna  to  Rome,  wliere  he  stayed 
much  about  the  same  time  tliat  he  had  continued 
at  Florence,  feasting  both  his  eyes  and  his  mind, 
and  delighted  with  the  fine  paintings  and  sculp- 
tures, and  other  rarities  and  antiquities  of  the  city, 
as  well  as  with  the  convcnsation  of  several  learned 
and  ingenious  men,  and  particularly  of  Lucas  Uol- 
stenius,  keeper  of  the  Vatican  lihnry,  who  re- 
ceived him  with  the  greatest  humanity,  and  show- 
ed him  all  the  Greek  authors,  whether  in  print  or 
in  manuscript,  which  had  passed  througli  liis  cor- 
rection; and  also  presented  him  to  Canlinal  Bar- 
bcrini,  who  at  an  entertainment  of  music,  perform- 
ed at  his  own  expense,  waited  for  him  at  the  door, 
and  taking  him  by  the  hand  brought  him  into  the 
assembly.  The  next  morning  he  waited  upon  the 
Cardinal  to  return  him  thanks  for  his  civilities 
and  by  the  means  of  Holstenius  was  again  intro- 
duced to  his  Eminence,  and  spent  some  time  in 
con>ersalion  with  him.  It  seems  that  Holstenins 
had  studied  three  years  at  Oxford,  and  this  might 
dispo!i«  him  to  be  more  friendly  to  the  English,  but 
ho  took  a  particular  liking  and  aflection  to  Milton ; 
and  Milton,  to  thank  him  for  all  his  favours,  wrote 
to  him  afterwards  from  Florence  the  ninth  of  his 
familiar  epistles.  At  Rome  too  SeU-aggi  made  a 
Latin  distich  in  honour  of  Milton,  and  Salfilli  a 
Latin  tetrastich,  celebrating  him  for  his  Greek  and 
Latin  and  Italian  poetry;  and  he  in  return  pre- 
sented to  Salfilli  in  his  sickness  those  fine  Scazons, 
or  Iambic  verses  ha\ing  a  spondee  in  the  last  foot, 
which  are  inserted  among  his  juvenile  poems. 

From  Rome  he  went  to  Naples,  in  company 
with  a  certain  hermit;  and  by  his  means  was  in- 
troduced to  the  acquaintance  of  Giovanni  Baptista 
Manso,  Marqub  of  Villa,  a  Neapolitan  nobleman, 
of  singular  merit  and  virtue,  to  whom  Taaso  ad- 
dresses his  dialogue  of  friendship,  and  whom  he 
mentions  likewise  in  his  Gierusalemme  Liberata 
with  great  honour.  This  nobleman  was  particu- 
larly civil  to  Milton,  frequently  visited  him  at  his 
lodgings,  and  went  with  him  to  show  him  the 
Viceroy's  palace,  and  whatever  was  curious  or 
worth  notice  in  the  city;  and  moreover  he  honour- 
ed him  so  far  as  to  make  a  Latin  distich  in  his 
praise,  which  is  printed  before  our  author's  Latin 
poems,  as  is  likewise  the  other  of  Selvaggi,  and  the 
Latin  tetrastich  of  Salfilli  together  with  the  Italian 
ode  and  the  Latin  euk)gium  before  mentioned.  Wo 
may  fiippow  that  MiltoQ  wto  not  a  little  ploMoi 
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with  the  bonoiiTs  conferred  opon  him  bj  so  many 
penons  of  difdncHon,  and  especially  by  one  of 
such  quatiCy  and  eminence  as  the  Marquis  of  Vil- 
la; and  as  a  testimony  of  his  gratitade  he  present- 
ed to  the  Marqcds  at  his  departure  from  Naples 
his  eclogue  intitled  Mansus,  which  is  well  worth 
leading  among  his  Latin  poems.  So  that  it  may 
be  reckoned  a  peculiar  felicity  of  the  Marquis  of 
ViUa*s  life,  to  have  been  celebrated  both  by  Tasso 
and  Idilton,  the  one  the  greatest  modem  poet  of 
his  own,  and  the  other  the  greatest  of  foreign  na- 
tions. 

Having  seen  the  finest  parts  of  Italy,  Milton 
was  now  thinking  of  passing  over  into  Sicily  and 
Greece,  when  he  was  diverted  from  his  purpose  by 
the  news  from  England,  that  things  were  tending 
to  a  dvil  war  between  the  King  and  Parliament : 
Ibr  he  thought  it  unworthy  of  himself  to  be  taking 
his  pleasure  abroad,  while  his  countrymen  were 
eontendtng  for  liberty  at  home.  He  resolved  there- 
fcre  to  return  by  the  way  of  Rome,  though  he  was 
advised  to  the  contrary  by  the  merchants,  who  had 
veeeived  intelligence  from  their  correspondents, 
that  the  English  Jesuits  there  were  forming  plots 
agadnst  him,  in  case  he  should  return  thither,  by 
reason  of  the  great  freedom  which  he  had  used  in 
an  his  ^scourses  of  religion.  For  he  had  by  no 
means  observed  the  rule,  recommended  to  him  by 
Sir  Henry  Wotton,  of  keeping  his  thoughts  close 
and  Ms  countenance  open.  He  had  visited  Gali- 
leo, a  prisoner  to  the  Inquisition,  for  asserting  the 
motion  of  the  earth,  and  thinking  otherwise  in  as- 
tronomy than  the  Dominicans  and  Franciscans 
tbooght.  And  though  the  Marquis  of  Villa  had 
shown  him  such  distinguishing  marks  of  favour  at 
Naples,  yet  he  told  him  at  his  departure  that  he 
would  have  shown  him  much  greater,  if  he  had 
been  more  reserved  in  matters  of  religion.  But  he 
had  a  soul  above  dissimulation  and  disguise;  he 
was  neithcT  afraid  nor  ashamed  to  vindicate  the 
truth ;  and  if  any  man  had,  he  had  in  him  the  spi- 
rit of  an  old  martyr.  He  was  so  prudent  indeed, 
that  he  wonid  not  of  his  own  accord  begin  any 
fiscoarae  of  religion;  but  at  the  same  time  he  was 
so  honest,  that  if  he  was  questioned  at  all  about 
his  faith,  he  would  not  dissemble  his  sentiments, 
whatever  was  the  consequence.  And  with  this 
"tsolution  he  went  to  Rome  the  second  time,  and 
stayed  there  two  months  more,  neither  concealing 
bis  name,  nor  declining  openly  to  defend  the  truth, 
if  any  thought  proper  to  attack  him :  and  yet,  God's 
good  providence  protecting  him,  he  came  safe  to 
his  kind  friends  at  Florence,  where  he  was  received 
with  as  mnch  joy  and  affection  as  if  he  had  re- 
turned into  his  own  country. 

Here  likewise  he  stayed  two  months,  as  he  had 
done  before,  excepting  only  an  excursion  of  a  few 
days  to  Lneca;  and  then  crossing  the  Appenine, 
•ad  vasan|{  through  Bologna  and  Ferrara,  he 


came  to  Venice,  in  which  city  he  spent  a  month; 
and  having  shipped  off  the  books  which  he  had 
'  collected  during  his  travels,  and  particulariy  a  chesl 
'  or  two  of  choice  music  books  of  the  best  masten 
flourishing  about  that  time  in  Italy,  he  took  his 
;  course  through  Verona,  Milan,  and  along  the  laks 
■  Leman  to  Geneva.     In  this  city  he  tarried  some 
jtime,  meeting  here  with  people  of  his  own  princi- 
ples, and  contracted  an  intimate  friendship  with 
GKovanni  Deodati,  the  most  learned  professor  of 
divinity,  whose  annotations  upon    the  Bible  are 
published  in  English.     And  fVom  thence  return- 
ing through  France,  the  same  way  that  he  had 
gone  before,  he  arrived  safe  in  England,  after  a 
peregrination  of  one  year  and  alwut  three  months, 
having  seen  more,  and  learned  more,  and  con- 
versed with  more  famous  men,  and  made  more 
real  improvements,  than  most  others  in  double  the 
time. 

His  first  business  after  his  return  was  to  pay 
his  duty  to  his  father,  and  to  visit  his  other  friends; 
but  this  pleasure  was  much  diminished  by  the  loss 
of  his  dear  friend  and  schoolfellow  Charles  Deo- 
dati in  his  absence.  While  he  was  abroad,  he 
heard  it  reported  that  he  was  dead ;  and  upon  his 
coming  home  he  found  it  but  too  true,  and  lamented 
his  death  in  an  excellent  Latin  eclogue  entitled 
Epitaphium  Damonis.  This  Deodati  had  a  father 
originally  of  Lucca,  but  his  mother  was  English, 
and  ho  was  bom  and  bred  in  England,  and  studied 
physic,  and  was  an  admirable  scholar,  and  no  less 
remarkable  for  his  sobriety  and  other  virtues  than 
for  his  great  learning  and  ingenuity.  One  or  two 
of  Milton's  familiar  epistles  are  addressed  to  him; 
and  Mr.  Toland  says  that  he  had  in  his  hands 
two  Greek  letters  of  Deodati  to  Milton,  very  hand- 
somely written.  It  may  be  right  for  scholars  now 
and  then  to  exercise  themselves  in  Greek  and  La- 
tin; but  we  have  much  more  frequent  occasion  to 
write  letters  in  our  own  native  language,  and  in 
that  therefore  we  should  principally  endeavour  to 
excel. 

Milton  soon  after  his  return,  had  taken  a  lodg- 
ing at  one  Russcl's,  a  taylor,  in  St.  Bride's  Church- 
yard; but  he  continued  not  long  there,  having  not 
sufficient  room  for  his  library  and  furniture;  and 
therefore  determined  to  take  a  house,  and  accord- 
ingly took  a  handsome  garden-house  in  Aldersgate 
street,  situate  at  the  end  of  an  entry,  which  was 
the  more  agreeable  to  a  studious  man  for  its  privacy 
and  freedom  from  noise  and  disturbance.  And  in 
this  house  he  continued  several  years,  and  his  sis- 
ter's two  sons  were  put  to  board  with  him,  firrt 
the  younger  and  afterwards  the  elder:  and  some 
other  of  his  intimate  friends  requested  of  him  tne 
same  favour  for  their  sons,  especially  since  theis 
was  littlo  more  trouble  in  instructing  half  a  dozen 
than  two  or>  three:  and  he,  who  could  not  easily 
deny  any  t^gto  his  friends,  and  who  knew  thai 
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Ihe  grcitest  men  in  all  ages  had  delighted  in  tAaehr 
mg  othcn  the  principles  of  knowledge  and  mtne, 
nndertook  the  office,  not  out  of  any  soTdid  and 
mercenary  Tiewp,  but  more  from  a  benevolent  di«- 
poeition,  and  a  desire  to  do  good.  And  his  method 
of  education  was  as  much  above  the  pedantry  and 
jargon  of  the  common  schools,  as  his  genius  was 
superior  to  that  of  a  common  school-master.  One 
of  his  nephews  has  given  us  an  account  of  the 
many  authors  both  Latin  and  Greek,  which  (be- 
sides those  usually  read  in  the  schools)  through 
bis  excellent  judgment  and  way  of  teaching  were 
run  over  within  no  greater  compass  of  time,  than 
from  ten  to  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  of  age.  Of 
the  Latin  the  four  authors  concerning  husbandry, 
Cato,  Vano,  Columella,  and  Palladius,  Cornelius 
Celsus  the  physician,  a  great  part  of  Pliny's  Na- 
tural History,  the  Architecture  of  Vitruvius,  the 
Stratagems  of  Frontinus,  and  the  philosophical 
poets  Lucretius  and  Mantlius.  Of  the  Greek  He- 
iiod,  Aratus*  Phsnomena  and  Diosemeia,  Diony- 
iius  Afcr  de  situ  orbis,  Oppian*s  Cynegetics  and 
Halieutics,  Ctuintus  Calaber*s  poem  of  the  Trojan 
war  continued  from  Homer,  Apollonius  Rhodius' 
Argonautics,  and  in  prose,  Plutarch's  Pladta  plii- 
losophorum,  and  of  the  education  of  children,  Xe- 
nophon's  Cyropaidia  and  Anabasis,  JElian's  Tac- 
tics, and  the  stratagems  of  Polysnus.  Nor  did 
this  application  to  the  Greek  and  Latin  tongues 
hinder  the  attaining  to  the  chief  oriental  languages, 
the  Hebrew,  Chaldee  and  Syriac,  so  far  as  to  go 
through  the  Pentateuch  or  five  books  of  Moses  in 
Hebrew,  to  make  a  good  entrance  into  the  Tar- 
gum  or  Chaldee  paraphrase,  and  to  understand 
several  chapters  of  St  Matthew  in  the  Syriac 
Testament;  besides  the  modem  languages,  Italian 
and  French,  and  a  competent  knowledge  of  the 
mathematics  and  astronomy.  The  Sunday's  ex- 
ercise for  ]iis  pupils  was  for  the  most  part  to  read 
a  chapter  of  Greek  Testament,  and  to  hear  his 
learned  exposition  of  it.  The  next  work  after 
this  was  to  write  from  his  dictation  some  part  of  a 
system  of  divinity,  which  he  had  collected  from 
the  ablest  divines,  who  hod  written  upon  that  sub- 
ject. Such  were  his  academic  institutions ;  and 
thus  by  teaching  others  he  in  some  measure  en- 
larged his  own  knowledge;  and  ha\'ing  the  read- 
ing of  so  many  authors  as  it  were  by  proxy,  he 
might  possibly  have  preserved  his  sight,  if  he  had 
not  moreover  been  perpetually  busied  in  reading 
or  writing  something  himself.  It  was  certainly  a 
^"ery  recluse  and  studious  life,  that  both  he  and  his 
DUpils  led;  but  the  young  men  of  that  age  were 
of  a  different  turn  from  those  of  the  present;  and 
he  himself  gave  an  example  to  those  under  him 
of  hanl  study  and  spare  diet;  only  rtjw  and  then, 
once  hi  three  weeks  or  a  month,  he  made  a  gaudy 
day  with  some  young  gentlemen  of  his  acquaint- 
•nctt  tbi  chief  of  whnn,  lajt  Mr.  Philipi^  were 


Mr.  Alphry  and  Mr.  Miller,  both  of  Gray's  Iniv 
and  two  of  the  greatest  beaus  of  those  times. 

But  he  was  not  so  fond  of  this  academical  life, 
as  to  be  an  indifiTerent  spectator  of  what  was  acted 
upon  the  public  stage  of  the  world.  The  nation 
was  now  in  a  great  ferment  in  1641,  and  the  cla> 
mour  run  high  against  the  bishops,  when  he  joined 
loudly  in  the  cry,  to  help  the  puritan  ministers,  (as 
he  says  himself  in  his  second  Defence)  they  being 
inferior  to  the  bishops  in  learning  and  eloquence; 
and  published  his  two  books.  Of  Reformation  in 
England,  written  to  a  friend.  About  the  same 
time  certain  ministers  having  published  a  treatise 
against  episcopacy,  in  answer  to  the  Humble  Re- 
monstrance of  Dr.  Joseph  Hall,  Bishop  of  Nor- 
wich, under  the  title  of  Smectymnuus,  a  word 
consisting  of  the  initial  letters  of  their  names,  Ste- 
phen Marsha],  Edmund  Calamy,  Thomas  Young, 
Matthew  Newcomcn,  and  William  Spurstow; 
and  Archbishop  Usher  having  published  at  Ox- 
ford a  refutation  of  Smectymnuus,  in  a  tract  con- 
cerning the  original  of  Bishops  and  Metropolitans; 
Milton  wrote  his  little  piece  Of  Prelatical  Episco- 
pacy, in  opposition  chiefly  to  Usher,  for  he  was  fbi 
contending  with  the  most  powerful  adversary; 
there  would  be  either  leas  disgrace  in  the  defeat, 
or  more  glory  in  the  victory.  He  handled  the 
subject  more  at  large  in  his  next  performance, 
which  was  the  Reason  of  Church  Govemmciy 
urged  against  Prelacy,  in  two  books.  And  Bishop 
Hall  having  published  a  Defence  of  the  Humble 
Remonstrance,  he  wrote  Animadversions  upon  it 
All  these  treatises  he  published  within  the  course 
of  one  year,  1641,  which  show  how  very  diligent 
he  was  in  the  cause  that  he  had  undertaken.  And 
the  next  year  he  set  forth  his  Apology  for  Smec- 
tymnuus, in  answer  to  the  Confutation  of  his  Ani- 
madversions, written  as  he  thought  himself  by 
Bishop  Hall,  or  his  son.  And  here  very  luckily 
ended  a  controversy,  which  detained  him  from 
greater  and  better  writings  which  he  was  medi- 
tating, more  useful  to  the  public,  as  well  as  more 
suitable  to  his  own  genius  and  inclination:  but  he 
thought  all  this  whUe  that  he  was  \'indicating 
ecclesiastical  liberty. 

In  the  year  1643,  and  the  thirty-fiflh  year  of  his 
age,  he  married ;  and  indeed  his  family  was  now 
growing  so  numerous,  that  it  wanted  a  mistress 
at  the  head  of  it.  His  father,  who  had  lived  with 
his  younger  son  at  Reading,  was,  upon  the  taking 
of  that  place  by  the  forces  under  the  Earl  of  Es- 
sex, necessitated  to  come  and  live  in  London  with 
this  his  elder  son,  with  whom  he  continued  io 
tranquillity  and  devotion  to  his  dying  day.  Some 
addition  too  was  to  be  made  to  the  number  of  his 
pupils.  But  before  his  father  or  his  new  pupils 
were  come,  he  took  a  journey  in  the  Whitsuntido 
vacation,  and  after  a  month's  absence  returned 
with  a  wiib,  Maiy  the  ddMt  diqghter  of  Mr. 
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Riehaid  Powell,  of  ForesthiD,  near  Shotover  in 
Oxfordshire,  a  justice  of  the  peace,  and  a  gentle- 
man of  good  repute  and  figure  in  that  county.  But 
die  had  not  cohabited  with  her  husband  above  a 
month,  before  she  was  earnestly  solicited  by  her 
idations  to  come  and  spend  the  remaining  part 
of  the  summer  with  thein  in  the  country.  If  it 
was  not  at  her  instigation  that  her  friends  made 
this  request,  yet  at  least  it  was  agreeable  to  her 
inclination;  and  she  obtained  her  husband's  con- 
sent upon  a  promise  of  returning  at  Michaelmas. 
And  in  the  mean  while  his  studies  went  on  veiy 
vigorously;  and  his  chief  diversion,  after  the  busi- 
ness of  the  day,  was  now  and  then  in  an  evening 
to  visit  the  LojAj  Margaret  Lee,  daughter  of  the 
Earl  of  Marlborough,  Lord  High  Treasurer  of 
England,  and  President  of  the  Privy  Council  to 
King  James  I.  This  L^dy,  being  a  woman  of 
excellent  wit  and  understanding,  had  a  particular 
Iwnonr  for  our  author,  and  took  great  delight  in  his 
eonversation;  as  likewise  did  her  husband  Captain 
Hobeon,  a  very  accomplished  gentleman.  And 
what  a  regard  Milton  again  had  for  her,  he  has 
left  upon  record  in  a  sonnet  to  her  praise,  extant 
among  his  other  poems. 

Miche«lmas  was  now  come,  but  he  heard  no- 
thing of  his  wife's  return.  He  v^ote  to  her,  but 
received  no  answer.  He  wrote  again  letter  after 
ktter,  but  received  no  answer  to  any  of  them.  He 
then  despatched  a  messenger  with  a  letter,  de- 
■ring  her  to  return;  but  she  positively  refused, 
and  dismissed  the  messenger  with  contempt 
Whedier  it  was,  that  she  had  conceived  any  dis- 
fiks  to  her  husband's  person  or  humour;  or  whe- 
ther she  could  not  conform  to  his  retired  and  phi- 
losophical manner  of  life,  having  been  accustom- 
ed to  a  house  of  much  gaiety  and  company;  or 
whether  bang  of  a  family  strongly  attached  to 
the  royal  cause,  she  could  not  bear  her  husband's 
lepoblican  principles;  or  whether  she  was  over- 
peiBuaded  by  her  relations,  who  possibly  might 
lepent  of  having  matched  the  eldest  daughter  of 
the  family  to  a  man  so  distingubhed  for  taking 
the  contrary  party,  the  King's  head-quarters  being 
in  their  neighbourhood  at  Oxford,  and  his  Majesty 
having  now  some  £urer  prospect  of  success ;  whe- 
ther any  or  all  of  these  were  the  reasons  of  this 
extraordinary  behaviour;  however  it  was,  it  so 
highly  incensed  her  husbsod,  (hat  he  thought  it 
would  be  dishonourable  ever  to  receive  her  again 
after  such  a  repulse,  and  he  determined  to  repu- 
diate her  as  she  had  in  efiect  repudiated  him,  and 
to  coodder  her  no  longer  as  his  wife.  And  to 
fortify  this  his  resolution,  and  at  the  same  time  to 
fostify  it  to  the  world,  he  wrote  the  Doctrine  and 
Discipline  of  Divorce,  wherein  he  endeavours  to 
inove,  that  indispodtion,  unfitness,  or  contrariety 
at  mtDd,  proceeding  from  any  unchangeable  cause 
a  HKtmei  hindBring  and  ever  likely  to  hinder  the 


main  benefits  of  conjugal  society,  whica  are 
lace  and  peace,  are  greater  reasons  of  divorce  than 
adultery  or  natural  frigidity,  especially  if  there  be 
no  chUdien,  and  there  be  mutual  consent  for  se- 
paration. He  published  it  at  first  without  his 
name,  but  the  style  easily  betrayed  the  author; 
and  afterwards  a  second  edition,  much  augment- 
ed, with  his  name;  and  he  dedicated  it  to  the  Par- 
liament of  England  with  the  Assembly  of  Divines, 
that  as  they  were  then  consulting  about  the  gene- 
ral reformation  of  the  kingdom,  they  might  also 
take  this  particular  case  of  domestic  liberty  inio 
their  consideration.  And  then,  as  it  was  objected, 
that  his  doctrine  was  a  novel  notion,  and  a  paradox 
that  no  body  had  ever  asserted  before,  he  endea- 
voured to  confirm  his  own  opinion  by  the  authority 
of  others,  and  published  in  1644  the  Judgment  of 
Martin  Bucer,  &c.:  and  as  it  was  still  objected, 
that  his  doctrine  could  not  be  reconciled  to  Scrip- 
ture, he  published,  in  1645,  his  Tetrachordon,  or 
Elxpositions  upon  the  four  chief  places  in  Scrip- 
ture, which  treat  of  marriage,  or  nullities  in  mar- 
riage. At  the  first  appearing  of  the  Doctrine  and 
Discipline  of  Divorce  the  clergy  raised  a  heavy 
outcry  against  it,  and  daily  solicited  the  Parlia- 
ment to  pass  some  censure  upon  it ;  and  at  last 
one  of  them,  in  a  sermon  preached  before  the 
Lords  and  Commons  on  a  day  of  humiliation  in 
August,  1644,  roundly  told  them  that  there  was  a 
book  abroad,  which  deserved  to  be  burned,  and 
that  among  their  other  sins  they  ought  to  repent, 
that  they  had  not  yet  branded  it  with  some  mark 
of  their  displeasure.  And  Mr.  Wood  informs  us, 
that  upon  Milton's  publishing  his  three  books  of 
Divorce,  the  Assembly  of  Divines,  that  was  then 
sitting  at  Westminster,  took  special  notice  of  them; 
and  notwithstanding  his  former  services  in  writing 
against  the  bbbops,  caused  him  to  be  summoned 
before  the  House  of  Lords :  but  that  House,  whe- 
ther approving  his  doctrine,  or  not  favouring  his 
accusers,  soon  dismissed  him.  He  was  attacked 
too  from  the  press  as  weU  as  from  the  pulpit,  in  a 
pamphlet  entitled  Divorce  at  Pleasure,  and  in  ano- 
ther entitled  an  Answer  to  the  Doctrine  and  Di» 
dpline  of  Divorce,  which  was  licensed  and  recom- 
mended by  Mr.  Joseph  Caryl,  a  famous  Presby- 
terian divine,  and  author  of  a  voluminous  com* 
mentary  on  the  book  of  Job:  and  Milton,  in  his 
Colasterion  or  Reply,  published  in  1645,  ezposto- 
lates  smartly  with  the  licenser,  as  well  as  handles 
very  roughly  the  nameless  author.  And  these 
provocations,  I  suppose,  contributed  not  a  little  to 
make  him  such  an  enemy  to  the  Presbyterians,  to 
whom  he  had  before  distinguished  himself  a 
friend.  He  composed  likewise  two  of  his  sonnets 
on  the  reception  his  book  of  Divorce  met  with,  but 
the  latter  is  much  the  better  of  the  two.  To  this 
account  it  may  be  added  from  Antony  Wjod,  that 
after  the  King's  restoration,  when  the  subject  si 
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divi  fee  WM  QDder  consideration  with  the  Lords  convinced  or  not  at  his  arguments,  he  wasoertam- 
vpon  the  account  of  John  Lord  Roes,  or  Roos,  his  ly  convinced  himself  that  he  was  in  the  right;  ana 
KiMuration  from  his  wife  Anne  Pierpoint,  eldest  as  aproof  of  it  he  determined  to  marry  again,  and 
daughter  to  Henry,  Marquis  of  Dorchester,  he  made  his  addresses  to  a  young  lady  of  great  wit 
was  consulted  hy  an  eminent  member  of  that .  and  beauty,  one  of  the  daughters  of  Dr.  Davia. 
House,  and  about  the  same  time  by  a  chief  officer  But  intelligence  of  this  coming  to  his  wife,  and 


of  state,  as  being  the  prime  person  who  was  know- 
ing in  that  affair. 

But  while  he  was  engaged  in  this  controversy 


the  then  declining  state  of  the  King's  cause,  and 
consequently  of  the  circumstance*  of  Justice  Pow- 
jell's  family,  caused  them  to  set  all  engines  on  work 


of  divorce,  he  was  not  so  totally  engaged  in  it,  but  to  restore  the  wife  again  to  her  husband.  And 
he  attended  to  other  things;  and  about  this  time  ^  his  friends  too  for  different  reasons  seem  to  have 
published  Iiis  Letter  of  Education  to  Mr.  Samuel  been  as  desirous  of  bringing  about  a  reconciliation 
Hartlib,  who  wrote  some  things  about  husbandry,  as  her'e,  and  this  method  of  effecting  it  was  con- 
and  was  a  man  of  considerable  learning,  as  ap- '  certed  between  them.  Ho  had  a  relation,  one 
pears  from  the  letters  which  passed  between  him  Blackborough,  living  in  the  lano  of  St.  Martin's 
and  the  famous  Mr.  Mede,  and  from  Sir  William  j  Le  Grand,  whom  he  often  visited;  and  one  day 
Petty's  and  Pell  the  mathematician's  writing  to  when  he  was  visiting  there,  it  was  contrived  that 
him,  the  former  his  Treatise  for  the  Advancement  the  wife  should  be  ready  in  another  room ;  and  as 
of  some  particular  parts  of  Learning,  and  the  lat- .  he  was  thinking  of  nothing  less,  he  was  surprised 
ter  his  Idea  of  the  Mathematics,  as  well  as  from  ■  to  see  her,  whom  he  hod  expected  never  to  have 
tills  letter  of  our  author.  This  letter  of  our  au- 1  seen  any  more,  falling  down  upon  her  knees  at  his 
thor  has  usually  been  printed  at  the  end  of  his  feet,  and  imploring  his  forgiveness  with  tears.  At 
poems,  and  is  as  I  may  say  the  theory  of  Iiis  own  first  he  showed  some  signs  of  aversion,  but  he  con- 
practice;  and  by  the  rules  which  he  has  laid  down  I  tinued  not  long  inexorable;  his  wife's  intr^aties, 
for  education,  we  see  in  some  measure  the  method '  and  the  intercession  of  friends  on  both  sides,  soon 
that  he  pursued  in  educating  his  own  pupils,  wrought  upon  his  generous  nature,  and  procured 
And  hi  1644,  he  published  his  Areoi>agitica,  or  •  a  happy  reconciliation  with  ari  act  of  oblivion  of 
Speech  for  the  Liberty  of  Unlicensed  Printing  to  all  that  was  past.  But  he  did  not  take  his  wife 
the  Parliament  of  England.  It  was  written  at .  home  immediately ;  it  was  agreed  that  she  should 
the  desire  of  several  learned  men,  and  is  [>erhaps  remidn  at  a  friend's,  till  the  house  that  he  had 


the  best  vindication  that  has  been  published  at 
any  time  or  in  any  language,  of  that  liberty  wliich 
w  the  basis  and  support  of  all  other  liberties,  the 
fiberty  of  the  press:  but  alas,  it  had  not  the  de- 
sired eBTect;  for  the  Presbyterians  were  as  fond  of 
exercising  the  licensing  power,  when  they  got  it 


newly  taken  was  fitted  for  their  reception;  for 
some  other  gentlemen  of  his  acquaintance,  having 
observed  the  great  success  of  his  method  of  educa- 
tion, had  recommended  their  sons  to  his  care;  and 
his  house  in  Aldersgate-street  not  being  large 
enough,  he  had  taken  a  larger  in  Barbican :  and 


into  their  own  hands,  as  they  had  been  clamor-  •  till  tliis  could  be  got  ready,  the  place  pitched  upon 
ous  before  in  inveighing  against  it,  while  it  was  in :  for  his  wife's  abode  was  the  widow  Webber  s  house 
the  hands  of  the  prelates.  And  Mr.  Toland  is  in  St.  Clement's  Churchyard,  whose  second  daugb- 
mlstaken  in  saying, "  that  such  was  the  effect  of  .  ter  had  been  married  to  the  other  brother  many 
this  piece,  that  the  following  year  Mabol,  a  11-  years  before.  The  part  that  Milton  acted  in  this 
censer,  offered  reasons  against  licensing;  and  at :  whole  affair,  showed  plainly  that  he  had  a  spirit 
bis  own  request  was  dischari^ed  that  office."  For  capable  of  the  strongest  resentment,  but  yet  more 
neither  was  the  licenser's  name  Mabol,  but  Gil- ;  inclinable  to  pity  and  forgiveness:  and  neither  in 
bert  Mabbot;  neither  was  he  discharged  from  his ,  this  was  any  injury  done  to  the  other  lady,  whom 
office  till  May,  1649,  about  five  years  aflerwards,  he  was  courting,  for  she  is  said  to  have  been  al- 


though probably  he  might  be  swayed  by  Milton'i 
arguments,  as  every  ingenuous  person  must,  who 


ways  averse  from  the  motion,  not  daring  I  suppose 
to  venture  in  marriage  with  a  man  who  was  known 


peruses  and  considers  them.  And  in  1645,  was  to  have  a  wife  still  I'ving.  He  might  not  tliink 
published  a  collection  of  his  poems,  Latin  and  i  himself  too  at  liberty  as  before,  while  his  wife  con« 
English,  the  principal  of  which  are  on  the  Morn-  tinue^  obstinate;  for  his  most  plausible  argument 
ing  of  Christ's  Nativity,  L'AUegro,  II  Penseroso,  j  for  divorce  proceeds  upon  a  supposition,  that  the 
Lvcidas,  the  Mask,  &c.  &c.:  and  if  he  had  left  thing  be  done  with  mutual  consent 


no  ocher  monuments  of  his  poetical  genius  behind 
him,  these  woukl  have  been  sufficient  to  have  ren- 
dered Ids  name  immortal. 


After  his  wife's  return  his  family  was  increased 
not  only  with  cliildren,  but  also  with  Ids  wife's  re- 
lations, her  father  and  mother,  her  brothers  and 


But  without  doubt  his  Doctrine  of  Divorce  and  sisters,  coming  to  live  with  him  in  the  general  dis- 
the  maintenance  of  it  principally  engaged  his  tress  and  ruin  of  the  royal  party:  and  he  was  ss 
ihaagbts  at  this  period;  and  whether  oUieii  were  jiar  from  resenting  their  fonner  ill  tifialini»»  of  him. 
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ilittt  he  geDeroosly  protected  them,  and  entertained 
them  Yeiy  hospitahly,  till  their  affairs  were  accom- 
■lodated  through  hie  interett  with  the  prerailing 
faction.  And  then  upon  their  removal,  and  the 
death  of  his  own  father,  his  house  looked  again 
*ike  the  house  of  the  Muses;  but  his  studies  had 


charged  the  business  of  his  office  a  very  little  time, 
before  he  was  called  to  a  work  of  anothrr  kind 
For  soon  after  the  king's  death  was  puhlisticd  a 
book  under  his  name,  entitled  Emm  Batcikau,  or  \hk 
Royal  Image:  and  this  book,  like  Cssar's  lasl 
will,  making  a  deeper  impression,  and  cxciling 


fike  to  have  been  interrupted  by  a  call  to  public '  greater  commiseration  in  the  minds  of  the  people, 
boBDees;  for  about  this  time  there  was  a  design 'than  the  king  himself  did  while  alive,  Milton  was 
of  constituting  him  Adjutant  Oeneral  in  the  army  ordered  to  prepare  an  answer  to  it,  wliich  was 
under  Sir  William  Waller;  but  the  new  modelling  published  by  authority,  and  entitled  EisoyoaXfic^isc^ 
of  the  army  soon  following,  that  design  was  laid  or  the  Image-breaker,  the  famous  surname  of  many 
aside.  And  not  long  after,  his  great  house  in  Bar-  Greek  emperors,  who,  in  their  zeal  against  idola- 
bican  being  now  too  large  for  his  family,  he  quit-  >  try,  broke  all  superstitious  images  to  pieces  This 
ted  it  for  a  smaller  in  High  Holbom,  which  open-'  piece  was  translated  into  French ;  and  two  rv-pliet 
ed  backward  into  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  where  he  to  it  were  published,  one  in  1651,  and  the  oth(*r  in 
ptusecnted  his  studies  till  the  King's  trial  and  1G92,  upon  the  reprinting  of  Milton's  book  at 
death,  when  the  Presbyterians  declaiming  tragi-  Amsterdam.  In  this  controversy  a  heavy  charge 
csily  against  the  Eling's  execution,  and  asserting  has  been  alleged  against  Milton.  Some  editions 
that  his  person  was  sacred  and  inviolable,  provoked  of  the  king's  Inrnk  have  certain  prayers  added  at 
him  to  write  the  Tenure  of  Kings  and  Magistrates,  the  end,  and  among  them  a  prayer  in  titnc  of  cap- 
proving  that  it  b  lawful  to  call  a  tyrant  to  account  tivity,  which  is  taken  from  that  of  Patncla  in  Sir 
and  to  depose  and  put  him  to  death,  and  that  they  •  Philip  Sidney's  Arcadia :  and  it  is  said,  that  tliis 
who  of  late  so  much  blame  deposing  are  the  men  prayer  was  added  by  the  contrivance  and  artiUce 
who  did  it  themselves:  and  he  published  it  at  the  of  Milton,  who,  together  with  Bradshaw,  prrvail- 
beginning  of  the  year  1649,  to  satisfy  and  com-  ed  upon  the  printer  to  insert  it,  that  from  thence 
pose  the  minds  of  the  people.  Not  long  aft^r  this  he  niight  take  occasion  to  bring  a  scandal  upon 
he  wrote  his  Observations  on  the  Articles  of  Peace  the  king,  and  to  blast  the  reputation  of  his  book, 
between  the  E^rl  of  Ormond  and  the  Irish  Rebels. :  as  he  has  attempted  to  do  in  the  first  section  of  his 
And  in  these  and  all  his  writings,  whatever  others  answer.  This  fact  is  related  chiefly  u[x)h  the  au- 
of  diflerent  parties  may  think,  he  thought  himself  thority  of  Henry  Hills  the  printer,  who  had  fre- 
an  advocate  for  true  liberty,  for  ecclesiastical  lil)er-  quently  affirmed  it  to  Dr.  Gill  and  Dr.  Bernard, 
tj  in  his  treatises  against  the  bishops,  for  domestic  hb  physicians,  as  they  themselves  have  testified, 
fiberty  in  hb  books  of  divorce,  and  for  civil  liberty  But  Hills  was  not  himself  the  printer,  wlio  was 
m  hb  writings  against  the  king  in  defence  of  the  dealt  with  in  thb  manner,  and  consequently  he 
paribment  and  people  of  England.  could  have  the  story  only  from   hearsay :    and 

AfWr  thb  he  retired  again  to  his  private  studies;  though  he  was  Cromwell's  printt^r,  yet  aflorwurtb 
ind  thinking  that  he  had  lebure  enough  for  such  he  turned  \m\iiat  in  the  reign  of  James  II,  in  order 
t  work,  he  applied  hinieelf  to  the  writing  of  a  Hb-  to  be  that  King's  printer,  and  it  was  at  that  time 
tory  of  England,  which  he  intended  to  deduce  that  he  used  to  relate  this  story;  so  that  I  think,  little 
fiom  the  earliest  accounts  down  to  hb  own  times:  credit  b  due  to  his  testimony.  And  indeed  I  can 
add  he  had  finbhed  four  books  of  it,  when  neither  not  hut  hope,  and  l^lieve,  that  Milton  had  a  soul 
courting  nor  expecting  any  such  preferment,  he  above  being  guilty  of  so  mean  an  action,  to  serve 
was  inviiod  by  the  Council  of  State  to  be  their  so  mean  a  purixise;  and  there  b  as  little  reason  for 
Latin  Secretary  for  foreign  affairs.  And  he  served  fixing  it  upon  him,  as  he  had  to  traduce  the  king 
b  the  same  capacity  under  Oliver,  and  Richard,  for  profaning  the  duty  of  prayer  "  with  the  pollut- 
aud  the  Rump,  till  the  Restoration ;  and  without  ed  trash  of  Romances."  For  there  are  not  many 
doubt  a  better  Latin  pen  could  not  have  l)ecn  found  finer  prayers  in  the  I>e8t  books  of  devotion;  and 
b  tlie  kingdom.  For  the  Repubib  and  Cromwell  the  king  might  as  lawfully  Iwrrow  and  apply  it  to 
loomed  to  pay  that  tribute  to  any  foreign  Prince,  hb  own  ot-casions,  as  the  Ajiostle  might  make 
which  b  usually  paid  to  the  French  king,  of  ma-  quotations  from  Heathen  poems  and  plays :  an<l  it 
naging  their  aftairs  in  hb  language;  they  thought  became  Milton  the  least  of  all  men  to  bring  such 
k  an  indignity  and  meanness  to  which  thb  or  any  an  accusation  against  the  king,  as  he  was  liimsell 
£ree  nation  ought  not  to  submit;  and  took  a  noble  particularly  fond  of  readintr  romanci-^,  and  nas 
RAuiutiun  neither  to  write  any  letters  to  any  foreign  made  use  of  them  in  sonic  of  the  lu'st  and  latest 
itates,  nor  to  receive  any  answers  from  tliem,  but  of  his  writings. 

in  the  Latin  tongue,  which  was  common  to  them       But  his  most  celebrated  work  in  ]»rja»  >  his  \}*, 
alL  fence  of  the  jHHjpleof  England  against  Sxilmastu^ 

But  it  was  not  only  in  foreign  dbpatches  that  Defcnsio  pn)  jM>pulo  Anglicant*  contiu   f  *l:n:<rii 
the  gt*vf>rnuvut  made  use  of  hb  pen.    He  had  dis-  Anonyini,  alias  Salmasia,  Dcfe  'sionen.  l?<*e)^*« 
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Salmariiu,  bj  jirth  a  Frenchman,  luceeeded  the 
fiuDons  Scaliger  as  honoraxy  Professor  of  the  ani- 
verrity  of  Leyden,  and  had  gained  great  reputa- 
tion by  his  Plinian  EzercitationB  on  Solinus,  and 
by  his  critical  remarks  on  several  Latin  and  Greek 
authors,  and  was  generally  esteemed  one  of  the 
greatest  and  most  consummatb  scholars  of  that 
age :  and  is  commended  by  Milton  himself  in  his 
Reason  of  Church  Gk>Temment,  and  called  the 
learned  Salmasius.  And  besides  his  great  learn- 
ing he  had  extraordinary  talents  in  railing.  '*  This 
prince  of  scholars,  as  somebody  said  of  him,  seemed 
to  have  erected  his  throne  upon  a  heap  of  stones, 
that  he  might  have  them  at  hand  to  throw  at  every 
one*8  head  who  passed  by.**  He  was,  therefore, 
courted  by  Charles  II,  as  the  most  able  man  to 
write  a  defence  of  the  late  king,  his  father,  and  to 
traduce  his  adversaries,  and  a  hundred  Jacobuses 
were  given  him  for  that  purpose,  and  the  book  was 
published  in  1649,  vnth  this  title,  Defensio  Regia 
pro  Carolo  I.  ad  Carolum  II.  No  sooner  did  this 
book  appear  in  England,  but  the  Council  of  State 
unanimously  appcunted  Milton,  who  was  then  pre- 
sent, to  answer  it :  and  he  performed  the  task  with 
amazing  spirit  and  vigour,  though  his  health  at 
that  time  was  such,  that  he  could  hardly  endure 
the  &tigue  of  writing,  and  being  weak  in  body  ho 
Was  forced  to  write  by  piece-meal,  and  to  break  off 
almost  every  hour,  as  he  says  himself  in  the  intro- 
ducUon.  This  necessarily  occasioned  some  delay, 
so  that  his  Defence  of  the  people  of  England  was 
not  made  public  till  the  beginning  of  the  year 
1651 :  and  they  who  can  not  read  the  original,  may 
yet  have  the  pleasure  of  reading  the  English  trans- 
lation by  Mr.  Washington,  of  the  Temple,  which 
was  printed  in  1692,  and  is  inserted  among  Mil- 
ton's works  in  the  two  last  editions.  It  was  some- 
what extraordinary,  that  Salmasius,  a  pensioner 
to  a  republic,  should  pretend  to  write  a  defence  of 
monarchy,  but  the  States  showed  their  disappro- 
bation by  publicly  condemning  his  book,  and  or- 
dering it  to  be  suppressed.  And,  on  the  other 
hand,  Milton's  book  was  burnt  at  Paris,  and  at 
Toulouse,  by  the  hands  of  the  common  hangman; 
but  this  served  only  to  procure  it  the  more  readers: 
it  was  read  and  talked  of  every  where,  and  even 
they  who  were  of  difierent  principles,  yet  could 
not  but  acknowledge  that  he  was  a  good  defender 
of  a  bad  cause ;  and  Salmasius's  book  underwent 
only  one  impression,  while  this  of  Milton  passed 
through  several  editions.  On  the  first  appearance 
of  it,  he  was  visited  or  invited  by  all  the  foreign 
ministers  at  London,  not  excepting  even  those  of 
crowned  heads;  and  was  particularly  honoured 
and  esteemed  by  Adrian  Paaw,  ambasssador  from 
the  States  of  Holland.  He  was  likewise  highly 
eomplimented  by  letters  from  the  most  learned  and 
'Agenious  persons  in  France  and  Germany ;  and 
[jQonard  Philaras,  an  Athenian  bom,  and  ambas- 


sador from  the  Duke  of  Parma  to  the  French  king 
wrote  a  fine  encomium  of  his  Defence,  and  sent 
him  his  picture,  as  appears  from  Milton's  Lett^ 
to  Philaras,  dated  at  London,  in  June,  1652.  And 
what  gave  him  the  greatest  satisfaction,  the  work 
was  highly  applauded  by  those,  who  had  desired 
him  to  undertake  it ;  and  they  made  him  a  piesenl 
of  a  thousand  pounds,  which,  in  those  days  of  fini 
gality,  was  reckoned  no  inconsiderable  reward  for 
his  performance.  But  the  case  was  far  otherwise 
with  Salmasius.  He  was  then  in  high  favour  at 
the  court  of  Christina,  Q,ueen  of  Sweden,  who 
had  invited  thither  several  of  the  most  learned  men 
of  all  countries :  but  when  Milton's  Defence  of 
the  People  of  England  was  brought  to  Sweden, 
and  was  read  to  the  Glueen  at  her  own  desire,  ho 
sunk  immediately  in  her  esteem,  and  the  opinion 
of  every  body ;  and  though  he  talked  big  at  first, 
and  vowed  the  destruction  of  Milton  and  the  Par- 
liament,  yet  finding  that  he  was  looked  upon  with 
coldness,  he  thought  proper  to  take  leave  of  the 
court ;  and  he  who  came  in  honour,  was  dismissed 
with  contempt.  He  died  some  time  afterwards  at 
Spa,  in  Germany,  and,  it  is  said,  more  of  a  broken 
heart  than  of  any  distemper,  leaving  a  posthumous 
reply  to  Milton,  which  was  not  published  till  after 
the  Restoration,  and  was  dedicated  to  Charles  II. 
by  his  son  Claudius ;  but  it  has  done  no  great  ho- 
nour to  his  memory,  abounding  with  abuse  much 
more  than  argument 

Isaac  Vossius  was  at  Stockholm,  when  Milton's 
book  was  brought  thither,  and  in  some  of  his  let- 
ters to  Nicholas  Heinsius,  published  by  Professor 
Burman  in  the  third  tome  of  his  Sylloge  Epistola- 
rum,  he  says,  that  he  had  the  only  copy  of  Milton's 
book,  that  the  Clueen  borrowed  it  of  him,  and  was 
very  much  pleased  with  it,  and  commended  Mil- 
ton's wit  and  manner  of  writing  in  the  presence 
of  several  persons,  and  that  Salmasius  was  very 
angry,  and  very  busy  in  preparing  his  answer, 
wherein  he  abused  Milton  as  if  he  had  been  one 
of  the  vilest  catamites  in  Italy,  and  also  criticised 
his  Latin  poems.  Heinsius  writes  again  to  Yos- 
sius  from  Holland,  that  he  wondered  that  only  one 
copy  of  Milton's  book  was  brought  to  Stockholm, 
when  three  were  sent  thither,  one  to  the  Clueen, 
another  to  Vossius  which  he  had  received,  and  the 
third  to  Salmasius ;  that  the  book  was  in  every 
body's  hands,  and  there  had  been  four  editions  in 
a  few  months  besides  the  English  one;  that  a 
Dutch  translation  was  handed  about,  and  a  French 
one  was  expected.  And  afterwards  he  writes  from 
Venice,  that  Holstenius  had  lent  him  Milton's 
Latin  [)oems;  that  they  were  nothing,  compared 
with  the  elegance  of  his  Apology ;  that  he  had 
offended  frequently  against  prosody,  and  hero  was 
a  great  opening  for  Salmasius'  criticism :  but  as  to 
Milton's  having  been  a  catamite  in  Italy,  he  says, 
that  it  was  a  mere  calumny;  o  i  the  contrary,  bo 
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didikfld  hy  the  Italiaiu,  for  the  aeyerity  of  his 
iBuiiien,  and  for  the  freedom  of  his  discourses 
agunit  popery.  And  in  others  of  his  letters  to 
Voassiiu  and  to  J.  Fr.  Gronovius  from  HoUand, 
Beinaiv»  mentions  how  angry  Salmasius  was  with 
liim  for  commending  Milton's  hook,  and  says  that 
Gfasiwinkelias  had  written  something  against  Mil- 
ton, which  was  to  have  heen  printed  hy  Ehever, 
hut  it  was  sappressed  by  publfe  authority. 

The  first  reply  that  appeared  was  pubUshed  in 
1651,  and  entitled  an  Apology  for  the  king  and 
people,  &C.  Apologia  pro  rege  et  popnlo  Angli- 
cuko  contra  Johannis  Polipragmatici  (alias  "Mjl- 
tooi  Angfi)  Defensionem  destructivam  regis  et 
popofi  AnglieanL    It  b  not  known,  who  was  the 
•dUior  of  thb  |nece.    Some  attribute  it  to  one  Ja- 
nna^  a  lawyer  of  Gray's  Inn,  and  others  to  Dr. 
John  Bramhall,  who  was  then  Buhop  of  Derry, 
and  was  made  Primate  of  Ireland  after  the  restora- 
tkn:  but  it  is  utterly  improbable,  that  so  mean  a 
performance,  written  in  such  barbarous  Latin,  and 
■0  fon  of  solecisms,  should  come  from  the  hands 
of  a  prelate  of  such  distinguished  abilities  and 
learning.    But  whoever  was  the  author  of  it,  Mil- 
ton did  not  think  it  worth  his  while  to  animadvert 
upon  it  himself,  but  employed  the  younger  of  his 
aephews  to  answer  it;  but  he  supervised  and  cor- 
leded  the  answer  so  much  before  it  went  to  the 
pesi,  that  it  may  in  a  manner  be  called  his  own. 
It  came  forth  in  1653  under  this  title,  Johannis 
Philipia  Angli  Responsb  ad  Apologiam  anony- 
ni  cQJnsdam  tcnebrionis  pro  rege  et  populo  An- 
giicano  infimtissimam ;  and  it  is  printed  with 
BIBton's  works;  and  throughout  the  whole  Mr. 
PhiBps  treats  Bi^p  Bramhall  with  great  severity 
as  the  author  of  the  Apology,  thinking  probably 
that  80  considerable  an  adversaiy  would  make  the 
nawer  more  considerable. 

Sir  Robert  Fllmer  likewise  published  some  ani- 
■ad^eraons  upon  Milton's  Defence  of  the  people, 
h  a  piece  printed  in  1653,  and  entitled  Obeerva- 
lioos  ooDceming  the  original  of  government,  upon 
Mr.  Hobbea'  Leviathan,  Mr.  Milton  against  Sal- 
ttasius,  and  Hugo  Grotius  de  Jure  belli:  but  I  do 
aot  find  that  Bfilton  or  any  of  his  friends  took  any 
Botioe  of  it;  but  Milton's  quarrel  was  afterwards 
Kffidentiy  avenged  by  Mr.  Locke,  who  vnrote 
against  Sir  Robert  Filmer's  principles  of  govern- 
Bent,  more  I  suppose  in  condescension  to  the  pre- 
judioes  of  the  age,  than  out  of  any  regard  to  the 
weight  or  importance  of  Filmer's  arguments. 

It  is  probable  that  Milton,  when  he  was  first 
Bade  Latin  Secretary,  removed  from  his  house  in 
High  Holbom  to  be  nearer  Whitehall:  and  for 
aoDte  time  he  had  lodgings  at  one  Thomson's,  next 
door  to  the  Bull-head  tavern  at  Charing  Cross, 
apening  into  Spring-garden,  till  the  apartment, 
appointed  far  him  in  Scotland- Yard,  could  bo  got 
Kftdf  for  hia  reception.  He  then  removed  thither; 


and  there  his  third  child,  a  son  was  bom,  am^ 
named  John,  who  through  the  ill  usage  or  baU 
constitution  of  the  nurse  died  an  infant.  His  cmw 
health  was  too  greatly  impaired;  and  for  the  be- 
nefit of  the  air,  he  removed  from  his  apartment  in 
Scotiand-Yard  to  a  house  in  Petty-France  West- 
minster, which  was  next  door  to  Lord  Scuda- 
more's,  and  opened  into  St.  James'  Park;  and 
there  he  remained  eight  years,  from  the  year  1659 
tiO  within  a  few  weeks  of  the  King's  restoratioiju 
In  this  house  he  had  not  been  settled  long,  before 
his  first  wife  died  in  child-bed ;  and  his  condition 
requiring  some  care  and  attendance,  he  was  eaoly 
induced  after  a  proper  interval  of  time  to  marry  a 
second,  who  was  Catharine,  daughter  of  Captain 
Woodcock,  of  Hackney :  and  she  too  died  in  child- 
bed within  a  year  after  their  marriage,  and  her 
child,  who  was  a  daughter,  died  in  a  month  after 
her;  and  her  husband  has  done  honour  to  her 
memory  in  one  of  his  sonnets. 

Two  or  three  years  before  this  second  marriage 
he  had  totally  lost  his  sight.  And  his  enemies 
triumphed  in  his  blindness,  and  imputed  it  as  a 
judgment  upon  him  for  writing  against  the  Ring: 
but  his  sight  had  been  decaying  several  years  be* 
fore,  through  his  close  apptication  to  study,  and 
the  frequent  head- aches  to  which  he  had  been 
subject  from  his  childhood,  and  his  continual  tam- 
pering with  physic,  which  perhaps  was  more  per- 
nicious than  all  the  rest:  and  he  himself  has  in- 
formed us  in  his  second  Defence,  that  when  he 
was  appointed  by  authority  to  write  his  Defence 
of  the  people  against  Salmasius,  he  had  almost 
lost  the  sight  of  one  eye,  and  the  physicians  de- 
ckred  to  him,  that  if  he  undertook  that  work,  he 
would  also  lose  the  sight  of  the  other:  but  he  wai 
nothing  discouraged,  and  chose  rather  to  lose  both 
his  eyes  than  desert  what  he  thought  his  duty.  It 
was  the  sight  of  his  left  eye  that  he  lost  first:  and 
at  the  deure  of  his  friend  Leonard  Philaras,  the 
Duke  of  Parma's  minister  at  Paris,  he  sent  him  a 
particular  account  of  his  case,  and  of  tue  manner 
of  his  growing  blind,  for  him  to  consult  Thevenoi 
the  physician,  who  was  reckoned  famous  in  cases 
of  the  eyes.  The  letter  b  the  fifteenth  of  hu  fami- 
liar episties,  is  dated  September  28th,  1654;  and 
b  thus  translated  by  Mr.  Richardson. 

"  Since  you  advise  me  not  to  fiing  away  aU 
hopes  of  recovering  my  sight,  for  that  you  have  a 
friend  at  Paris,  Thevenot  the  physidan,  particu- 
larly fomous  for  the  eyes,  whom  you  offer  to  con* 
suit  in  my  behalf  if  you  receive  fit)m  me  an  account 
by  which  he  may  judge  of  the  causes  uid  symp- 
toms of  my  disease,  I  will  do  what  yon  advice  nm 
to,  that  I  may  not  seem  to  refuse  any  assbtance 
that  b  oftercd,  perhaps  from  God. 

"  I  think  it  b  about  ten  years,  more  or  less  since 
I  began  to  perceive  that  my  eye-sight  grew  weak 
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and  dun,  and  at  the  fame  time  my  apleen  and  immoderately  addicted  to  women,  hasty,  •mlA' 
Dowels  to  be  oppreaeed  and  troubled  with  flatus ;  tious,  full  of  himself  and  his  own  perfonnance^ 
and  in  the  morning  when  1  began  to  read,  accord-  and  satirical  upon  all  others.  He  was  however 
ing  to  custom,  my  eyes  grew  painful  immediately,  esteemed  one  of  the  most  eminent  preachers  of  that 
and  to  refuse  reading,  but  were  refreshed  afler  a  age  among  the  Protestants;  but  ss  Monsieur 
moderate  exercise  of  the  body.  A  certain  iris  be-  Bayle  observer,  his  chief  talent  must  have  consist' 
gan  to  surround  the  light  of  the  candle  if  I  looked  ed  in  the  gracefulness  of  his  delivery,  or  in  thoat 
at  it;  soon  after  which,  on  the  left  part  of  the  left  sallies  of  imagination  and  quaint  turns  and  allu* 
eye  (for  that  was  som^  years  sooner  clouded)  a  sions,  whereof  his  lermons  are  full;  for  they  retain 
mist  arose  which  hid  every  thing  on  that  ade ;  and  not  those  charuis  in  reading,  which  they  wore  suid 
looking  forward  if  I  shut  my  right  eye,  objects  ap-  to  have  formerly  in  the  pulpit.  Against  tliis  maun, 
peared  smaller.  My  other  eye  also,  for  tliese  last  therefore,  as  the  reputed  autliorof  Regii  sanguinis 
three  years,  failing  by  degrees,  some  montlis  before  Clamor,  &c.,  Milton  published  by  authority  Ida 
all  sight  was  abolished,  things  which  1  looked  upon  Second  Defence  of  the  people  of  Englaiul,  Dcfen- 
aeemed  to  swim  to  the  right  and  left;  certain  in-  sio  Secunda  pro  populo  Aiiglicano,  in  1654,  and 
veratc  vapours  seem  to  possess  my  forehead  and  treats  Morus  with  such  severity  as  notliing  coukl 
temples,  which  after  meat  especially,  quite  to  eve-  have  excused,  if  he  had  not  Ix'en  provoked  to  it 
ning,  generally,  urge  and  depress  my  eyes  with  a  by  so  much  abuse  pounul  upon  himself.  There 
sleepy  heaviness.  Nor  would  I  omit  that  whilst  is  one  piece  of  his  wit,  which  hud  Iwen  published 
there  was  as  yet  some  remainder  of  sight,  I  no  before  in  tiio  newspapers  at  London,  a  distich 
sooner  lay  down  in  my  IkhI,  and  turned  on  my  upon  Morus  for  getting  Pontia  tlie  maid-scrvsnt 
aide,  but  a  copious  light  dazzled  out  of  my  shut  of  his  friend  Saluiasius  with  child, 
eyes;  and  as  my  sight  diminished  every  day,  co- :  Galliez  concubitu  graviOain  te,  Pontia,  Mori 

lours  gradually  more  obscure  flashed  out  with  ve- '  Uuia  bencmorauun  niorlgcranique  ncgei? 

hemence;  but  now  that  the  lucid  is  in  a  manner  Upon  this  Morus  published  his  Fides  Publica  m 
wholly  extinct,  a  direct  blackness,  or  else  spotted,  answer  to  Milton,  in  which  he  inserted  several 
and,  as  it  were,  woven  with  ash-colour,  is  usi^d  to  testimonies  of  his  orthodoxy  and  morals,  signed  by 
pi>ur  itself  in.  Nevertheless  the  constant  and  the  consistories,  acadcuiii.^s,  synods,  and  niagi^ 
fettled  darkness  that  is  licfore  me  as  well  by  night  tratesofthe  plaites  where  he  had  lived;  and  disown- 
as  !)y  day,  seems  nearer  to  the  whitish  than  the  ed  his  being  the  author  of  the  book  iinputeJ  ta 
bliijkish ;  and  the  eye  rolling  itself  a  little,  seems  him,  and  ap|)e:ded  to  two  gentlemen  of  great  credit 
k>  ad  <iit  1  know  not  what  Uttle  smallness  of  light  with  the  Parliament  party,  who  knew  the  real 
as  thrjiigh  a  chink  J  author.    This  brouglit  Du  Moulin,*  who  was  then 

in  IZngland,  inl4>  great  danger;  but  the  govern- 
But  it  does  not  app-iar  whatansiiwer  he  received;  nieiit  sullered  liiin  to  esca{)e  with  iii^iunit^r',  nUlier 
we  may  presume,  noiic  that  admiiiiHtercd  any  re-  than  tliey  would  publicly  contradict  t!ie  great  |>a- 
lief  His  l)liudnest>  however  did  not  disable  him  trouoftiieir  cause.  For  he  still  (>ersisti*d  in  his 
entirely  from  pcrf'>nni,ng  the  business  of  his  office,  accusation,  and  endeavoured  to  make  it  goo«l  in 
An  a8si:itant  was  allowed  him,  and  his  salary  as  his  Defence  of  himself,  Autoris  pro  se  Defeiisio, 
■ecretary  stdl  cimtinued  to  him.  'whicli  was  published  in  1()5j,  wherein  he  op^iosed 

And  1' '  "^  was  farther  occasion  for  his  service  ^to  the  testimonies  in  favour  of  Morus  other  testi- 
beside?  dictating  of  letters.  For  the  C4>ntroversy  monies  against  him ;  and  Morus  replied  no  more, 
with  Sabnasius  did  not  die  with  him,  and  there  After  this  controversy  was  endixl,  he  was  at 
was  pul'lislie<l  at  the  Hague,  in  1C52,  a  Iniok  en-  leisure  again  to  pursue  his  own  private  studies^ 
litlid  the  Cry  of  the  King's  Blooil,  &c.,  Regii san-  which  were  the  flistory  of  England  More  mei>- 
guinis  Clamor  ad  ccelum  adversus  Parricidus  An-  tioned,  and  a  new  Thesaurus  of  the  Latin  tongue, 
glic^nos.  The  true  author  of  this  l)ook  was  Peter  intended  as  an  imijroveinent  ujHjn  that  by  Robert 
du  Moulin,  the  younger,  wlio  was  afterwards  pre-  SU'phens;  a  work  which  he  had  Wen  long  ci»L 
herniary  of  Canterbury:  and  he  transuiitteii  liis  lecling  from  the  best  and  purest  Latin  aiithorS| 
papers  to  Sabnasius;  and  Salmasius  intrusted  and  continued  at  times  abnost  to  his  dying  day: 
them  to  the  care  of  Alexander  Morus,  a  Fnmch  but  his  papers  were  left  so  confused  anti  iniper- 
minister;  and  Morus  publisht^  them  wit'i  a  dedi-  ft>ct,  that  they  could  not  be  fitted  for  the  press, 
cation  U)  Kin"  Charles  11  in  the  name  of  Adrian  thounh  irreat  use  was  made  of  them  by  t!ie  corn- 
Uluc.  tlie  printir,  from  whence  he  came  to  In?  re-  pilers  of  the  Cambridge  Dictionary,  printed  in 
(luU'd  the  author  of  the  whole.  This  Morus  was  KJHS.  TIumsc  pa[)er8  are  said  to  have  consisted 
tlie  tiOL  oTa  leurned  Scot*man,  who  was  president  of  t!»ree  large  volumes  in  foKn;  and  it  is  a  great 
of  tlie  college,  which  the  Protestants  ha<l  formerly  pity  that  they  are  lost,  and  no  account  is  given 
•t  Ctistres  in  Languedoc;  and  he  is  siid  to  have  wliat  is  become  of  the  manuscript.  It  iscoininonly 
Wm!U  p  man  of  a  most  haughty  dU|>oi»ition,  and  said  too  that  at  tliis  time  he  began  his  famoua 
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poem  of  Panuliae  Lost;  and  it  is  certain,  that  he 


glad  to  be  releaied  from  those  contro^-crsics, 
wfakh  detained  him  so  lung  from  following  things 
mom  agreeable  to  his  natural  genius  and  inclina- 
tion, though  he  was  tu  from  over  repenting  of  his 
writings  in  defence  of  liberty,  but  gloried  in  tliem 
tothelasL 

The  only  interruption  now  of  his  private  stu- 

was  the  business  of  his  office.   In  16&5,  there 

published  in  Latin  a  writing  in  the  name  of 
tike  Lord  Protector,  setting  forth  the  masons  of  the 
war  with  Spain:  and  this  piece  is  rightly  ad- 
judged to  our  author,  both  on  account  of  the  pe- 
cafiar  elegance  of  the  style,  and  because  it  was  liis 
province  to  write  such  things  as  Latin  sccrctary; 
and  it  is  printed  among  his  other  prose  works  in 
the  lart  edition.  And  for  the  same  reasons  I  am 
JDcfined  to  tliink,  that  the  famous  Latin  verses  to 
Cluiilina,  Clueen  of  Sweden,  in  the  name  of 
Cnmwvll,  were  made  by  our  author  rather  than 
Andrew  Marvel.  In  those  days  they  had  admi- 
afale  intelligence  in  the  secretary's  office;  and 
Mr.  Philips  relates  a  memorable  instance  or  two 
■pon  his  own  knowledge.  The  Dutch  were  send- 
ing a  plcnipoCentiary  to  England  to  treat  of  peace; 
b«t  the  emissaries  of  the  government  had  the  art 
to  pvocare  a  copy  of  his  instructions  in  Holland, 
which  were  delivered  by  Milton  to  his  kinsman, 
who  was  then  with  him,  to  translate  them  for  the 
08  of  the  Council,  beforo  the  said  plenipotentiary 
had  taken  shipping  for  England;  and  an  answer 
lo  all  that  he  had  in  charge  was  prepared,  and  lay 
isady  (or  him  before  he  made  his  public  entry  into 
London.  Another  time  a  penon  came  to  London 
with  a  ▼ery  sumptuous  train,  pretending  himself 
an  agent  firom  the  Prince  of  Conde,  who  was  then 
in  arms  against  Cardinal  Mazarine:  but  the  go- 
Tcmment  sospecting  him,  set  their  instruments  to 
lo  successfully,  that  in  a  few  days  they  re- 
intelligence  from  Paris,  that  he  was  a  spy 
iployed  by  Charles  II.:   whereupon  the  very 

morning  Milton's  kinsman  was  sent  to  him 
with  an  order  of  Council,  commanding  him  to  de- 
fut  the  kingdom  within  three  days,  or  expect  the 
pnnishnient  of  a  spy.    This  kinsman  was  in  all 


his  blindness,  proceeded  slower  in  business,  and 
had  not  yet  put  the  articles  of  the  treaty  into  Latiiu 
Upon  which  the  ambassador  was  greatly  surprised, 
that  things  of  such  consequence  should  be  en- 
trusted to  a  blind  man,  for  he  must  necessarily 
employ  an  amanuensis,  and  that  amanuensis 
might  divulge  the  articles;  and  said  that  it  was 
very  wvnderful,  that  there  should  be  oidy  one  man 
in  England  who  could  write  Latin,  and  ho  a 
blind  one.  But  his  blindness  had  not  diminislied, 
but  rather  increased  the  vigour  of  his  mind;  and 
his  state-letters  will  remain  as  authentic  memo- 
rials of  those  times,  to  bo  admired  equally  by 
critics  and  politicians;  and  those  particularly  about 
the  Buiforings  of  the  poor  Protestants  in  Puxlmiint, 
wlio  can  read  without  sensible  emotion  1  l'h«s 
was  a  subject  he  hod  very  much  at  heart,  as  he 
was  an  utter  enemy  to  all  sorts  of  persecution; 
and  among  his  sonnets  there  is  a  most  excellent 
one  upon  tlie  same  occasion. 

But  Oliver  Cromwell  being  dead,  and  the  go- 
vernment weak  and  unsettled  in  the  hands  of  Ri- 
chard and  the  Parliament,  he  thought  it  a  scasoit- 
able  time  to  oflbr  Iiis  advice  again  to  tho  public; 
and  in  1G59  published  a  Treatise  of  Civil  Power 
in  Ecclesiastical  causes;  and  another  tract  entitled 
Considerations  touching  tho  likeliest  Means  to  re- 
move  Hirelings  out  of  the  Church;  both  addressed 
to  tho  Parliament  of  the  commonwealth  of  Eng- 
land. And  aflcr  tho  parliament  was  dissolved,  he 
wrote  a  letter  to  some  statesman,  with  whom  he 
had  a  serious  discourse  tho  night  before,  concern- 
ing the  ruptures  of  the  commonwealth ;  and  ano- 
ther, as  it  is  supposed,  to  General  Monk,  being  a 
brief  delineation  of  a  free  commonwealth,  easy  to 
lie  put  in  practice,  and  without  delay.  These  two 
pieces  were  communicated  in  manuscript  to  Mr. 
Toland  by  a  friend  who  a  littlo  after  Milton's 
death  had  them  from  his  nephew;  and  Mr.  To- 
land gave  them  to  be  printed  in  the  edition  of  our 
author's  prose-works  in  IGOd.  But  Milton,  still 
finding  that  ofTcurs  wcro  every  day  tending  more 
and  more  to  the  subversion  of  the  commonwealth, 
and  tho  restoration  of  the  royal  family,  publislied 
Ids  Ready  and  Easy  Way  to  establish  a  Free  Com- 


of  it^  as  men's  natural  infirmities  are  often 
pleaded  in  excuse  for  not  doing  what  they  have 
no  gn>at  inclination  to  do.  Thus  when  Crom- 
:!  a«  wc  may  collect  from  Whitlock,  for  somo 
delayed  artfully  to  sign  the  treaty  oon- 
dnded  with  Sweden,  and  the  Swedish  ambassa- 
4at  made  frequent  complaints  of  it,  it  was  ex- 


pnbalnlity  Mr.  Philips  or  his  brother,  who  were  •  monwealth,  and  tho  excellence  tlicreof,  compared 
Milton*e  nephews,  and  lived  very  much  with  him,  |  ^*ith  the  inconveniences  and  dangers  of  rcadinit- 
uid  one  or  both  of  them  were  assistant  to  him  in  \  ting  kingsliip  in  this  nation.  We  are  infornH'd  by 
ha  office.  His  blindnen  no  doubt  was  a  great  i  Mr.  Wood  Uiat  ho  publislied  this  piece  in  Fehru- 
hindrance  and  inconvenience  to  him  in  his  busi-lary  1659-60;  and  alter  tliis  he  publiiijicd  Brief 
though  sometimes  a  political  use  might  be  |  Notes  upon  a  late  Scmion,  entitled,  Tho  Fear  of 

God  and  the  King,  preaciied  by  Dr.  Matthew 
Griffith  at  Mercer's  Chapel,  March  25,  IGGU:  so 
bold  and  resolute  was  he  in  declaring  his  senti- 
ments to  the  last,  thinking  that  his  v<3ice  was  tho 
voice  of  expiring  lil)crty. 

A  little  before  the  Kint;  s  landing,  tie  was  dvf 
charged  from  his  office  of  Latin  Secretary,  and  was 

to  him.  becaose  Mr.  Milton,  on  account  of  (breed  to  leave  his  house  in  Petty  France,  whoie 
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he  had  lived  eight  years  with  great  reputation,  and  primnera  in  custody  of  the  Seijeant-;at-i 
had  been  vittited  by  all  foreigners  of  note,  who  read  m  tlic  House,  and  Milton  is  not  aiDODg  klmii; 
could  not  go  out  of  the  country  without  seeing  a  and  on  the  13th  of  September  the  House  adjosni- 
man  who  did  so  much  honour  to  it  by  his  writings,  ed  to  the  6th  of  November.  It  b  most  pnibBUi^ 
and  whose  name  was  as  well  known  and  as  famous  therefore,  that  afler  the  act  or  indemnity  wis 
abroad  as  in  his  own  nation ;  and  by  several  per-  ed,  and  after  the  House  had  adjoamaJ,  he 
•cna  ot  quality  of  both  sexes,  particularly  the  pious  out  of  his  concealment,  and  was  afterwards  takeft 
and  virtuous  Lady  Ranelagh,  whose  son  for  some  into  custody  of  the  Seijeant-at-anns  bj  ▼iitoe  of 
time  he  iiistructtnl,  the  same  who  was  ])aymaster  the  former  order  of  tlio  House  of  Commons,  but 
of  t!ie  forces  in  King  William's  time ;  and  by  many  ^  we  can  not  Hnd  that  he  was  prosecuted  by  the  AV 
learned  and  ingenious  friends  and  acquaintance,  tomry  General,  nor  was  he  continued  in  cnstedlj 
particularly  Andrew  Mar\'el,  and  young  Laurence, !  very  lo!ig:  fur  on  Satunlay  the  15th  of  Deoemba, 
■on  to  the  President  of  Oliver's  Council,  to  whom  <  IGGO,  it  was  ordered  by  the  House  of  Commeo^ 
he  has  mscrilied  one  of  his  sonnets,  nnd  Marcha-  that  Mr.  Milton  now  in  custody  of  the  Seijeaiit- 
mont  NciHlham,  the  writer  of  Politicus,  and  al)ove  atarnis,  sliould  Ite  forthwith  releasetl,  paying  hit 
ail,  Cyriac  Skinner,  whom  he  has  honoured  with  fees;  and  on  Monday  the  17th  of  Deoembor,  a 
two  KotnietH.  But  now  it  was  not  safe  for  him  to  coiniilaint  being  made  that  the  Scrjeant-at-annt 
ap[>ear  any  longer  in  public,  so  that  by  the  ad>ice  had  demanded  excessive  fees  for  his  imprisonment 
of  some  who  wished  him  well  and  were  concerned  it  w.ia  nferred  to  the  committee  of  privileges  and 
for  his  presorvution,  he  fled  for  shelter  to  a  friend's  electicms  to  examine  this  business,  and  to  call  Mr. 
house  in  Bartholomew  Close,  near  West  Smith- ;  Milton  and  tlie  Serjeant  before  them,  and  to  da- 
field,  where  he  lay  concealed  till  t)ie  worst  of  the  terniine  what  was  fit  to  Im*  giwn  to  the  Serjeant 
storm  was  blown  over.  The  fifbt  notice  that  we  for  his  fees  in  this  case;  so  courageous  was  he  «t 
find  taken  of  him  was  on  Saturdny  the  lOlli  of  all  times  in  defence  of  liberty  against  all  the  €n» 


June,  IGGO,  when  it  was  ordenvl  by  the  House  of 
Commons,  that  his  Majesty  should  l«e  humbly 


crtachmiMits  of  power,  and  though  a  piuwicr, 
would  yet  Ik?  treated  like  a  freeborn  Engltshman. 


moved  to  issue  his  proclamation  for  the  callhig  in  Thi.-«  aiipears  to  l)e  the  matter  of  fact,  as  it  mayba 
of  Milton's  two  books,  his  £>efencc  of  the  People,  jroIlcctiHl  partly  from  the  Journals  of  the  House  of 
and  Iconoclasttrs,  and  also  Goodwyn's  book  entitled  Commons,  and  partly  from  Kennet's  Historieal 
the  Obstructors  of  Justice,  written  in  justification 'Regtf^er:  and  the  clemency  of  the  government  wsfl 
of  the  murder  of  the  late  king,  and  to  order  them  ■  surely  very  great  towanls  him,  con:iidcring^  the 
to  be  burnt  by  the  hands  of  the  common  hangman,  j  nature  of  his  offences;  for  though  he  was  not  one 
At  the  same  time  it  was  orden^d  that  the  Attorney  of  t'ae  Kind's  judges  and  murderers,  yet  he  cootri- 


0<*neml  should  proceed  by  way  of  indictment  or 
information  against  Milton  and  Goodwyn  in  re- 
spect of  their  iKwks,  and  that  they  tiiemselves 
should  be  sent  for  in  custoily  of  the  Serjeant-at- 
arms  attending  the  House.  On  Wcilncsilay,  June 
27th,  an  order  of  Council  was  mailc  agreeable  to 
the  order  of  the  House  of  Commons  for  a  procla- 
mation against  Milton's  and  Goo<lwyn'*  books; 
and  the  proclamation  was  issued  the  13th  of  Au- 
gust following,  wherein  it  was  said  that  the  au- 
thors had  fled  or  did  abscond :  and  on  Monday, 
August  27th,  Milton's  and  Goodwyn's  books  were 
burnt,  according  to  tlie  proclamation,  at  the  Old 
Bailey,  by  the  hands  of  the  common  hangman. 
On  Wednesday,  August  20th,  tlie  act  of  indem- 
nity was  passed,  which  proved  more  favourable 
to  Miifon  than  could  well  have  been  ex|)ected ;  for 
though  John  Goodwyn  Clerk  was  excepted  among 
the  twenty  persons  who  were  to  have  jwnaltics  in- 
flicted upon  them,  not  extending  to  life,  yet  Mil- 
ton was  not  excepted  at  all,  and  consequently  was 
included  in  the  general  pardon.  Wc  find  indeed 
that  afterwards  he  was  in  custody  of  the  Serjeant- 
at-arms;  but  tlie  time  wi.en  he  was  taken  into 
wisiody  is  not  certain.  .  J  l*  <^ifl  not  in  custody  on 
tlM  I2th  ot  SeptemUr,  for  that  day  a  list  of  the 


buted  more  to  murder  his  character  and  repntatkNl 
than  ony  of  them  all:  and  to  what  therefore  oimkl 
it  lie  owing,  tliat  he  was  treated  with  such  leiiitj, 
and  was  so  easily  pardoned  1  It  is  certain,  thetri 
was  not  wanting  {lowcrful  intercession  for  him 
both  in  Council  and  in  Parliament.  It  is  said 
tliat  Secretary  Morricc  and  Sir  Thomas  Claigii 
grratly  favoured  him,  and  exerted  their  interest 
in  his  behalf;  and  his  old  frien<l  Andrew  Manrd, 
meml>er  of  Parliament  for  Hull,  formed  a  consi- 
derable party  for  him  in  the  House  of  Commons; 
and  neither  w<is  Charles  the  Second  (as  Toland 
tiiays)  sucli  an  enemy  to  the  Muses,  as  to  leqnm 
his  destruction.  But  the  principal  instrument  in 
obtaining  Milton's  pardon  was  Sir  William  Da- 
vonant,  out  of  gratitude  for  Milton's  having  pio- 
cunvl  his  release,  when  he  was  taken  prisoner  is 
IGoO.  It  was  life  for  life.  Davenant  had  bees 
saved  by  Miltcm's  interest,  and  in  return  Miltos 
was  saved  at  Davenant's  intercession.  This  storf 
Mr.  Richardson  relates  upon  the  authority  of  Mr. 
Pope;  and  Mr.  Pope  had  it  from  Betterton  tlw 
famous  actor,  who  was  fint  brought  upon  the 
stage  and  patronised  by  Sir  William  Davenant, 
and  might  therefore  derive  the  knowledge  if  Um 
transaction  from  the  fountaiii. 
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Bfnton  having  thus  obtained  his  pardon,  and 
betnj;  apt  at  libpity  again,  took  a  house  in  Holbom, 
near  Red  Lion  Fields ;  but  he  removed  soon  into 
Jewen  streK,  near  Alderagate  street,  and  while  he 
frfcd  there,  being  in  his  53d  or  54th  year,  and  blind 
■nd  infirm,  and  wanting  somebody  better  than 
Knrants  to  attend  and  look  after  him,  he  employ- 
sd  his  friend  Dr.  Paget  to  choose  a  proper  consort 
ht  him ;  and  at  hu  recommendation  married  his 
tiiin]  wife,  Elizabeth  Minshul,  of  a  gentleman's 
&milj  in  Cheshire,  and  related  to  Dr.  Paget.    It 
M  said  that  an  ofler  was  made  to  Milton,  as  well 
H  Co  Thurloe,  of  holding  the  same  place  of  Secre- 
tary tinder  the  king,  which  he  had  discharged  with 
m  nraeh  integrity  and  ability  under  Cromwell ;  but 
he  peniated  in  refusing  it,  though  the  wife  pressed 
bis oMBpliance.    "Thou  art  in  the  right,"  said 
be;  "  joa,  as  other  women,  would  ride  in  your 
eoBch ;  for  me,  my  aim  is  to  live  and  die  an  honest 
What  is  more  certain  is,  that  in  1661  he 
his  Accedence  commenced  Grammar, 
and  a  tract  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  entitled,  Apho- 
fflBiB  of  State ;  as  in  1658  he  had  published  ano- 
ther piece  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  entitled,  The 
Cabinet  Council  discabinated,  which  he  printed 
fiom  a  manuscript,  that  had  lain  many  years  in 
his  hands,  and  was  given  him  lor  a  true  copy  by 
a  laame«l  man  at  his  death,  who  had  collected  se- 
veral such  pieces :  an  evident  sign,  that  he  thought 
ll  no  mean  empbyment,  nor  unworthy  of  a  man 
•f  genius,  to  be  an  editor  of  the  works  of  great 
It  was  while  he  lived  in  Jewen  street, 
Clwood,  the  quaker,  (as  we  learn  from  the 
of  his  life  written  by  his  own  hand)  was 
firal  intfoduoed  to  read  to  him ;  for  having  wholly 
his  sight,  he  kept  always  somebody  or  other  to 
that  office,  and  usually  the  son  of  some 
m  of  his  acquaintance,  whom  he  took  in 
that  he  might  at  the  same  time  improve 
in  his  learning.    EI  wood  was  recommended 
bun  hj  Dr.  Paget,  and  went  to  his  house  every 
except  Sunday,  and  read  to  him  such 
in  the  Latin  tongue,  as  Milton  thought  pro- 
per.    And  Afihon  told  him,  that  if  he  would  have 
Ae  benefit  of  the  Latin  tongue,  not  only  to  read 
Hid  nnderatand  Latin  authors,  but  to  converM  with 
fcfcignen  either  abroad  or  at  home,  he  must  learn 
tbt  foreign  pronunciation ;  and  he  instructed  him 
k^w  to  rei»d  accordingly.    And  having  a  curious 
nr,  he  understood  by  my  tone,  says  El  wood,  when 
I  BBderstood  what  I  read,  and  when  I  did  not ; 
and  be  would  stop  me,  and  examine  me,  and  open 
the  moat  difficult  passages  to  me.     But  it  was  not 
ong  after  his  third  marriage,  that  he  left  Jcwcn 
rtfeet,  and  removed  to  a  house  in  the  Artillery 
WaJk,  leading  to  Bunhill  Fields:  and  this  was 
His  last  stage  in  this  world ;  he  continued  longer 
m  i\m  house  than  he  had  done  in  any  other,  and 
%%fJk  liere  t^  bi«  dving  day :  only  when  the  plague 


began  to  rage  in  London  in  1665,  he  removed  to 
a  small  house  at  St.  Giles  Chalfont,  in  Bucking* 
hamshire,  which  Elwood  had  taken  for  him  and 
his  family;  and  there  he  remained  during  thai 
dreadful  calamity ;  but  after  the  sickness  was  ovef. 
and  the  city  was  cleansed  and  made  safely  habita- 
ble again,  he  returned  to  his  house  in  London. 

His  great  work  of  Paradise  Lost,  had  princi- 
pally engaged  his  thoughts  for  some  years  past, 
and  was  now  completed.  It  is  probable,  that  hii 
first  design  of  writing  an  epic  poem  was  owing  to 
his  conversations  at  Naples  with  the  Marquis  of 
Villa,  about  Taaao,  and  his  famous  poem  of  the 
Delivery  of  Jerusalem ;  and  in  a  copy  of  veiMS 
presented  to  that  nobleman  befbro  he  left  Napleit^ 
he  intimated  his  intention  of  fixing  upon  king  Ar> 
thur  for  his  hero.  And  in  an  eclogue,  made  soon 
after  his  return  to  England,  upon  the  death  of  his 
friend  and  school-fellow  Deodati,  he  proposed  the 
same  design  and  the  same  subject,  and  declared 
his  ambition  of  writing  something  in  his  native 
language,  which  might  render  his  name  illustrioos 
in  these  islands,  though  ho  should  be  obscure  and 
inglorious  to  the  rest  of  the  worid.  And  in  other 
parts  of  his  works,  after  he  had  engaged  in  the 
controversies  of  the  times,  he  still  promised  to  pro- 
duce some  noble  poem  or^other  at  a  fitter  season ; 
but  it  does  not  appear  that  he  had  then  determined 
upon  the  subject,  and  king  Arthur  had  another 
fate,  being  reserved  for  the  pen  of  Sir  Richard 
Blackmore.  The  first  hint  of  Paradise  Lost  h 
said  to  have  been  taken  from  an  Italian  tragedy ; 
and  it  is  certain,  that  he  first  designed  it  a  tragedy 
himself,  and  there  are  several  plans  of  it  in  the 
form  of  a  tragedy  still  to  be  seen  in  the  author's 
own  manuscript  preserved  in  the  library  of  Tri- 
nity College,  Cambridge.  And  it  is  probable,  that 
he  did  not  barely  sketch  out  the  plans,  but  also 
wrote  some  parts  of  the  drama  itself  His  ne- 
phew, Philips,  informs  us,  that  some  of  the  verses 
at  the  beginning  of  Satan's  speech,  addressed  to 
the  sun,  in  the  fourth  book,  were  shown  to  him 
and  some  others  as  designed  for  the  beginning  of 
the  tragedy,  several  years  before  the  poem  was  be- 
gun :  and  many  other  passages  might  be  produced,, 
which  plainly  appear  to  have  been  originally  in- 
tended for  the  scene,  and  are  not  so  properly  of 
the  epic,  as  of  the  tragic  strain.  It  was  not  til! 
after  he  was  disengaged  from  the  Salmasian  con- 
troversy, which  ended  in  1655,  that  he  began  to 
mould  the  Paradise  Lost  in  its  present  form ;  but 
after  the  Restoration,  when  he  was  dismissed  from 
public  business,  and  freed  from  controversy  of 
every  kind,  he  prosecuted  the  work  with  clowr 
application.  Mr.  Philips  relates  a  very  remarka- 
ble circumstance  in  the  composure  of  this  poem, 
which  he  sn)^  he  had  reason  to  remember,  as  it 
was  told  tiim  by  Milton  himself,  that  his  vein  ns« 
ver  happily  flowed  but  from  the  autumnal  iqninea 
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U>  the  vernal,  and  that  what  he  attempted  at  other 
limes  was  not  to  his  satisfaction,  though  he  court- 
ed his  fancy  never  so  much.  Mr.  Toland  ima- 
gines that  Philips  might  be  mistaken  as  to  the 
time,  because  our  author,  in  his  Latin  elegy,  writ- 
ten in  his  twentieth  year,  upon  the  approach  of 
the  spring,  seems  to  say  just  the  contrary,  as  if  he 
could  not  make  any  verses  to  his  satisfaction  till 
the  spring  begun :  and  he  says  farther,  that  a  ju- 
dicious friend  of  Milton's  informed  him,  that  he 
could  never  compose  well  but  in  spring  and  au- 
tumn. But  Mr.  Richardson  can  not  comprehend, 
that  either  of  these  accounts  is  exactly  true,  or  that 
a  man  with  such  a  work  in  his  head  can  suspend 
it  for  six  months  together,  or  only  for  one ;  it  may 
go  on  more  slowly,  but  it  must  go  on :  and  this 
laying  it  aside  is  contrary  to  that  eagerness  to 
finish  what  was  begun,  which  he  says  was  his  tem- 
per, in  his  epistle  to  Deodati,  dated  Sept.  2,  1637. 
After  all  Mr.  Philips,  who  had  the  perusal  of  the 
poom  from  the  beginning,  by  twenty  or  thirty 
verses  at  a  time,  as  it  was  composed,  and  having 
not  been  shown  any  for  a  considerable  while  as  the 
summer  came  on,  inquired  of  the  author  the  reason 
of  it,  could  hardly  be  mistaken  with  regard  to  the 
time :  and  it  is  easy  to  conceive,  that  the  poem  might 
go  on  much  more  slowly  in  summer  than  in  other 
parts  of  the  year;  for,  notwithstanding  all  that  poets 
may  say  of  the  pleasures  of  that  season,  I  imagine 
most  persons  find  by  experience,  that  they  can  com- 
pose better  at  any  other  time,  with  more  facility  and 
more  spirit,  than  during  the  heat  and  languor  of 
fommcr.  Whenever  the  poem  was  written,  it  was 
finished  in  1665,  and,  as  Elwood  says,  was  shown 
to  him  that  same  year  at  St.  Giles  Chalfont,  whi- 
ther Milton  had  retired  to  avoid  the  plague,  and  it 
was  lent  to  him  to  peruse  it,  and  give  his  judg- 
ment of  it;  and,  considering  the  difHculties  which 
the  author  lay  under,  his  uncasinera  on  account  of 
the  public  affairs  and  his  own,  his  age  and  infirm- 
htes,  his  gout  and  blindness,  his  not  being  in  cir- 
cumstances to  maintain  an  amanuensis,  but  obliged 
to  make  use  of  any  hand  that  came  next  to  write 
his  veises  as  he  made  them,  it  is  really  wonderful, 
that  he  should  have  the  spirit  to  undertake  such  a 
work,  and  much  more,  that  he  should  ever  bring  it 
to  perfection.  And  after  the  poem  was  finished, 
still  new  difficulties  retarded  the  publication  of  it. 
It  was  in  danger  of  being  suppressed  through  the 
malice  or  ignorance  of  the  licencer,  who  took  ex- 
ception at  some  passages,  and  particularly  at  that 
noble  simile,  in  the  first  book,  of  the  sun  in  an 
eclipse,  in  which  he  fancied  that  he  had  discovered 
treason.  It  was  with  difficulty  too  that  the  author 
could  sell  the  copy ;  and  he  sold  it  at  lost  only  for 
^vo  pounds,  but  was  to  receive  five  pounds  more 
s*ter  the  sale  of  thirteen  hundred  of  the  first  im- 
fireMion,  and  five  pounds  more  after  the  sale  of  as 
nyofthe  second  impression,  and  five  more  after 


the  sale  of  as  many  of  the  third,  and  the  numbet 
was  not  to  exceed  fifteen  hundred.  And  what  a 
poor  compensation  was  tliis  for  such  an  inestimable 
performance !  and  how  much  more  do  others  get 
by  the  works  of  great  authors,  than  the  authon 
themselves!  This  original  contract  with  Samuel 
Simmons,  the  printer,  is  dated  April  27, 1667,  and 
is  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Tonson,  the  bookseller,  as 
is  likewise  the  manuscript  of  the  first  book  copied 
fair  for  the  press,  with  the  Imprimatur,  by  Thomas 
TomkynS)  chaplain  to  the  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury: so  that,  though  Milton  was  forced  to  make 
use  of  different  hands  to  write  his  verses  from  time 
to  time  as  he  had  occasion,  yet  we  may  suppose 
that  the  copy  for  the  press  was  written  all,  or  at 
least  each  book  by  the  same  hand.  The  fir^t  edi- 
tion, in  ten  books,  was  printed  in  a  small  quarto; 
and  before  it  could  be  disposed  of,  had  three  or 
more  different  title  pages  of  the  years  1667, 1668, 
and  1669.  The  first  sort  was  without  the  name 
of  Symmons,  the  printer,  and  began  with  the  poem 
immediately  following  the  title  page,  without  any 
argument,  or  preface,  or  table  of  errata :  to  others 
was  prefixed  a  short  advertisement  of  the  printer 
to  the  reader  concerning  the  argument,  and  the 
reason  why  the  poem  rhymes  not ;  and  then  fol- 
lowed the  argument  of  the  several  books,  and  the 
preface  concerning  the  kind  of  verse,  and  the  table 
of  errata :  others  again  hod  the  orgument,  and  Uie 
preface,  and  the  table  of  errata,  without  that  she  it 
advertisement  of  the  printer  to  the  reader :  and  this 
was  all  the  difference  between  them,  except  now 
and  then  of  a  point  or  a  letter,  which  were  altered 
as  the  sheets  were  printing  otf.  So  that,  notwitli- 
standing  these  variations,  there  was  still  only  one 
impression  in  quarto ;  and  two  years  almost  elaps- 
ed, before  thirteen  hundred  copies  could  be  sold, 
or  before  the  author  was  entitled  to  his  second  five 
pounds,  for  which  his  receipt  is  still  in  being,  and 
is  dated  April  26, 1669.  And  this  was  probably 
all  that  he  received ;  for  he  lived  not  to  enjoy  the 
benefits  of  the  second  edition,  which  was  not  pul»- 
lishcd  till  the  year  1674,  and  that  same  year  he 
died.  The  second  edition  was  printed  in  a  small 
octavo,  and  was  corrected  by  the  author  himself, 
and  the  numl)rr  of  books  was  augmented  from  ten 
to  twelve,  with  the  addition  of  some  few  verses: 
and  this  alteration  was  made  with  great  judgment, 
not  for  the  sake  of  such  a  fanciful  beauty  as  re- 
sembling the  numljer  of  books  in  the  iEneid,  but 
for  the  more  regular  disposition  of  the  poem,  be- 
cause the  seventh  and  tenth  books  were  before  too 
long,  and  are  more  fitly  divided  each  into  two. 
The  third  edition  was  published  in  167rt ;  and  it 
appears  that  Milton  had  left  his  remaining  right 
in  the  copy  to  his  widow,  and  she  agreed  with 
Simmons,  the  printer,  to  accept  eight  pounds  in 
full  of  all  demands,  and  her  receipt  for  the  money 
is  dated  Decemlwr  21, 1680.    But  a  little  bctbrt 
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Uus  SimmoTW  had  covenanted  to  astdgn  the  whole 
right  of  cof^  to  Bralmzon  Aylmcr,  the  l)ookBcIler, 
for  twenly-6ve  pounds;  and  Alymer  afterwards 
fold  it  to  old  Jacob  Tonson  at  two  didferent  times, 
•oe  half  on  the  17th  of  August,  1G83,  and  the 
«tber  half  on  the  24t})  of  March,  1690,  with  a  con- 
oderable  advance  of  the  price:  and  except  one 
iourth  of  it  which  has  been  assigned  to  several 
penKMift,  his  family  have  enjoyed  the  right  of  copy 
ever  nnoe.  By  the  last  assignment  it  appears  that 
the  book  was  growing  into  repute  and  rbing  in 
vskiation ;  and  to  what  perverseness  could  it  be 
•wing  that  it  was  not  better  received  at  first  ?  We 
eooceive  there  were  principally  two  reasons ;  the 
pvgodiora  against  the  author  on  account  of  his 
prindples  and  party ;  and  many,  no  doubt,  were 
ofienini  with  the  novelty  of  a  poem  that  was  not 
in  rhyme.  Rymer,  who  was  a  redoubted  critic  in 
those  days,  woukl  not  so  much  as  allow  it  to  be  a 
poem  on  this  account;  and  declared  war  against 
Mihon  fts  well  as  against  Shakspcare;  and  threat- 
ened that  he  would  write  reflections  ujx>n  the  Pa- 
ndise  Lost,  which  some  (says  he*)  ore  pleased  to 
caU  a  poem,  and  would  assert  against  the  slender 
auphistry  wherewith  the  author  attacks  it.  And 
sQch  a  man  as  Bishop  Burnet  makes  it  a  sort  of 
ebjedion  to  Milton,  that  he  aflfectcd  to  write  in 
blank  vene  without  rhyme.  And  the  same  rea- 
son induced  Drydcn  to  turn  the  principal  parts  of 
Pandiae  Loet  into  rhyme  in  his  Opera  called  the 
Slate  of  Innocence  and  Fall  of  Man;  to  tag  his 
Enes,  as  Milton  himself  expressed  it,  alluding  to 
the  &shion  then  of  wearing  tags  of  metal  at  the 
cod  of  their  ribbons. 

We  are  told  indeed  by  Mr.  Richardson,  that  Sir 
Geof^  Hungerford,  an  ancient  member  of  Parlia- 
mmt,  told  him,  that  Sir  John  Denham  came  into 
the  House  one  morning  with  a  sheet  of  Paradise 
Loft  wet  from  the  press  in  his  hand ;  and  being 
isked  what  he  had  there,  said  that  he  hoil  port  of 
the  noblest  poem  that  ever  was  written  in  any 
language  or  in  any  age.  However  it  is  certain 
that  the  book  was  unknown  till  about  two  years 
after,  when  the  Earl  of  Dorset  produced  it,  as  Mr. 
RichardHm  was  informed  by  Dr.  Tancrcd  Robin- 
son, the  physician,  who  had  heard  the  story  often 
6om  Fleetwood  Shepherd  himself,  that  the  Earl, 
in  eompany  with  Mr.  Shepherd,  looking  about  for 
books  in  Little  Britain,  accidentally  met  with  Pa- 
radise Lost ;  and  being  surprised  at  some  passages 
in  dipping  here  and  there,  he  bought  it.  The 
bnoks(*lk>r  begged  his  Lordship  to  8]ieak  in  its  fa- 
vour if  he  liked  it,  for  the  inipression  lay  on  his 
kumU  aa  waste  paper.  The  Earl  liaving  read  it 
•rT.t  it  to  Drvdcn,  who  in  a  sliort  time  returned  it 
with  t!.U  answer,  "  This  man  cuU  us  all  out  and 
tffce  aiH-icnt^s  too."     Dryden's  e[)i«;rani  U[>on  Milton 
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is  too  wcil  known  to  bo  repeated ,  and  those  Latui 
verses  by  Dr.  Barrow  the  physician,  and  the  Eng- 
lish ones  by  Andrew  Mar>'el,  Esq.  usually  pre- 
fixed to  the  Paradise  Lost,  were  written  before  tha 
second  edition,  and  were  publbhed  with  it    But 
still  the  poem  was  not  generally  known  and  esteem- 
ed, nor  met  with  the  deserved  applause,  till  after 
the  edition  in  folio,  which  was  pultlished  in  1688 
by  subscription.    The  Duke  of  Buckingham  in 
his  Essay  on  poetry  prefers  Tasso  and  Spencer  tc 
Milton:  and  it  is  related  in  the  life  of  the  witty 
Earl  of  Rochester,  that  he  had  no  notion  of  a  bet- 
ter poet  than  Cowley.    In  1686  or  thereabout  Sir 
William  Temple  published  the  second  part  of  hit 
Miscellanies,  and  it  may  surprise  any  reader,  that 
in  his  Elssay  on  Poetry  he  takes  no  notice  at  all 
of  Milton ;  nay  he  says  expressly  that  after  Ariot- 
to,  Tasso,  and  Spenser,  he  knows  none  of  tho 
Moderns  who  have  made  any  achievements  In 
heroic  poetry  worth  recording.     And  what  can  we 
think,  that  lie  had  not  read  or  heard  of  the  Para- 
dise Lost,  or  that  the  author's  politics  had  preju- 
diced him  against  his  poetry  7    It  was  happy  that 
all  great  men  were  not  of  his  mind.    The  book- 
seller was  advised  and  encouraged  to  undertake 
the  folio  edition  by  Mr.  Sommers,  afterwards  Lord 
Sommers,  who  not  only  subscribed  himself,  but 
was  zealous  in  promoting  the  subscription :  and  in 
the  list  of  subscribers  we  find  some  of  tho  most 
eminent  names  of  that  time,  as  the  Earl  of  Dorset, 
Waller,  Drydcn,  Dr.  Aldrich,  Mr.  Atterbury,  and 
among  the  rest  Sir  Roger  Lestrange,  though  he 
had  formerly  written  a  piece  entitled  No  blind 
guides,  &c.  against  Milton's  Notes  upon  Dr.  Grif- 
fith's sermon.     There  were  two  editions  more  ii» 
folio,  one  I  think  in  1692,  the  other  in  1695,  which 
was  the  sixth  edition;  for  the  poem  was  now  so 
well  received,  thiit  notwithstanding  the  price  of  it 
was  four  times  greater  than  before,  the  sale  in- 
creased double  the  number  every  year;  as  the 
bookseller,  who  should  best  know,  has  informed 
us  in  his  dedication  of  the  smaller  editions  to  Lord 
Sommers.     Since  that  time  not  only  various  edi- 
tions have  been  printed,  but  also  various  notes  and 
translations.     The  first  person  who  wrote  annota- 
tions upon  Paradise  Lost  was  P.  H.  or  Patrick 
Hume,  of  whom  wc  know  nothing,   unless  his 
name  may  lead  us  to  some  knowledge  of  his  coun- 
try, but  he  has  the  merit  of  bein^  the  first  (as  I  say) 
who  wrote  notes  upon  Paradise  Lost,  and  his  notes 
were  printed  at  the  end  of  the  folio  edition  in  1695. 
Mr.  Addison's  Sfiectators  u|X)n  the  subject  con- 
tributrd  not  a  little  to  estahlisliing  the  character, 
and  illustrating  the  Iwautics  of  the  i)oem.     In  17J9 
ap|)carcd  Dr.  Bentloy's  now  tdition  with  notes* 
and  the  year  following  Dr.  Pcarco  puhlishe<]  his 
Review  of  the  text,  in  which  the  vhi»'f  of  Dr.  Benl- 
loy'a  emendations  are  considered^  and  several  other 
emendations  and  observations  »rc  oflcrcd  lo  >b« 


an 


UPE  OP  JOHN  MILTON. 


public.  Xnd  the  jtu  after  that  Metseun  Rich- 
anlion,  father  and  ion,  published  their  Explana- 
tory notes  and  minarkt.  The  poem  has  alw  been 
franalated  into  leveral  languages,  Latin,  Italian, 
French,  and  Dutch;  and  proposals  have  been  made 
ibr  translating  it  into  Greek.  The  Dutch  trans- 
lation is  in  blank  verse,  and  printed  at  Harlem. 
The  French  have  a  translatwn  by  Mons.  Dupr6 
de  St  Maur;  but  nothing  shows  the  weakncai 
and  imperfection  of  their  language  more,  than  that 
they  have  few  or  no  good  poetical  versions  of  the 
greatest  poets;  they  are  forced  to  translate  Homer, 
Virgil,  and  Milton  into  prose:  and  blank  verse 
their  hinguage  has  not  harmony  and  dignity  enough 
to  support;  their  tragedies,  and  many  of  their 
eomedies  are  in  rhyme.  RoUi,  the  &mous  Italian 
master  here  in  England,  made  an  Italian  transla- 
tion; and  Mr.  Richardson  the  son,  saw  another  at 
Florence  in  manuscript  by  the  learned  Abb6  Sal- 
▼ini,  the  same  who  translated  Addison's  Cato  into 
Italian.  One  William  Hog  or  Hogsus  translated 
Paradise  Lest,  Paradise  Regained,  and  Samson 
Agonistes  into  Latin  verse  in  1690;  but  this  ver- 
•on  b  very  unworthy  of  the  originals.  There  is 
a  better  translation  of  the  Paradise  Lost  by  Mr. 
Thomas  Power,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  in 
Cambridge,  the  first  book  of  which  was  printed 
in  1691,  and  the  rest  in  manuscript  is  in  the  libra- 
ry of  that  College.  The  learned  Dr.  Trap  has 
aJso  published  a  translation  into  Latin  verse;  and 
the  world  is  in  expectation  of  another,  that  will 
surpass  all  the  rest,  by  Mr.  William  Dobson,  of 
New  College,  in  Oxford.  So  that  by  one  means 
or  other  Milton  U  now  considered  as  an  English 
classic;  and  the  Paradise  Lost  is  generally  esteem- 
ed the  nobler  and  most  sublime  of  modern  poems, 
and  equal  at  least  to  the  best  of  the  ancient ;  the 
honour  of  this  country,  and  the  envy  and  admira- 
tbn  of  all  others! 

In  1670  he  published  his  History  of  Britain,  that 
part  especially  now  called  England.  He  began  it 
above  twenty  years  before,  but  was  frequently  in- 
terrupted by  other  avocations;  and  he  designed  to 
have  brought  it  down  to  his  own  times,  but  stopped 
at  the  Norman  conquest ;  for  indeed  he  was  not 
well  able  to  pursue  it  any  farther  by  reason  of  his 
blindness,  and  he  was  engaged  in  other  more  de- 
lightful studies;  having  a  genius  turned  for  poetry 
rather  than  history.  When  his  History  was  print- 
ed, it  was  not  printed  perfect  and  entire ;  for  the 
licenser  expunged  several  passages,  which  reflect- 
ing upon  the  pride  and  superstition  of  the  Monks 
in  the  Saxon  times,  were  understood  as  a  con- 
lealcd  satire  upon  the  6is!ioi)s  m  Charles  the  se- 
C4)nd  8  reign.  But  the  author  himself  gave  a  copy 
of  his  unlicensed  papers  to  the  Earl  of  Anglesea, 
who,  as  well  as  several  of  the  nobility  and  gentry, 
ConsLintly  vlbiteJ  him:  and  in  ICdl  a  considera- 
ble passage,  which  had  been  suppressed  at  the  be- 


gioning  of  the  third  book,  was  published,  con- 
taining a  character  ot  the  Long  Parliament  an  I 
Assemltly  of  Divines  in  1641,  which  was  inserted 
in  its  proper  place  in  the  last  edition  of  1738. 
Bishop  Kennet  begins  his  Complete  History  of 
Elngland  with  this  work  of  Milton,  as  being  th% 
best  draught,  the  clearest  and  most  authentic  ac- 
count of  those  eariy  times:  and  his  style  b  freer 
and  easier  than  in  most  of  his  other  works,  mors 
plain  and  simple,  less  figurative  and  metaphorical, 
and  better  suited  to  the  nature  of  history,  has 
enough  of  the  Latin  turn  and  idbm  to  give  it  an 
air  of  antiquity,  and  sometimes  rises  to  a  surprising 
dignity  and  mlijesty. 

In  1670  likewise  his  Paradise  Regained  and 
Samson  Agonistes  were  licensed  together,  but  were 
not  published  till  the  year  following.  It  b  some* 
what  remarkable,  that  these  two  poems  were  not 
printed  by  Simmons,  the  same  who  printed  the 
Paradise  Ixwt,  but  by  J.  M.  for  one  Starkey,  in 
Fleet  street:  and  what  could  induce  Milton  to 
have  recourse  to  another  printer!  was  it  because 
the  former  was  not  enough  encouraged  by  the  sale 
of  Paradise  Lost  to  become  a  purchaser  of  the 
other  copies  1  The  first  thought  of  Paradise  Re- 
gained was  owing  to  Eiwood  the  CLuaker,  as  he 
himself  relates  the  occasion  in  the  history  of  hb 
life.  When  Milton  had  lent  him  the  manuscript 
of  Paradise  Lost  at  St.  Giles  Chalfcnt,  as  we  said 
before,  and  he  returned  it,  Milton  asked  him  how 
he  liked  it,  and  what  he  thought  of  it :  "  Which  I 
modestly,  but  freely  told  him,  says  Eiwood;  and 
after  some  further  discourse  about  it,  I  pleasantly 
said  to  him,  Thou  hast  said  much  of  Paradise 
Lost,  but  what  hast  thou  to  say  of  Paradise 
Found  1  He  made  me  no  answer,  but  sat  some 
time  in  a  muse;  then  broke  off  that  discourse,  and 
fell  ujwn  another  subject."  When  Eiwood  after- 
wards waited  upon  hun  in  London,  Milton  showed 
him  hb  Paradise  Regained,  and  in  a  pleasant  tone 
said  to  him,  "  Thb  is  owing  to  you,  for  you  put  it 
in  ray  head  by  the  question  you  put  me  at  Chal- 
font,  which  before  I  had  not  thought  of" 

It  b  commonly  reported,  that  Milton  Iiimsclf 
preferred  thb  poem  to  the  Paradise  Lost;  but  aQ 
that  wc  can  assert  upon  good  authority  is,  that  he 
could  not  endure  to  hear  this  )}oeni  cried  down  so 
much  as  it  was,  in  comparison  with  the  other. 
For  certainly  it  is  very  worthy  of  the  author,  and 
contrary  to  what  Mr.  Toland  relates,  Milton  may 
be  seen  in  Paradise  Regained  as  well  as  in  Pani- 
disc  Lost;  if  it  b  inferior  in  pootry,  I  know  no» 
whether  it  is  not  superior  in  sentiment;  if  it  is  h's* 
descriptive,  it  b  more  argumentative;  if  it  does 
not  6f>metimes  rise  so  high,  neither  i\->cc  it  ever 
sink  80  low;  and  it  has  not  met  with  the  apj^ro- 
bation  it  deserves,  only  because  it  has  not  Uivn 
more  read  and  considered.  HiHfiuhjrrt  indeed  ia 
confined,  and  he  has  a  narrow  1)  undation  to  build 
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opQo;  but  he  has  raised  as  noble  a  saperstructure 
as  such  Iktle  room  and  such  tcanty  materials 
would  allow.  The  great  beauty  of  it  is  the  con- 
tfsst  between  the  two  characters  of  the  Tempter 
and  our  Saviour,  the  artful  aophistry  and  specious 
JMinuations  of  the  one  refuted  by  the  strong  aentc 
aad  manly  eloquence  of  the  other.  This  poem 
l«s  also  been  translated  into  French,  together 
with  some  other  pieces  of  Milton,  Lycidos,  L' Al- 
legro, II  Pcnscroso,  and  the  Ode  on  Chriat's  Na- 
ttfilj:  and  in  1732,  was  printed  a  Critical  Dis- 
sntation,  with  Notes  upon  Paradise  Regained, 
pointing  out  the  beauties  of  it,  and  written  by 
Mr.  Meadawcourt,  Canon  of  Worcester:  and  the 
^cry  learned  and  ingenious  Mr.  Jortin  has  added 
some  observations  upon  tliis  work  at  the  end  of 
his  eioeUent  Remarks  upon  Spenser,  published  in 
17S1;  and  indeed  this  poem  of  Milton,  to  be  more 
adoiired,  needs  only  to  be  better  known.  His 
Samaon  Agonistes  is  the  only  tragedy  that  he  has 
Iniihed,  though  he  has  sketched  out  the  plans  of 
KTcral,  and  proposed  the  subjects  of  more,  in  liis 
manuscript  preserved  in  Trinity  College  library: 
and  we  may  suppose  that  he  was  determined  to 
die  choice  of  this  particular  subject  by  the  simili- 
tude of  his  own  circumstances  to  those  of  Samson 
bind  and  among  the  PhiKstines.  This  I  conceive 
to  be  the  last  of  his  poetical  pieces ;  and  it  is  written 
in  the  very  spirit  of  the  ancients,  and  equals,  if  not 
exceeds,  any  of  the  most  perfect  tragedies,  which 
were  c^cr  exhibited  on  the  Athenian  stage,  when 
GiiTCc  was  in  its  glory.  As  this  work  was  never  in- 
fendcd  for  the  stage,  the  division  into  acts  and  scenes 
ii  oiiiitunl.  Bishop  Atterlmry  had  an  intention 
of  gf-tting  Mr.  Pope  to  divide  it  into  acts  and 
scenes,  and  of  having  it  acted  by  the  king's  scho- 
Un  at  Westminster:  but  his  csmniitnient  to  the 
lower  put  an  end  to  that  design.  It  has  since 
been  brought  upon  the  stage  in  the  form  of  an 
oratorio;  and  Mr.  HandeFs  music  is  never  cm- 
plo)-cd  to  greater  advantage,  than  when  it  is 
adapted  to  Milton's  words.  The  great  artist  has 
done  equal  justice  to  our  author's  L'AlIegro  and 
n  Pensi-'mso,  as  if  the  same  spirit  possesstnl  both  | 
rasters,  and  as  if  the  god  of  music  and  of  verse 
Was  still  one  and  the  same. 

ThiTe  are  also  si>meV)ther  pieces  of  ^filton,  for 
he  coiitinufd  publishing  to  the  lof^t.     In  iC?3,  he ' 
puUisht'i]  Artis  Logics  plenior  Institiitioad  Petri  | 
Rami  methodum  concinnata,   an   Institution  of 
Loiiic  aftrr  the  method  of  IVtrus  Ruinns;  and 
the  v«ur  following,  a  Treatise  «)f  True  Rtliijioii  and ' 
tin-  U*rt  means  to  Prvvcnt  the  Growth  of  PoiM^n'  ' 
wliirh  !iad  greatly  inrwastHl  tl:rou^li  the  conui- ' 
YUkTC  of  the  King,  ami  the  mow  o[H'n  cncour.i'ii'-' 
en  lit  t«f  the  DukcofYork;  and  t!n?  siruc  xmr  his 
pueiitfi.  wliii'h  had  Ihth  priiitt'd  in  1(11.'),  wvtc  ro- 
priuN-*!  with  the  addition  of  wvt'nd  i»!!jrrs.     His 
FsHiuiAr  F.]ilstlc3»  and  su:ne  Acadoniic:il  Kxen'ises,  | 


Epistolorum  Familiarium,  Lib.  I.,  et  Prol'wonca 
quiedam  Oratoria  in  CoUegio  Christi  habits,  wers 
printed  in  liTi-i ;  as  was  also  his  translation  oo. 
of  Latin  into  English  of  the  Poles  Declaration 
concerning  the  election  of  their  King  John  III^ 
setting  forth  the  virtues  and  merits  of  that  prince. 
He  wrote  also  a  brief  History  of  Muscovy,  col- 
lected from  the  relations  of  several  travellers;  but 
it  was  not  printed  till  alter  his  death  in  1G82.  He 
had  likewise  his  state-letters  transcribed  at  th« 
request  of  the  Danish  resident,  but  neither  were 
they  printed  till  after  his  death  in  1G76,  and  were 
translated  into  English  in  1694;  andtothattran»- 
lation  a  life  of  Milton  was  prefixed  by  his  nephew 
Mr.  Edward  Philips,  and  at  the  end  of  that  life  his 
excellent  sonnets  to  Fairfax,  Cromwell,  Sir  Henry 
Vane,  and  Cyriac  Skinner,  on  his  blindness,  were  ' 
first  printed.  Besides  these  works  which  were 
published,  he  wrote  his  System  of  Divinity,  which 
Mr.  Toland  says  was  in  the  hands  of  his  friend 
Cyriac  Skinner,  but  where  at  present  is  uncertain. 
And  Mr.  Philips  says,  that  he  had  prepared  (or 
the  press  an  answer  to  some  little  scribbling  quack 
in  London,  who  had  written  a  scurrilous  libel 
against  him;  but  whether  uy  the  dissuasion  of 
friends,  as  thinking  him  a  fellow  not  worth  hb 
notice,  or  for  what  other  cause,  Mr.  Philips  knew 
not,  this  answer  was  never  puhlislied.  And  in- 
deed the  best  vindicator  of  him  and  his  writings 
has  been  time;  posterity  has  universally  paid  that 
honour  to  his  merits,  which  was  denWd  him  by 
great  part  of  his  contemporaries. 

After  a  life  thus  B\ieni  in  study  and  labours  for 
the  ])uMic,  he  died  of  the  gout  at  his  house  in 
Bunhill  Row,  on  or  about  the  10th  of  November, 
HJI14,  when  hv  had  within  a  month  completed  the 
sixty-sixth  year  of  his  age.  It  is  not  known  when 
he  was  first  attacked  by  the  gout,  but  he  was 
grievously  afflicted  with  it  several  of  the  last  yeari 
of  his  life,  and  was  weakened  to  such  a  degree, 
that  ho  died  without  a  groan,  and  those  in  the 
room  perceived  not  when  he  expired.  His  body 
was  decently  interred  near  that  of  his  father,  (who 
had  died  very  aged  about  the  year  1617.)  in  the 
chancel  of  the  church  of  St.  Gilos'i*,  Cripplejjatej 
and  all  tiis  great  and  learned  friend*  in  London, 
not  without  a  friendlv  conrourso  of  the  comniun 
l)ropIe,  jKiid  their  last  n-sfMrts  in  attcndii)'^  it  to 
the  grave.  Mr.  Fonton,  in  his  short  hut  <"h';rant 
account  of  the  Life  of  Milton,  fii»oakin';  of  our 
author's  havin<r  no  rnoniiinent.  saNs  Ihnt  '  l;e  df>- 
sirod  a  frii'iid  to  inqiiin*  at  St.  (^ilcsV.  i*lnin*!r, 
where  tho  scxlon  sliowcd  liiin  a  Hinall  luoiin'Mont, 
which  li(?  snid  was  supiHistMl  to  Iw  Milton's;  luit 
tln'  inscription  had  ncvrr  I'K'i)  Irirlhli.  siiiri*  ho 
was  niiployrd  iit  that  oflTiT.  which  In*  in**  jh).s- 
snssi'd  ahout  forty  years.  Tliis  sure  rciild  noM? 
Iiavc  hDj)iM'nnl  in  <o  sliort  a  sjiaro  of  li;iic.  u:)!r«*j» 
the  epitaph  had  been  industriously  en>«iML    and 
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that  supposition,  says  Mr.  Fcnton,  carries  with  it 
so  much  inhumanity,  that  I  tliink  wc  ought  to 
believe  it  was  not  erected  to  his  memory."  It  is 
evident  that  it  was  not  erected  to  his  memory, 
and  that  the  sexton  was  mistaken.  For  Mr.  To- 
land.  in  his  account  of  the  Life  of  Milton,  says, 
that  he  was  buried  in  the  chancel  of  St.  Giles's 
church,  "where  the  piety  of  his  admirers  will 
shortly  erect  a  monument  becoming  his  worth  and 
the  encouragement  of  letters  in  King  William's 
reign."  This  plainly  implies  that  no  monument 
was  erected  to  him  at  that  time,  and  this  was  writ- 
ten in  1698:  and  Mr.  Fenton's  account  was  first 
pubUshed,  I  think,  in  1725;  so  that  not  above 
twenty-seven  years  intervened  from  the  one  ac- 
count to  the  other;  and  consequently  the  sexton, 
who  it  is  said  had  been  possessed  of  his  office 
about  forty  years,  must  have  been  mistaken,  and 
the  monument  must  have  been  designed  for  some 
other  person,  and  not  for  Milton.  A  monument 
indeed  has  been  erected  to  his  memory  in  West- 
mmster  Abbey  by  Auditor  Benson,  in  the  year 
1737;  but  the  best  monument  of  him  is  his 
writings. 

In  his  youth  he  was  esteemed  extremely  hand- 
some, so  that  while  he  was  a  student  at  Cambridge, 
be  was  called  the  Lady  of  Christ's  College.  He 
had  a  very  fine  skin  and  fresh  complexion;  his 
hair  was  of  a  light  brown,  and  parted  on  the  fore- 
top  hung  down  in  curls  waving  upon  his  fhoulders; 
his  features  were  exact  and  regular;  his  voice 
agreeable  and  musical;  his  habit  clean  and  neat; 
his  de])ortment  erect  and  manly.  He  was  middle- 
sized  and  well  proportioned,  neither  tall  nor  short, 
neither  too  lean  nor  too  corpulent,  strong  and  ac- 
tive in  his  younger  years,  and  though  afflicted  with 
frequent  hcadachs,  blindness,  and  gout,  was  yet  a 
comely  and  well-looking  man  to  the  last.  His  eyes 
were  of  a  light  blue  colour,  and  from  the  first  are 
said  to  have  l^een  none  of  the  brightest;  but  after 
he  lost  the  sight  of  them  (which  happened  about 
the  43d  year  of  his  age)  they  still  appeared  with- 
out spot  or  blemish,  and  at  first  view  and  a  little 
distance  it  was  not  easy  to  know  that  he  was  blind. 
Mr.  Richardson  had  an  account  of  him  from  an 
ancient  clergyman  in  Dorsetshire,  Dr.  Wright, 
who  found  him  in  a  small  house,  which  had  (lie 
thinks)  but  one  room  on  a  floor;  in  that,  up  one 
pair  of  htairs,  which  was  hung  with  a  msty  green, 
he  saw  John  Milton  sitting  in  an  ellww  chair,  with 
black  clothes,  and  neat  enough,  pale  but  not  cada- 
verou-s,  his  hands  and  fingers  gouty,  and  witli 
rhalk  stones;  among  other  diiscourse  he  expressed 
himself  to  this  purjMise,  that  was  he  free  from  the 
pain  of  the  gout,  his  blindness  would  he  tolerable. 
But  ilitTC!  18  the  less  need  to  \)C  particular  in  the 
jescription  of  his  jwrHon,  as  t\\c  idea  of  his  face 
%nd  countenance  is  pretty  well  known  from  the 
Qumeious  prints,  pictures,  busts,  medals,  and  other 


representations  which  have  been  made  of  him. 
There  are  two  pictures  of  greater  value  than  tha 
rest,  as  they  are  undoubted  originals,  and  were  in 
the  possession  of  Milton's  widow :  the  first  waf 
drawn  when»he  was  about  twenty-one,  and  is  at 
present  in  the  collection  of  the  Right  Ilonourable 
Arthur  Onslow,  Esq ,  Speaker  of  the  House  of 
Commons;  the  other  in  crayons  was  drawn  whc& 
he  was  about  sixty-two,  and  was  in  the  collection 
of  Mr.  Richardson,  but  has  since  been  purchased 
by  Mr.  Tonson.  Several  prints  have  been  made 
from  both  these  pictures;  and  there  is  a  print,  done 
when  he  was  aliout  sixty-two  or  sixty-three,  after 
the  life  by  Faithom,  which  though  not  so  hand- 
some, may  yet  perhaps  bo  as  true  a  resemblance 
as  any  of  them.  It  is  prefixed  to  some  of  our  au- 
thor's pieced,  and  to  the  folio  edition  of  his  prose 
works  in  three  volumes,  printed  in  1698. 

In  his  way  of  living  he  was  an  example  of  so- 
briety and  temperance.  He  was  very  sparing  in 
the  use  of  wine  or  strong  liquors  of  any  kind.  Let 
meaner  poets  make  use  of  such  expedients  to  raiso 
their  fancy  and  kindle  their  imagination;  he  want- 
ed not  any  artificial  spirits ;  he  had  a  natural  fire, 
and  poetic  warmth  enough  of  his  own.  He  was 
likewise  very  abstemious  in  his  diet,  not  fastidious- 
ly nice  or  delicate  in  the  choice  of  his  dishes,  but 
content  wah  any  thing  that  was  most  in  season, 
or  easiest  to  be  procured,  eating  and  drinking  (ac- 
cording to  the  distinction  of  the  philosopher)  that 
he  might  live,  and  not  living  that  he  might  eat  a:id 
drink.  So  that  probably  his  gout  descended  by 
inheritance  from  one  or  other  of  his  parents ;  or  if 
it  was  of  his  own  acquiring,  it  must  have  been 
owing  to  his  studious  and  se<lentary  life.  And  yet 
he  delighted  sometimes  in  walking  and  using  ex- 
ercise, but  we  hear  nothing  of  his  ridi'ig  or  hunt- 
ing; and  having  early  learned  to  fence,  h*^  waa 
such  a  master  of  his  sword,  that  he  was  not  afraid 
of  resenting  an  affront  from  any  man;  and  before 
he  lost  his  sight,  his  principal  recreation  was  the 
exercise  of  his  arms:  but  after  he  was  confined  by 
age  and  blindness,  he  had  a  machine  to  swing  in 
for  the  preservation  of  his  health.  In  his  youth 
he  was  accustomed  to  sit  up  late  at  hU  studies,  and 
seldom  went  to  l)ed  before  midnight;  but  afterwards, 
finding  it  to  he  the  ruin  of  his  eyes,  and  looking 
on  this  custom  as  very  pernicious  to  health  at  any 
time,  he  used  to  go  to  rest  eariy,  seldom  later  than 
nine,  and  would  be  stirring  in  the  summer  at  four, 
and  in  the  winter  at  five  in  the  morninii;  but  if 
he  was  not  disposed  to  rise  at  his  usual  hours,  he 
still  did  not  lie  sleeping,  but  had  some  Ixxly  or 
other  by  his  bed  side  to  read  to  him.  At  his  lirst 
rising  he  had  usually  a  chapter  read  to  him  out  of 
the  Hebrew  Bible,  and  he  commonly  .«tudied  all 
the  morning  till  twelve,  then  used  some  exerriso 
for  an  hour,  afterwards  dined,  a«id  ailer  dinner 
played  on  thn  organ,  and  eitlier  sitng  *  iiiiself  oi 
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his  wife  dng,  who  (he  sakl)  had  a  good  voice 
but  DO  ear;  and  then  he  went  up  to  study  again 
tiU  six,  when  hit  friends  came  to  visit  him  and  sat 
with  him  perhaps  till  eight ;  then  he  went  down  to 
sapper,  which  was  usually  olives  or  some  light 
thing;  and  ailcr  supper  he  smoked  his  pipe,  and 
innk  a  glass  of  water,  and  went  to  hed.  He  loved 
•he  country,  and  commends  it,  as  poets  usually  do; 
frot  after  his  return  from  his  travels,  he  was  very 
fittk  there,  except  during  the  time  of  the  plague 
in  London.  The  civil  war  might  at  first  detain 
him  in  town;  and  the  pleasures  of  the  country 
were  in  a  great  measure  lost  to  him,  as  they  de- 
pend mostly  upon  sight,  whereas  a  hlind  man 
wants  company  and  conversation,  which  is  to  be 
had  hetter  in  populous  cities.  But  he  was  led  out 
nowtimes  for  the  benefit  of  the  fresh  air,  and  in 
waim  sunny  weather  he  used  to  sit  at  the  door 
of  hin  house  near  Bunhill  Fields,  and  there  as  well 
as  in  the  house  received  the  visits  of  persons  of 
fuality  and  distinction;  for  ho  was  no  less  visited 
to  thv  last  both  by  his  own  countrymen  and  fo- 
idgDrrs,  than  he  had  been  in  lus  flourishing  con- 
£tiap  before  the  Restoration. 

Some  objections,  indeed,  have  been  made  to  his 
temper ;  and  I  remember  there  was  a  tradition  in 
the  univeraty  of  Cambridge,  that  he  and  Mr.  King 
(whose  death  he  laments  in  his  Lycidai^)  were  com- 
petitors for  a  fellowship,  and  when  they  were  both 
ei|ual  in  point  of  learning,  Mr.  King  was  prefer- 
feJ  by  the  college  for  his  character  of  good  nature, 
which  was  wanting  in  the  other ;  and  this  was  by 
Milton  grievously  resented.  But  the  difference  of 
teir  ages,  Milton  being  at  least  four  years  older, 
amders  this  story  not  very  probable ;  and  besides, 
Mr.  King  was  not  elected  by  the  college,  but  was 
Blade  fellow  by  a  royal  mandate,  so  that  there  can 
De  DO  truth  in  the  tradition ;  but  if  there  was  any, 
dt  is  DO  ngn  of  Milton's  resentment,  but  a  proof 
ei  his  generosity,  that  he  could  live  in  such  friend- 
diip  with  a  successful  rival,  and  afterwards  so  pas- 
■ooaidy  lament  his  decease.  ^  His  method  of  writ- 
ii^  controversy  is  urged  as  another  argument  of 
his  want  of  temper :  but  some  allowance  ntust  be 
made  fi>r  the  customs  and  manners  of  the  times. 
Controversy,  as  well  as  war,  was  rougher  and  more 
barbarous  in  those  days,  than  it  is  in  these.  And 
it  b  to  be  conudered,  too,  that  his  adversaries  first 
began  the  attack ;  they  loaded  him  with  much 
Bioce  peivonal  abuse,  only  tlicy  had  not  the  ad- 
vantage of  so  much  wit  to  season  it.  If  he  had 
cnga^rod  wiUi  more  candid  and  ingenuous  dispu- 
*anifi,  he  would  have  prefcrreJ  civility  and  fair  ar- 
gument to  wit  and  .satire :  "  to  do  so  was  my  choice, 
and  to  have  done  thus  was  my  c!ian(.v,"  as  lie  e\- 
ftviucs  himself  in  t!ic  conchision  of  one  of  his 
CbotrovtTsial  pifccs.     All  who  have  written  any 


ful  temper;  and  yet  I  can  eadly  believe,  that  he 
had  a  sufficient  sense  of  h*s  own  merits,  and  (vjrk- 
tempt  enough  for  his  adversaries. 

His  merits  indeed  were  singular ;  for  he  was 
man  not  only  of  wonderful  genius,  but  of  immense 
learning  and  erudition ;  not  only  an  incomparable 
poet,  but  a  great  mathematician,  logician,  histori* 
an,  and  divine.  He  was  a  master  not  only  of  the 
Greek  and  Latin,  but  likewise  of  tho  Hebrew, 
Chaldec,  and  Syriac,  as  well  as  of  the  modem  lan- 
guages, Italian,  French,  and  Spanish.  He  wae 
particularly  skilled  in  the  ItaUan,  which  he  alwaye 
preferred  to  the  French  language,  as  all  the  men 
of  letters  did  at  that  time  in  England ;  and  he  not 
only  wrote  elegantly  in  it,  but  is  highly  commend- 
ed for  his  writings  by  the  most  learned  of  the  Itai- 
lians  themselves,  and  especially  by  the  members  of 
that  celebrated  academy  cxdled  della  Crusca,  which 
was  established  at  Florence,  for  tho  refining  and 
perfecting  of  the  Tuscan  language.  He  had  read 
almost  all  authors,  and  improved  by  all,  even  by 
romances,  of  which  he  had  been  fond  in  his  young« 
er  years ;  and  as  the  bee  can  extract  honey  out  ot 
weeds,  so  (to  use  his  own  words  in  his  Apology 
for  Smectymnuus)  "  those  books,  which  to  many 
others  have  been  the  fuel  of  wantonness  and  loose 
living,  proved  to  him  so  many  incitements  to  the 
love  and  observation  of  virtue."  His  favourite  au- 
thor after  the  Holy  Scriptures,  was  Homer.  Uo- 
mer  he  could  repeat  almost  all  without  book ;  and 
he  was  advised  to  undertake  a  translation  of  hie 
works,  which  no  doubt  he  would  have  executed  to 
admiration.  But  (as  ho  says  of  himself  in  his 
postscript  to  the  Judgment  of  Martin  Bucer)  "  he 
never  could  delight  in  long  citations,  much  less  in 
whole  traductions."  And  accordingly  there  are 
few  things,  and  those  of  no  great  length,  wliich  he 
has  ever  translated.  He  was  possessed  too  much 
of  an  original  genius  to  be  a  mere  copyer.  "  W  bo- 
ther it  be  natural  disposition,"  says  he,  "  or  educa- 
tion in  me,  or  that  my  mother  bore  me  a  speaker 
of  what  God  made  my  own,  and  not  a  translator." 
And  it  is  somewhat  remarkable,  that  there  is  scarce 
any  author,  who  has  written  so  much,  and  upon 
such  various  subjects,  and  yet  quotes  so  little  from 
his  contcm()orary  authors,  or  so  seldom  mentions 
any  of  them.  He  praUes  Sclden,  indeed,  in  more 
places  than  one,  but  for  the  rest  he  appears  dispos- 
ed to  censure  rather  than  commend.  After  his 
severer  studies,  and  after  dinner,  as  we  observed 
before,  he  used  to  divert  and  unbend  his  mind  with 
playing  upon  the  organ  or  bass-viol,  which  was  a 
grt'at  relief  to  him  after  he  had  lost  his  sight ;  for 
lie  was  a  master  of  music,  as  was  his  faliier,  and 
ho  could  iKTform  both  vocally  and  instrumentally, 
and  it  is  said  that  he  comiHJScd  very  well,  though 
nothlni;  of  tiiis  kind  is  handed  down  to  us.     It  is 


MxmuA*  of  his  life  agree,  tliat  tie  was  aifahie  and  j  al.so  said,  that  ho  had  some  skill  in  paintiiij^  as  weU 
Batrodive  in  conversation,  of  an  equal  and  cheer-] as  in  music,  and  that  somewhere  or  other  t-^ero  is 
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t  head  of  Milton  drawn  by  himaelf:  but  he  wis 
bleiifed  witli  so  many  real  excellences,  that  the  re 
IS  no  want  of  fictitious  ones  to  raise  and  adorn  his 
charac^r.  He  had  a  quick  apprehension,  a  sub- 
Hme  imagination,  a  strong  memory,  a  piercing 
judgment,  a  wit  always  ready,  and  facetious  or 
grave  as  the  occasion  required :  and  I  know  not 
whether  the  loss  of  his  sight  did  not  add  vigour  to 
the  faculties  of  his  mind.  He  at  least  thought  so, 
and  often  comforted  himself  with  that  reflcctbn. 
But  his  great  ports  and  learning  have  scarcely 
gained  him  more  admirers,  than  liis  poUtical  prin- 
ciples have  raised  him  enemies.  And  yet  the  dar- 
hng  passion  of  his  soul  was  the  love  of  liberty ; 
this  was  his  constant  aim  and  end,  however  he' 
might  bo  mistaken  in  the  means.  He  was  indeed 
very  xealous  in  what  was  called  the  good  old  cause, 
and  with  his  spirit  and  his  resolution,  it  is  some- 
what wonderful,  that  he  ncA'er  ventured  his  person 
in  the  civil  war ;  but  though  he  was  not  in  arms, 
hs  was  not  inactive,  and  thought,  I  suppose,  that 
he  could  bo  of  more  service  to  the  cause  by  his  pen 
than  by  his  sword.  He  was  a  thorough  republi- 
can,  and  in  this  he  thought  like  a  Greek  or  Ra- 
man, as  he  was  very  conversant  with  their  writ- 
ings. And  one  day  Sir  Robert  Howard,  who  was 
a  friend  to  Milton,  as  well  as  to  the  liberties  of  his 
country,  and  was  one  of  his  constant  visiters  to 
the  lost,  inquired  of  him  how  lie  came  to  side  with 
the  republicans.  Milton  answered,  among  other 
naisons,  because  their's  was  the  most  frugal  go- 
vernment, for  the  trappings  of  a  monarchy  might 
•et  up  an  ordinary  commonwealth.  But  then  his 
attachment  to  Cromwell  must  be  condemned,  as 
being  neither  consistent  witli  his  republican  prin- 
ciples, nor  with  his  love  of  liberty.  And  I  know 
no  other  way  of  accounting  for  his  conduct,  but 
by  presuming  (as  I  think  we  may  reasonably  pre- 
sume) that  he  was  far  from  entirely  approving  of 
Cromwell's  proceedings,  but  considorod  him  as  the 
only  person  who  could  rescue  the  nation  from  the 
tyranny  of  the  Presbyterians,  who  he  saw  were 
erecting  a  worse  dominion  of  their  own  upon  the 
mine  of  prclatical  episcopacy ;  and  of  all  tlungs 
he  dn*aded  spiritual  slavery,  and  therefore  closed 
with  Cromwell  and  the  Independents,  as  he  ex- 
pected under  them  greater  liberty  of  conscience. 
And  though  he  served  Cromwell,  yet  it  must  be 
suiJ  for  him,  that  ho  served  a  great  master,  and 
leived  him  ably,  and  was  not  wanting  from  time 
CO  tiinr  in  giving  him  excellent  good  advice,  espe- 
ciully  in  his  second  Defence:  and  so  little  being 
•aid  of  him  in  all  Secretary  Thurloe's  state-papers, 
it  ap|)ear9  that  he  had  no  great  share  in  the  swrets 
and  intri;juc8  of  government :  what  he  despatched 
WHS  little  more  than  matters  of  necegt»ary  form, 
letiiN  and  answers  to  foreign  states;  and  he  may 
be  justified  for  acting  in  t*ueh  a  Rtation.  ujwn  the 
same  piuciple  9a  Sir  Mattliow  Hale,  for  holding 


a  judge's  aommi'<r«>n  under  theii^u/per:  andil 
the  latter  part  of  ^l«  life  he  irequsntly  ezpieand 
to  ais  friends  hh  enure  satisfaction  of  mind,  thai 
he  had  constanUy  employed  his  strength  and  i»> 
culties  in  the  def«;n;>e  of  liberty,  and  in  oppoaitiiNi 
to  slavery. 

In  matters  of  religion  too  he  has  given  as  great 
offence,  or  even  greater,  than  by  his  political  prin« 
ciples.  But  still  let  not  the  infidel  glory:  no  sucb 
man  was  ever  of  that  party.  He  had  the  advan- 
tage of  a  pious  education,  and  ever  expressed  the 
profoundest  reverence  of  the  Deity  in  his  woids 
and  actions,  was  both  a  Christian  and  a  Protestant, 
and  studied  and  admired  the  Holy  Scriptures  abofve 
all  other  books  whatsoever ;  and  in  all  his  writing* 
ho  plainly  shows  a  reli^ous  turn  of  mind,  aa 
well  in  verse  as  in  prose,  as  well  in  his  works  of  aa 
earlier  date  as  in  those  of  later  OMnposition.  When 
he  wrote  the  Doctrine  and  Discipline  of  Divorce^ 
he  appears  to  have  been  a  Calvinist;  but  aficiw 
wards  he  entertained  a  more  favourable  opimcm 
of  Arminius.  Some  have  inclined  to  believe,  that 
he  was  an  Arian;  but  there  are  more  express  pas- 
sages in  his  works  to  overthrow  this  opinion,  than 
any  there  are  to  confirm  it  For  in  the  conclusion 
of  his  Treatise  of  Reformation  he  thus  solemnly 
invokes  the  Trinity ;  "  Thou  therefore  that  sittest 
in  light  and  glory  unapproachable,  parent  of  an- 
gels and  men!  next  thee  I  implore  Omnipotent 
King,  Redeemer  of  that  lost  remnant  whose  nature 
thou  didst  assume,  inefiable  and  everlasting  love! 
And  thou  the  third  subsistence  of  divine  infinitude 
illumining  Spirit,  the  joy  and  solace  ot  created 
things!  one  tri-personal  Godhead!  look  U{)on  this 
thy  poor,  and  almost  spent  and  expiring  Church, 
&c."  And  in  liis  tract  of  Prelatical  Kpisrojiacy 
he  endeavours  to  prove  the  spuriousness  of  some 
epistles  attributed  to  Ignatius,  because  they  con- 
tained in  them  heresies,  one  of  which  heresies  is, 
that  "  he  condemns  them  for  ministers  of  Satan, 
who  say  that  Christ  is  God  above  all."  And  a 
little  after  in  the  same  tract  he  objects  to  tlie  au- 
thority of  Tertullian,  because  he  went  about  to 
"  prove  an  imparity  between  God  the  Father,  and 
God  the  Son."  And  in  the  Paradise  Lost  we  shall 
find  nothing  upon  this  head,  that  is  not  [xirfectly 
agreeable  to  Scripture.  The  learned  Dr.  Trap, 
who  was  as  likely  to  cry  out  upon  lieresy  as  any 
man,  asserts  that  the  poem  is  orthodox  in  every 
part  of  it;  or  otherwise  he  would  not  have  been  at 
the  jmins  of  translating  it.  Seque  alicn-nm  tid^tw 
a  stud  lis  riri  tkeolngi  pocma  magna  ex  parte  thco' 
logicum; omni cxparic{riilcant, pcrmc  licet, atnut 
ringantur  athei et  injidclcs)  orthodujntm.  Milton 
was  indeed  a  dissenter  from  the  Cliurch  of  Eng- 
land, in  whieh  he  had  In^en  edneated,  and  was  by 
his  parents  designed  for  holy  orders,  as  we  nlated 
liefore;  but  he  was  led  away  by  early  pnjudice* 
against  the  doctrine  and  discipline  of  the  Church. 
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•ni  ut  hk  younger  yean  was  a  favourer  of  the 
Pra^byteriaivi;  in  his  middle  age  he  was  best 
pfeaivd  with  the  Independents  and  i^nahaptists,  as 
•Uowing  greater  liberty  of  consdenoe  than  others, 
and  earning  nearest  in  his  opinion  to  the  primitive 
fcaetifOe ;  and  in  the  Utter  part  of  his  life  he  was 
not  a  professed  member  of  any  particular  sect  of 
Christians,  he  firequented  no  public  worship,  nor 
■sed  any  religious  nte  in  his  family.  Whether  so 
tuny  difierent  forms  of  worship  as  he  had  seen, 
liad  made  him  indiSerent  to  all  forms;  or  whether 
he  thought  that  all  Christians  had  in  some  things 
corrupled  the  purity  and  simplicity  of  the  Gospel; 
sr  whether  be  disliked  their  endless  and  uncharita- 
ble dispates,  and  that  love  of  dominion  and  inclina- 
tioB  to  persecution,  which  he  said  was  a  piece  of 
fopeiy  inseparable  from  all  churches ;  or  whether 
he  believed,  that  a  man  ought  be  a  good  Christian 
iritboat  jfltning  in  any  communion;  or  whether  he 
fid  not  look  upon  himself  as  inspired,  as  wrapt  up 
■I  Qod,  and  above  all  forms  and  ceremonies,  it  is 
Bot  easy  to  determine :  to  kis  own  master  he  •tand- 
tik  orJaUeih:  but  if  he  was  of  any  denomination, 
he  was  a  soit  of  a  Ctmetist,  and  was  full  of  the  in- 
tnior  of  religion  though  he  so  little  regarded  the 
CKlerior;  and  it  is  certain  was  to  the  last  an  enthu- 
■Sit  rather  than  an  infidel.  As  enthusiasm  made 
Nofris  a  poet,  so  poetry  might  make  Milton  an 


His  dreumstances  were  never  very  mean,  nor 
«cfy  great;  for  he  lived  above  want,  and  was  not 
intent  upon  accumulating  wealth;  his  ambition 
was  more  to  enrich  and  adorn  his  mind.  His  fa- 
ther supported  him  in  his  travels,  and  for  some 
time  aAer.  Then  his  pupils  must  have  been  of 
some  advantage  to  him,  and  brought  him  cither  a 
eeitaia  stipend,  or  considerable  presents  at  least; 
and  he  haJ  scarcely  any  other  method  of  improv- 
ing his  fortune,  as  he  was  of  no  profession.  When 
his  fother  died,  he  inherited  an  cider  son's  share  of 
his  estate,  the  principal  part  of  which,  I  believe, 
was  his  house  in  Bread-street :  And  not  long  after, 
he  was  appointed  Latin  Secretary,  with  a  salary 
•f  two  hundred  pounds  a  year ;  so  that  he  was  now 
in  opulent  circumstances  for  a  man  who  had  al- 
ways led  a  frugal  and  temperate  life,  and  was  at 
httle  unnecessary  expense  besides  buying  of  books. 
Though  he  was  of  the  victorious  party,  yet  he  was 
far  from  sharing  in  the  spoils  of  his  country.  On 
the  contrary,  (as  we  learn  from  his  second  De- 
IL-ooe)  he  sustained  greater  losses  during  the  civil 
war,  and  was  not  at  all  favoured  in  the  imposition 
of  t:kXi*s,  but  sometimes  paid  beyond  his  due  pro- 
p'jrUoo.  And  u{K)n  a  turn  of  an'ain)  he  was  not 
ooly  deprived  of  his  place,  but  also  lost  two  thou- 
cand  f-ounds,  which  he  ha<l,  fur  security  and  iin- 
pTAeott^nt,  put  into  the  Excise  Office.  He  lost, 
ULewlke,  another  considerable  suiu  for  want  of 
nru^  care  and  maiiagcuient,  as  persons  of  Mil- 


ton's genius  are  seldom  expert  in  money  matters* 
And  in  the  fire  of  London  his  house  in  Breao- 
street  was  burnt,  before  which  accident,  foreignert 
have  gone,  out  of  devotion,  (says  Wood)  to  see  tht 
house  and  chamber  where  he  was  born.  His  gains 
were  inconsiderable  in  proportion  to  his  losses ;  foe 
excepting  the  thousand  pounds,  which  were  given 
him  by  the  government  for  writing  his  Defence  of 
the  people  against  Salmasius,  we  may  conclude 
that  he  got  very  little  by  the  copies  of  his  workS| 
when  it  does  not  appear  that  he  received  any  mora 
than  ten  pounds  for  Paradise  Lost  Some  time 
before  he  died  he  sold  the  greatest  part  of  his  li* 
brary,  as  his  heirs  were  not  qualified  to  make  % 
proper  use  of  it,  and  as  he  thought  that  he  could 
dispose  of  it  to  greater  advantage  than  they  could 
after  Ids  decease.  And  finally,  by  one  means  or 
other,  he  died  worth  one  thousand  five  hundred 
pounds,  beudcs  his  household  goods,  which  wa« 
no  incompetent  substance  for  him,  who  was  af 
great  a  philosopher  air  a  poet 

To  this  account  of  Milton  it  may  be  proper  to 
add  something  concerning  hb  fiunily.  Wc  said 
before,  that  he  had  a  younger  brother  and  a  sister. 
His  brother,  Christopher  Milton,  was  a  man  of 
totally  opposite  principles ;  was  a  strong  royalist, 
and  after  the  civil  war  made  his  composition 
through  his  brother's  interest ;  had  been  entered 
young  a  student  in  the  Inner  Temple,  of  which 
house  he  lived  to  be  an  ancient  bencher ;  and  be* 
ing  a  professed  papist,  was,  in  the  reign  of  Jamcf 
II,  made  a  judge,  and  knighted ;  but  soon  obtained 
his  quietus  by  reason  of  his  ago  and  infirmitiea^ 
and  retired  to  Ii^swich,  whero  he  lived  all  the  lat- 
ter part  of  his  life.  His  sister,  Anne  Milton,  had 
a  considerable  fortune  given  her  by  her  father  in 
marriage  with  Mr.  Edward  Philiins,  (son  of  Mr, 
Eklward  Philips,  of  Shrewsbury,)  who,  coming 
young  to  London,  was  bred  up  in  the  Crown  OA 
fice  in  Chancery,  and  at  length  became  secondary 
of  the  ofiice  under  Mr.  Bembo.  By  him  she  ha<^. 
besides  other  children  who  died  infanta,  two  sona, 
Edward  and  John,  whom  we  have  had  frequent 
occasion  to  mention  before.  Among  our  author's 
juvenile  poems  there  \a  a  copy  of  verses  on  the  death 
of  a  fair  infant,  a  nephew,  or  rather  niece  of  his, 
dying  of  a  cough ;  and  this  being  written  in  his 
seventeenth  year,  as  it  is  said  in  the  title,  it  may 
naturally  be  inferred  that  Mrs.  Philips  was  eldef 
than  either  of  her  brolhers.  She  had  likewise  two 
daughters,  Mary,  who  died  very  young,  antl  Anne, 
who  was  living  in  lG94,by  a  second  husband,  Mr, 
Thouias  Agar,  who  succeeded  his  intitiuitc  friend 
Mr.  Philips  in  his  place  in  the  Crown  Office,  which 
he  enjoyed  many  years,  and  left  to  Mr  Tho:na4 
Milton,  son  of  Sir  Christopher  before  mentioned. 
As  for  Milton  himself  he  appcani  to  have  l>C('n  no 
t-nejiiy  to  the  fair  sex  by  having  had  three  wives. 
What  fortune  he  bad  with  any  ( f  th«  ii  is  no  where 
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itaid,  but  they  were  gentlemen's  daaghtera ;  and  it 
is  iremarkahle  that  he  married  them  all  maidens, 
§0T  (as  he  says  in  his  Apology  for  Smectymnuos, 
wliich  was  written  beforo  he  married  at  all)  he 
"  thought  with  them,  who  both  in  prudence  and 
elegancu  of  spirit  would  choose  a  virgin  of  mean 
fortunes,  honestly  bred,  before  the  wealthiest 
widow."  But  yet  he  seemeth  not  to  have  been 
yrery  happy  in  any  of  his  marriages ;  for  his  first 
wife  had  justly  offended  him  by  her  long  absence 
and  separation  from  him;  the  second,  whose  love, 
■weetness,  and  goodness  he  commends,  lived  not  a 
twelvemonth  with  him ;  and  his  third  wife  is  said 
to  have  been  a  woman  of  a  most  violent  spirit,  and 
a  hard  mother-in-law  to  his  children.  She  died 
very  old,  at  Nantwich,  in  Cheshire :  and  from  the 
accounts  of  those  who  had  seen  her,  I  have  learn- 
ed, that  she  confirmed  several  things  which  have 
been  related  before ;  and  particularly  that  her  hus- 
band used  to  compose  poetry  chiefly  in  winter,  and 
on  his  waking  in  a  morning  would  make  her  write 
down  sometimes  twenty  or  thirty  verses ;  and  be- 
ing asked  whether  he  did  not  often  read  Homer 
and  Virgil,  she  understood  it  as  an  imputation 
upon  him  for  stcaUng  from  those  authors,  and  an- 
swered with  eagerness,  that  he  stole  from  no  body 
but  the  Muse  who  inspired  him ;  and  being  asked 
by  a  laily  present  who  the  Muse  was,  replied,  it 
was  God's  grace,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  that  visited 
him  nightly.  She  was  likewise  asked  whom  he 
approved  most  of  our  English  poets,  and  answered, 
Spenser,  Shakspeare,  and  Cowley:  and  being 
asked  what  he  thought  of  Dryden,  she  said  Dry- 
den  used  sometimes  to  visit  him,  but  he  thought 
him  no  poet,  but  a  good  rhymist :  but  tliis  was  be- 
fore Dryden  had  composed  his  best  poems,  which 
made  his  name  so  famous  afterwards.  She  was 
wont,  moreover,  to  say,  that  her  husband  was  ap- 
plied to  by  message  from  the  King,  and  invited  to 
write  for  the  Court,  but  his  answer  was,  that  such 
•a  behaviour  would  be  very  inconsistent  with  his 
former  conduct,  for  he  had  never  yet  employed  his 
yen  against  his  conscience.  By  his  first  wife  he 
bad  four  children,  a  son,  who  died  an  infant,  and 
three  daughters,  who  survived  him;  by  his  second 
wife  he  had  only  one  daughter,  who  died  soon  afler 
iier  mother,  who  died  in  childbed  ;  and  by  his  last 
wife  he  had  no  children  at  all.  His  daughters  were 
not  sent  to  school,  but  were  instructed  by  a  mis- 
tress kept  at  home  for  that  purpose :  and  he  him- 
self, excusing  the  eldest  on  account  of  an  impedi- 
ment in  her  speech,  taught  the  two  others  to  read 
and  pronounce  Greek  and  Latin,  and  several  other 
languages,  without  understanding  any  but  Eng- 
liKli,  for  he  used  to  say  that  one  tongue  was  enough 
fi>r  a  woman :  but  this  employment  was  very  irk- 
lH>nie  to  them,  and  this,  together  with  the  sharp- 
nesa  and  severity  of  their  motiier-in-law,  made  them 
•vry  uneasy  at  home*,  and  therefore  they  were  ail 


sent  abroad  to  learn  things  more  proiier  for  them, 
and  particularly  embroidery  in  gold  and  salver. 
As  Milton  at  his  death  left  his  afl'airs  very  much 
in  the  power  of  his  widow,  though  she  'xknow* 
ledged  that  he  died  worth  one  thousand  five  hnn* 
dred  pounds,  yet  she  allowed  but  one  hundred 
pounds  to  each  of  his  three  daughters.  Anne^ 
the  eldest,  was  decrepit  and  deformed,  but  had  a 
very  handsome  face;  she  married  a  master-builder, 
and  died  in  childbed  of  her  first  cliild,  who  died 
with  her.  Mary,  the  second,  lived  and  died  single. 
Deborah,  the  youngest,  in  her  father's  lifo  time 
went  over  to  Ireland  with  a  lady,  and  afterwards 
was  married  to  Mr.  Abraham  Clarke,  a  weaver  in 
Spittle  Fields,  and  died  in  August,  1727,  in  the 
seventy  sixth  year  of  her  age.  She  is  said  to  have 
been  a  woman  of  good  understanding,  and  genteel 
behaviour,  though  in  low  circumstances.  As  she 
had  been  often  called  upon  to  read  Homer  and 
Ovid's  Metamorphoses  to  her  father,  she  could 
have  repeated  a  considerable  numlier  of  verses  from 
the  beginning  of  both  those  poets,  as  Mr.  Ward, 
Profe^or  of  Rhetoric  in  Gresham  College,  relates 
upon  his  own  knowledge ;  and  another  gentleman 
has  informed  me,  that  he  has  heard  her  repeat  se- 
veral verses  likewise  out  of  Euripides.  Mr.  Ad- 
dison, and  the  other  gentlemen,  who  had  oppor- 
tunities of  seeing  her,  knew  her  immediately  to  be 
Milton's  daughter,  by  the  similitude  of  her  coun- 
tenance to  her  father's  picture :  and  Mr.  Addison 
made  her  a  handsome  present  of  a  purse  of  guineas 
with  a  promise  of  procuring  for  her  some  annual 
provision  for  her  life ;  but  his  death  happening 
soon  afler,  she  lost  the  benefit  of  this  generous  de- 
sign. She  received  presents  likewise  from  several 
otlier  gentlemen,  and  Clueen  Caroline  sent  her 
fifty  pounds  by  the  hands  of  Dr.  Friend,  the  phy- 
sician. She  had  ten  children,  seven  sons  and  three 
daughters ;  but  none  of  them  had  any  children, 
except  one  of  her  sons  named  Caleb,  and  one  of 
her  daughters  named  Elizabeth.  Caleb  went  to 
Fort  St  George,  in  the  East  Indies,  where  he  mar- 
ried, and  had  two  sons,  Abraliam  and  Isaac ;  the 
elder  of  whom  came  to  England  with  the  late  gov- 
ernor Harrison,  but  returned  upon  advice  of  his 
father's  death,  and  whether  he  or  his  brother  be 
now  living  is  uncertain.  Elizal)eth,  the  youngest 
child  of  Mrs.  Clarke,  was  married  to  Mr.  Thomas 
Foster,  a  weaver  in  Spittle  Fields,  and  had  seven 
children  who  are  all  dead  ;  and  she  herself  is  aged 
about  sixty,  and  weak  and  infirm.  She  seems  to 
be  a  good,  plain,  sensible  woman,  and  has  con- 
iirmed  several  particulars  related  above,  and  in- 
formed me  of  some  others,  which  she  had  uften 
heard  from  her  mother:  and  her  gran fath<>' lost 
two  thousand  pounds  by  a  money-scrivener,  whom 
he  had  intrusted  with  that  sum,  and  likewise 
an  estate  at  Westminster  of  sixty  pounus  a  year, 
which  belonged  to  the  Dean  and  Chapter,  and 


LIFE  OP  JOHN  MILTON. 


wm  restored  to  I  hem  at  the  Restoration :  that  he 
was  very  temperate  in  his  eating  and  drinking,  but 
what  he  had  he  always  loved  to  have  of  the  best : 
that  he  seldom  went  abroad  in  the  ktter  part  of  his 
Efe,  but  was  visited  even  then  by  persons  of  distinc- 
tion, both  foreigners  and  others :  that  he  kept  his 
daughters  at  a  great  distance,  and  would  not  allow 
them  to  leain  to  write,wliich  he  thought  unnecessary 
Sat  a  woman :  that  her  mother  was  his  greatest  fa- 
vourite, and  could  read  in  seven  or  eight  languages, 
though  she  understood  none  but  English :  that  her 
mother  inherited  his  headachs  and  disorders,  and 
had  such  a  weakness  in  her  eyes,  that  she  was 
Ibrced  to  make  use  of  spectacles  from  the  age  of 
eighteen ;  and  she  herself,  she  says,  has  not  been 
able  to  read  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  these  twenty 
jeais:  that  she  was  mistaken  in  informing  Mr. 
Biich,  which  he  had  printed  upon  her  authority, 
that  Milton's  father  was  bom  in  France ;  and  a 
bioCher  of  hers  who  was  then  living  was  very  angry 
with  her  for  it,  and,  like  a  true  born  Englishman, 
resented  it  highly,  that  the  family  should  bo  thought 
to  bear  any  relation  to  France :  that  Milton's  se- 
cond wife  did  not  die  in  childbed,  as  Mr.  Philips 
and  Toland  reUte,  but  above  three  months  after 
of  a  consumptbn ;  and  this  too  Mr.  Birch  relates 
upon  her  authority;  but  in  thb  particular  she 
must  be  mistaken,  as  well  as  in  the  other,  for  our 
author's  sonnet  on  his  deceased  wife  plainly  implies 
that  she  did  die  in  childbed.    She  knows  nothing 
of  her  aunt  Philips  or  Agar's  descendants,  but  be- 
lieves that  they  are  all  extinct :  as  is  Ukewise  Sir 
Christopher  Milton's  family,  the  last  of  which,  she 
sajTs,  were  two  maiden  sisters,  Mrs.  Mary  and  Mrs. 
Catharine  Milton,  who  lived  and  died  at  Highgate ; 
but  unknown  to  her  there  is  a  Mrs.  Milton  living 
in  Giosvenor-street,  the  grand-daughter  of  Sir 
Christopher,  and  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Thomas 
Mihon  before  mentioned :  and  she  herself  is  the 
only  survivor  of  Milton's  own  family,  unless  there 


tise  on  the  Game  of  Whist,  after  having  disposed 
of  all  the  first  impression,  sold  the  copy  to  thi* 
Ixwkscller,  as  I  have  been  informed,  for  two  hun 
dred  guineas. 

As  we  have  had  occasion  to  mention  more  than 
once  Milton's  manuscripts  preserved  in  the  library 
of  Trinity  College  in  Cambridge,  it  may  not  be 
ungrateful  to  the  reader,  if  we  give  a  more  parti 
cular  account  of  them,  before  we  conclude.  There 
are,  as  we  said,  two  draughts  of  a  letter  to  a  friend 
who  had  importuned  him  to  take  orders,  together 
with  a  sonnet  on  his  being  arrived  to  the  age  of 
twenty-three;  and  by  there  being  two  draughts  of 
this  letter  with  several  alterations  and  additions^ 
it  appears  to  have  been  written  with  great  care 
and  deliberation;  and  both  the  draughts  have  been 
published  by  Mr.  Birch  in  his  Historical  and  Cri- 
tical Account  of  the  life  and  writings  of  Milton. 
There  are  also  several  of  his  poems,  Arcades,  At 
a  solemn  music,  On  time.  Upon  the  circumcision, 
the  Mask,  Lycidas,  with  five  or  six  of  his  sonnets, 
all  in  his  own  hand  writing :  and  there  are  some 
others  of  his  sonneto  written  by  difterent  hands, 
being  most  of  them  composed  aflcr  he  had  lost  his 
sight.     It  is  curious  to  see  the  first  thoughts  and 
subsequent  corrections  of  so  great  i  poet  as  Mil- 
ton :  but  it  is  remarkable  in  these  ma.iUscript  poemSi 
that  he  does  not  often  make  his  stops,  or  begin 
his  lines  with  great  letters.    There  are  likewise 
in  his  own  hand-writing  difilerent  plans  of  Para- 
dise Lost  in  the  form  of  a  tragedy :  and  it  Lb  an 
agreeable  amusement  to  trace  the  gradual  progress 
and  improvement  of  such  a  work  from  ito  first 
dawnings  in  the  plan  of  a  tragedy  to  ito  full  lustro 
in  an  epic  poem.    And  together  with  the  plane 
of  Paradise  Lost  there  are  the  plans  or  subjects  of 
several  other  intended  tragedies,  some  taken  from 
the  Scripture,  others  from  the  British  or  Scottish 
histories:  and  of  the  latter  the  last  mentioned  is 
be  some  in  the  Elast  Indies,  which  she  very  much  Macbeth,  as  if  is  he  had  an  inclination  to  try  liis  . 


questions,  for  she  used  to  hear  from  them  some- 
times, but  has  heard  nothing  now  for  several  years; 
so  that,  in  all  probability,  Milton's  whole  family 
win  be  extinct  with  her,  and  he  can  live  only  in 
his  writings.    And  such  is  the  caprice  of  fortune. 


strength  with  Shakspearc;  and  to  reduce  the  play 
more  to  the  unities  he  proposes,  "  beginning  at  the 
arrival  of  Malcolm  at  Macduff;  the  matter  of 
Duncan  may  be  expressed  by  the  appearing  of  his 
ghost."     These  manuscripts  of  Milton  were  found 


this  grand-daughter  of  a  man,  who  will  be  an  ever- 1  by  the  learned  Mr.  Professor  Mason  among  some 
lasting  glory  to  the  nation,  has  now  for  some  years  other  old  papers,  which,  he  says,  belonged  to  Sir 
with  her  husband  kept  a  little  chandler's  or  gro- 1  Henry  Newton  Puckering,  who  was  a  considera* 
eer's  shop  for  their  subsistence,  lately  at  the  lower  bic  benefactor  to  the  library :  and  for  the  bettor 
HoOoway,  in  the  road  between  Highgate  and^preservationofsuchtruly  valuable  relics,  they  were 
London,  and  at  present  in  Cock  Lane,  not  far  collected  together,  and  handsomely  bound  in  a  thiu 
Ttom  Shorediteh  CImrch.  Another  thing  let  me  folio  by  the  care  and  at  the  charge  of  a  person, 
raentv^n,  that  is  equally  to  the  honour  of  the  pre-  who  is  now  very  eminent  in  his  profession,  and 
sent  age.  Though  Milton  received  not  above  ten '  was  always  a  lover  of  the  Muses,  and  at  that  lime 
pounds,  at  two  different  payments,  for  the  copy  of  a  fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Mr.  Clarke,  one  of  his 
Paradise  Lost,  yet  Mr.  Hoyle,  author  of  the  trea-  Majesty's  council. 
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Sntmaiumtt  uiMn  JKlUon^ 


IN  PARADISUM  AMISSAM  SUMMI 
POETJE  JOHANNIS  MILTONL 

SAMCBLE  BARROW,  M.  D.  AUCTORB. 

dm  IcgU  Amiwam  PaT«di«im,  giandia  intgni 
Carmina  Miltoni,  quid  nisicaiicU  legbl 

Res  cuncta*,  et  conctarum  prinKmliareram, 
El  fata,  et  fines,  oontinet  istc  liber. 

Intima  panduntar  rnagni  penetralia  mandi, 
Scribitur  et  toto  quicquid  in  orbe  latet: 

Terreque,  tiactiiaqiie  mmt  codumque  piofim 

dam, 
Sulphureumqne  EieH,  flammivom^mqae  tpe- 

cus: 
amaque  colunt  tcrraa,  pontdmqtte,  cA  Taitara 

csea, 
Ctueqne  colunt  summi  ludda  legna  poli : 
Et  quodcunque  uUui  conclusum  est  finibus  usquam, 

Et  «ne  fine  Chaos,  et  sine  fine  Deus; 
Et  sine  fine  magis,  si  quid  magis  est  rine  fine, 

In  Christo  etga  homines  ooncUiatus  amor. 
H«c  qui  speraret  quis  crcderet  esse  futuruml 

Et  Umen  haec  hodid  terra  Britanna  legit 
O  quantosin  holla  duces!  que  protulit  armal 

Gtuecanit,  et  quant&  preliadira  tuba! 
Codestes  acies !  atque  in  ccrUmine  ccelum ! 

Et  quae  ccelestes  pugna  decerct  agros! 
Gtuantus  in  ethereis  tollit  sc  Lucifer  arrais  I 
Atquc  ipso  graditur  vix  Micha€le  minor! 
Ctaantis,  et  quara  funcstis  concunritur  iris, 
Dum  ferns  hie  stcUaa  protegit,  iUc  rapit! 
Dum  vulsos  montes  ecu  tela  reciproca  torquent, 

Et  non  mortali  desupcr  igne  pluunt: 
6tet  dubius  cui  se  parti  concedat  Olympus, 

Et  metuit  pugnie  non  supcrcsse  sum. 
At  simul  in  coelis  MesaiiB  insignia  fulgent, 
Et  cumis  animes,  armique  digna  Deo, 
Horrendiimque  rota  strident,  et  savarotarum 

Erumpunttorvis  fulgura  luminibus, 
Et  flamm»  vibrant,  et  vera  tonitrua  rauco 

Admistis  flammb  insonucre  polo: 
Exddit  attonitis  mens  omnis,  et  impetus  omnia, 

Et  cassis  dextris  irriUtda  cadunt; 
Ad  pomas  fugiunt ;  et,  ecu  foret  Orcus  asylum, 
Infemis  ccrtant  condere  sc  tenehns. 

Cedite,  Romani  Scriptores;  cedite,  Grau; 
Et  quos  famaiecens  vel  celebravit  anus. 

U«c  quicunque  legct  tantiim  cecinisse  putabit 
MiBonidem  ranas,  VirgUium  culices. 


ON  PARADISE  LOST. 

DY  ANDREW  MARVELL. 

vVhen  I  beheld  the  Poet  blind,  yet  bold. 
In  slender  book  his  vast  design  unfold, 


Messiah  crowned,  Grod*s  reconciled  decrae^ 
Rebelling  angek,  the  forbidden  tree. 
Heaven,  Hell,  Earth,  Chaos,  all;  the  axgmnfldl 
Held  me  awhile  misdoubting  his  intent. 
That  he  would  ruin  (for  I  saw  him  strong) 
The  sacred  truths  to  fable  and  old  song; 
(So  Samson  groped  the  temple's  post  in  spigfaA,j 
The  world  o'erwhelming,  to  revenge  his  sight 

Yet,  as  I  read,  still  growing  less  severe, 
I  liked  his  project,  the  success  did  fear; 
Through  that  wide  fiekl  how  he  his  way  Anaii 

find, 
0*er  which  lame  Faith  leads  Understanding  blliid} 
Lest  he*d  perplex  the  things  he  would  explain, 
And  what  was  easy  he  should  render  vain. 

Or  if  a  work  so  infinite  he  spanned. 
Jealous  I  was,  that  some  less  skilful  hand 
(Such  as  disquiet  always  what  is  well, 
And,  by  ill  imitating  would  excel) 
Might  hence  presume  the  whole  creation's  day 
To  change  in  scenes,  and  show  it  in  a  play 

Pardon  me,  mighty  poet,  nor  despise 
My  causeless,  yet  not  impious  surmise: 
But  I  am  now  convinced;  and  none  veill  dai« 
Within  thy  labours  to  pretend  a  share. 
Thou  hast  not  missed  one  thought  that  could  be  fit, 
And  all  that  was  improper  dost  omit: 
So  that  no  room  is  here  for  writers  left, 
But  to  detect  their  ignorance  or  theft. 
That  majesty,  which  through  thy  work  doth 
Teign, 
Draws  the  devout,  deterring  the  profane: 
And  things  divine  thou  treat'st  of  in  such  state 
As  them  preserves,  and  thee,  inviolate. 
At  once  delight  and  horror  on  us  seize, 
Thou  sing'st  with  so  much  gravity  and  ease; 
And  above  human  flight  dost  soar  aloft 
With  plume  so  strong,  so  equal,  and  so  soft. 
The  bird,  named  from  that  Paradise  you  sing. 
So  never  flags,  but  always  keeps  on  wing. 
Where  could'st  thou  words  of  such  a  compafli 
findl 
Whence  furnish  such  a  vast  expense  of  mindl 
Just  Heaven. theoj  Kke  Tiresias,  to  requite, 
Rewards  with  prophecy  thy  loss  of  sight. 
Well  might'st  thou  scorn  thy  readers  to  allui* 
With  tinkling  rhyme,  of  thy  own  sense  secure; 
While  the  Town-Bays  writes  all  the  whife  and 

spells. 
And,  like  a  pack-horse,  tires  without  hk  bdls: 
Their  fancies  like  our  bushy  poinU  appear; 
The  poets  tag  them,  we  for  fashion  wear. 
1  too,  transported  by  the  mode,  oflend. 
And   while  I  meant  to  praise  thee,  musi  coin> 

mend: 
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Thy  Tpne  created,  like  thy  theme,  rablime. 

In  number,  weight,  and  measure,  needs  not  iliyme. 


EPIGRAM  ON  MILTON. 

BY  DRYDSK. 

TffRCC  Poets,  in  three  distant  ages  bom, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England,  did  adorn: 
The  fiivt  in  loftiness  of  thought  surpassed ; 
The  next,  in  majesty;  m  both  the  last 
The  foroe  of  Nature  could  no  farther  go: 
To  make  a  third  she  joined  the  former  two. 


PROM  AN  ACCOUNT  OP 

THE  GREATEST  ENGLISH  POETS. 
BY  ADDISON. 

But  Milton  next,  with  high  and  haughty  stalks, 
Unietter'd,  in  majestic  numben,  walks: 
No  Tolgar  hero  can  his  Muse  engage. 
Nor  earth's  wide  scene  confine  his  haIlow*d  rage. 
See!  see!  he  upward  springs,  and,  towering  high. 
Spurns  the  dull  province  of  mortality; 
Shakes  HeaTen*s  eternal  throne  with  dire  alarms. 
And  sets  th'  Almighty  Thunderer  in  arms! 
Whate'er  his  pen  describes  I  more  than  see, 
Whilst  every  verse  array'd  in  majesty, 
Bold  and  sublime,  my  whole  attention  draws, 
And  seems  above  the  critic's  nicer  laws. 
How  are  you  struck  with  terror  and  delight, 
When  angel  with  archangel  copes  in  fight  I 
When  great  Messiah's  outspread  banner  shines, 
How  does  the  chariot  rattle  in  hu  lines  I 
What  sound  of  braxen  wheels,  with  thunder,  scare 
And  stun  the  reader  with  the  din  of  war! 
With  fear  my  spirits  and  my  blood  retire, 
To  see  the  seraphs  sunk  in  clouds  of  fire: 
But  when,  vrith  eager  steps,  from  hence  I  rise. 
And  view  the  firrt  gay  scene  of  Paradise; 
What  tongue,  what  words  of  rapture,  can  express 
A  vision  so  profuse  of  pleasantness! 


ADDRESS  TO  GREAT  BRITAIN. 
nroM  Thomson's  sitmm er. 


-For  lofty  sense, 


Creative  ianey,  and  inspection  keen 

Thioogh  the  deep  windings  of  the  human  heart, 

Is  not  wild  Shakspean  thine  and  Nature's  boast  1 

Is  not  each  great,  each  amiable.  Muse 

Of  classic  ages  in  thy  Milton  met  1 

A  genius  umversal  as  his  theme; 

AMonishing  a«  chaos;  as  the  bloom 

Of  blowing  Eden  lair;  as  Heaven  sublime! 


DR.  JOHNSON'S  PROLOGUE 

to  the 

MASK  OF  OOMUa 

Acted  at  the  Drury-Lane  TTieatre^  April  6, 1750 
Jbr  the  benefit  ofMilton*t  grand^daughtet. 

Ye  patriot  crowds,  who  burn  for  England's  fams, 
Ye  nymphs,  whose  bosoms  beat  at  Milton's  name, 
Whose   generous  zeal,   unbought   by  flattering 

rhymes, 
Shames  the  mean  pensions  of  Augustan  times; 
Immortal  patrons  of  succeeding  days. 
Attend  this  prelude  of  perpetual  praise ! 
Let  Wit,  condemned  the  feeble  war  to  wage 
With  close  malevolence,  or  public  rage; 
Let  Study,  worn  with  virtue's  fruitless  lore. 
Behold  this  Theatre,  and  grieve  no  more. 
This  night,  distinguished  by  your  smiles,  shall  tel^ 
That  never  Britain  can  in  vain  excel; 
The  slighted  arts  futurity  shall  trust, 
And  rising  ages  hasten  to  be  just. 

At  length  our  mighty  Bard's  victorbus  lays 
Fill  the  loud  voice  of  univeisal  praise; 
And  bafiled  Spite,  with  hopeless  anguish  dumb^ 
Yields  to  renown  the  centuries  to  come ; 
With  ardent  haste  each  candidate  of  fame. 
Ambitious,  catches  at  his  towering  name: 
He  sees,  and  pitying  sees,  vain  wealth  bestow 
Those  pageant  honours  which  he  scorned  below, 
While  crowds  aloft  the  laureat  bust  behold. 
Or  trace  his  form  on  circulating  gold. 
Unknown, — unheeded,  long  his  offspring  lay. 
And  want  hung  threatening  o'er  her  slow  decay. 
What  though  she  shine  with  no  Miltonian  fire. 
No  favouring  Muse  her  morning-dreams  inspire, 
Yet  softer  claims  the  melting  heart  engage. 
Her  youth  laborious,  and  her  blameless  age; 
Hers  the  mild  merits  of  domestic  life. 
The  patient  sufierer,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
Thus  graced  with  humble  Viitue's  native  chanss, 
Her  grandsire  leaves  her  in  Britannia's  arms; 
Secure  with  peace,  with  competence,  to  dwell. 
While  tutelary  nations  guard  her  cell. 
Yours  is  the  charge,  ye  fair,  ye  wise,  ye  brave! 
'Tis  youn  to  crown  desert— beyond  the  grave. 


FROM 

GRAY'S  PROGRESS  OF  POESY. 

Nor  second  he  that  rode  sublime 

Upon  the  seraph-wings  of  ecstasy; 

The  secrets  of  th'  abyss  to  spy. 

He  pass'd  the  flaming  bounds  of  place  and  tims 

The  living  throne,  the  sapphire  blaze. 

Where  angels  tremble  while  they  gaze, 

He  saw ;  but,  blasted  with  excess  of  light,       • 

Closed  his  eyes  in  endless  night. 
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PROM 

COLLINS'S  ODE  ON   THE  POETICAL 
CHARACTER. 

High  on  some  clifT,  to  Heaven  up-piled, 

Of  nule  access,  of  prospect  wild, 

Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  steep, 

Strange  shades  o'erbrow  the  vallies  deep, 

And  holy  Oenii  guard  the  rock. 

Its  glooms  embrown,  its  springs  unlock, 

While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head 

An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  spread; 

I  view  that  oak  the  fancied  glades  among, 

By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 

From  many  a  cloud  that  dropp'd  ethcrejd  dew. 

Nigh  sphered  in  Heaven,  its  native  strains  ( ould 

hear, 
On  which  that  ancient  trump  he  reached  wzlb 

hung; 
Thither  oft  his  glory  greeting, 
From  Waller's  myrtle-shades  retreating, 
With  many  a  vow  from  Hope's  aspiring  tongue, 
My  trembling  feet  his  guiding  steps  pursue; 

In  vain : Such  bliss  to  one  alone 

Of  all  the  sons  of  Soul  was  known ; 
And  Heaven  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o'erturn'd  th'  inspiring  bowen. 
Or  curtain'd  close  such  scene  from  every  Aiture 

view. 


FROM 

MASON'S  ODE  TO  MEMORY. 

Rise,  hallow'd  Milton!  rise,  and  say, 

How,  at  thy  gloomy  close,  of  day; 
How,  when  '  dcprcssM  by  age,  beset  with  wrongs;' 
When  '  foll'n  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues :' 

When  Darknetis,  brooding  on  thy  sight, 

Exii'd  the  sovereign  lamp  of  light: 
Say,  what  could  then  one  cheering  hope  diffuse  1 
What  friends  were  thine,  save  Memory  and  tho 
MusQ? 

Hence  the  rich  spoils  thy  studious  youth 

Caught  from  the  stores  of  ancient  Truth; 
Flence  all  thy  busy  eye  could  pleas'd  explore, 
When  Rapture  led  tnee  to  the  Latian  shore; 

Each%cene  that  Tiber's  bank  supplied; 

Each  grace,  that  play'd  on  Amo's  side; 
The  tepid  gales,  through  Tuscan  glades  that  fly; 
The  blue  serene,  that  spreads  Ilcsperia's  sky; 

Were  still  thine  own:  thy  ample  mind 

Each  charm  receiv'd,  retain'd,  oombin'd. 
And  thence  tho  nightly  visitant  that  came 
To  touch  thy  bosum  with  her  sacred  flame, 

llecall'd  the  long-lost  beams  of  grace ; 

^*hat  whilom  shot  from  Nature's  face, 


When  God  in  E^len,  o'er  her  youthful  breast 
Spread  with  his  own  right  hand  Perfectbn's  gov> 
geous  vest. 


FROM 

DR.  ROBERTS'  EPISTLE  ON  THE 
ENGLISH  POETS. 

ADDRESSED  TO  CHRISTOPHER  ANSTE7,  ESO. 

Poet  of  other  times !  to  thee  I  bow 

With  lowliest  reverence.   Ofl  thou  tak'st  my  fool, 

And  waft'st  it  by  thy  potent  harmony 

To  that  empyreal  mansion,  where  thine  ear 

Caught  the  soft  warblings  of  a  seraph's  harp, 

What  time  the  nightly  visitant  unlock'd 

The  gates  of  Heaven,  and  to  thy  mental  siglit 

CHsplay'd  celestial  scenes.    She  from  thy  lyr« 

With  indijrnation  tore  the  tinkling  bells, 

And  turn'd  it  to  sublimest  argument. 


from 

COWPER'S  TABLE  TALK, 

Aqes  elaps'd  ere  Homer's  lamp  appear'd, 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard: 
To  carry  Nature  lengths  unknown  before, 
And  give  a  Milton  birth,  ask'd  ages  more. 
Thus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  order'd  times, 
And  shot  a  day-spring  into  distant  climes, 
Ennobling  every  region  that  he  chose; 
He  sunk  in  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose; 
And  tedious  years  of  gothic  darkness  pass'd, 
Emerg'd  all  splendour  in  our  isle  at  last. 
Thus  lovely  halcyons  dive  into  the  main, 
Then  show  far  off  their  shining  plumes  again. 


FROM 

THE  SAME  AUTHOR'S  TASK,  B.'III. 
-Philosophy,  baptized 


In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love. 

Has  eyes  indeed;  and,  viewing  all  she  sees 

As  meant  to  indicate  h  God  to  man, 

Gives  Him  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  owa. 

Learning  has  borne  such  fruit  in  other  days 

On  all  her  branches:  Piety  has  found 

Friends  in  the  friends  of  science,  and  true  prayef 

Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  with  Castalian  dews. 

Such  was  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  child-like  sage 

Sagacious  reader  of  the  works  of  God, 

And  in  his  word  sagacious.    Such  too,  thine, 

Milton,  whose  genius  had  angelic  wings, 

And  fed  on  manna. 
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^(Dll^  Iltlli^(^3^< 


^toDftoe   Eo0t. 


BOOK  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Ttia  fim  book  pApan^  fine  in  briei;  the  whole  lubiect, 
eno^  dBeobedience,  and  the  kw  thereupon  or  Pandtoe  where* 
la  he  wappUced:  then  touchea  the  prime caun of  hia  (all, the 
aerpem,  or  nther  Satan  in  the  aerpent;  who,  rsToIting  fitNn 
God,  and  drawing  to  hia  ride  many  lefiai»  of  Angela^  wai^  by 
dke  command  cf  God,  driven  out  of  Heaven,  with  all  hia  crew, 
iiao  the  great  deep.  Which  action  paand  over,  the  poem 
hutetm  into  tlie  nddat  of  thingi^  preaenting  Satan  with  hb 
aogria  n3w  fidlen  into  Hell,  deacribed  here,  not  in  the  centre, 
(for  hearen  and  earth  may  be  auppoaed  aa  yet  not  made,  cer« 
taloly  noc  yet  aocaraed,)  but  in  a  place  of  utter  darkneai^  fit- 
feai  called  Cliaoa.  Ben  Satan,  with  his  angela^  lying  on  the 
bormng  late,  thundentmcic  axxi  aatonkftied,  after  a  certain 
vecomsa,  aa  fran  conforion,  calla  up  him  who  next  in 
-  and  dignity  lay  by  him :  they  confer  of  their  mlaeiable 
hSL  £atan  awakena  aU  hia  legiont^  who  lay  till  tlien  in  the 
aajae  wmona  conibanded.  They  rise ;  their  numben ;  array 
flf  baofe;  their  chief  leaden  named,  according  to  tlu)  idola 
known  aftrrwarda  In  Canaan  and  tlie  countriee  adjoining.  To 
dbeaa  Satan  (Hreetaliia  apeecli,  comforta  them  with  twpe  yet 
of  Rgaining  hearra ;  txit  tella  them  lastly  of  a  new  woild  and 
a  aew  kind  of  cnaton  to  be  created,  according  to  an  andeiu 
fnpbecy  or  report  in  heaven;  for  thatangebwen  k>ng  before 
this  Tiribie  creatioi^  was  tlie  opinion  of  many  ancient  fatheva. 
Tb  find  oat  the  troth  of  thia  prophecy,and  what  to  determine 
tfwnaa,  ha  refen  to  a  fiill  eouncU.  What  hia  aaaodatea 
tbeaee  attempL  Pandemonium,  the  palace  of  Satan,  riaea^ 
aaddenly  built  out  of  tlie  deep:  the  inlemal  peoa  then  ait 
!a  cunnciL 


Or  man*!  Ant  disobedienoe,  and  the  fruit 
Of  that  forhidden  tree,  yrhoee  mortal  taste 
Braoght  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  wo, 
WHh  loM  of  Eden,  till  one  greater  Man 
Bcitore  um,  and  regain  the  blissful  seat, 
Sing,  heavenly  Muse,  that  on  the  secret  top 
Of  Oreb,  or  oif  Sinai,  didst  inspire 
That  shfpherd,  who  first  taught  the  chosen  seed. 
In  the  beginning  how  the  Heav'ns  and  Earth 
Rose  oat  of  Chaos:  or  if  Sion  hill 
Dehgfat  thee  more,  and  Siloa's  brook,  that  flowed 
FsflC  hj  the  oracle  of  God;  I  thence 
Invoke  thy  aid  to  my  advent'rous  song, 
That  with  no  middle  flight  intends  to  soar 
Abote  the  Aonian  mount,  while  it  pursues 
3 


Things  unattempted  yet  in  prose  or  rhyme. 
And  chiefly  ThoUj  O  Spirit,  that  dost  prefer 
Before  all  temples  the  upright  heart  and  pure, 
Instruct  me,  for  thou  knowest;  Thou  from  the  flrfll 
Wast  present,  and  with  mighty  wings  outspread. 
Dove-like,  sat'st  brooding  on  the  vast  abyss, 
And  mad'st  it  pregnant:  what  in  me  is  dark 
Illumino;  what  b  low  raise  and  support; 
That  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument 
I  may  assert  eternal  Providence, 
And  justify  the  ways  of  G^  to  men. 

Say  first,  for  Heaven  hides  nothing  from  thy  view^ 
Nor  the  deep  tract  of  Hell;  say  firat,  what  cause 
Moved  our  grand  parents,  in  that  happy  state, 
Favoured  of  Heaven  so  highly,  to  fsJl  off 
From  their  Creator,  and  transgress  his  will 
For  one  restraint,  lords  of  the  worid  besides? 
Who  first  seduced  them  to  that  foul  revolt  1 
Th*  infernal  serpent;  he  it  was,  whose  guile 
Stirred  up  with  envy  and  revenge,  deceived 
The  mother  of  mankind,  what  time  his  prida 
Had  cast  him  out  from  Heaven,  with  all  his  host 
Of  rebel  angels;  by  whose  aid  aspiring 
To  set  himself  in  glory  above  his  peers, 
He  trusted  to  have  equall'd  the  Most  High 
If  he  opposed;  and,  with  ambitious  aim 
Against  the  throne  and  monarchy  of  God, 
Raised  impious  war  in  Heav'n,  and  battle  proud. 
With  vain  attempt    Him  the  almighty  power 
Hurled  headlong  flaming  from  the  ethereal  sky, 
With  hideous  ruin  and  combustion,  down 
To  bottomless  perdition,  there  to  dwell 
In  adamantine  chains  and  penal  fiie, 
Who  durst  defy  th*  Omnipotent  to  arms. 
Nine  tunes  the  space  that  measures  day  and  night 
To  mortal  men,  he  with  b?«  horrid  crew 
Lay  vanquished,  rolling  in  the  fiery  gulf, 
Confounded,  though  immortal:  but  hb  doom 
Reserved  him  to  more  wrath;  for  now  the  thoughC 
Both  of  lost  happiness,  and  lasting  pain. 
Torments  him;  round  he  throws  his  baleful  eye* 
That  witnessed  huge  aflliction  and  dismay, 
Mixed  with  obdurate  pride  and  b-teadfast  bats: 
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MILTON'S  WORKS. 
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At  once,  as  far  as  angels  ken,  he  viei^s 
The  dismal  situation  waste  and  wild ; 
A  dungeon  horrible  on  all  sides  round, 
As  one  great  furnace  flamed ;  yet  from  those  flames 
No  light,  hut  mther  darkness  visible 
Ser^'ed  only  to  discover  sights  of  wo, 
Resjions  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where  peace 
And  rest  can  never  dwell,  hope  never  comes 
That  comes  to  all;  but  torture  without  end 
Btill  urges,  and  a  fiery  deluge,  fed 
With  ever-burning  sulphur  unconsumed; 
Such  place  eternal  Justice  had  prepared 
For  tho«e  rebellious;  here  their  prison  ordained 
In  utter  darkness,  and  their  portion  set 
As  far  removed  from  God  and  light  of  hcav*n, 
As  from  the  centre  thrice  to  th'  utmost  jwle. 
O  how  unlike  the  place  from  whence  they  fell ! 
There  the  companions  of  his  fall,  o'erwhelmed 
W  ith  floods  and  whirlwinds  of  tempestuous  fire, 
Htj  soon  discerns;  and  wclt'ring  by  his  side 
One  next  himself  in  power,  and  next  in  crime, 
Long  after  known  in  Palestine,  and  named 
Beelzebub.     To  whom  th*  arch  enemy, 
And  thence  in  Heav'n  called  Satan,  withhold  words 
Breaking  the  horrid  silence  thus  began. 
"If  thou  beest  he;   but  O  how  falVn!  how 
changed 
From  him,  who.  In  the  happy  realms  of  light, 
Clothed  with  transcendent  brightness,  didst  out- 
shine 
Myriads  though  bright !  If  he  whom  mutual  league, 
United  thoughts  and  counsels,  equal  hope 
And  hazard  in  the  glorious  enterprise, 
Joined  with  me  once,  now  misery  hath  joined 
In  equal  ruin!  into  what  pit  thou  seest. 
From  what  height  fall'n;  so  much  the  stronger 

proved 
Ho  with  his  thunder :  and  till  then  who  knew 
The  force  of  those  dire  anns  1  yet  not  for  those, 
Nor  what  the  potent  victor  in  his  rage 
Can  else  inflict,  do  I  repent  or  change. 
Though  changed  in  outward  lustre,  that  fixed 

mind. 
And  high  disdain  from  sense  of  injured  merit. 
That  with  the  mightiest  raised  me  to  contend,     ^ 
And  to  the  fierce  contention  brought  along 
Innumerable  force  of  spirits  armed, 
That  durst  dislike  his  reign,  and,  me  preferring, 
HiA  utmost  power  with  adverse  power  opposed 
In  dubious  battle  on  the  plains  of  Heaven, 
And  shook  his  throne.  What  tho*  the  field  be  lost? 
All  b  not  lost ;  th'  unconquerable  will, 
And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  hate. 
And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield, 
And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome , 
That  glory  never  shall  his  wrath  or  might 
K^tort  from  me.    To  bow  and  sue  for  grace 
With  suppliant  knee,  and  deify  hb  power, 
Who  from  the  terror  of  thb  arm  so  late 


Doubted  his  empire ;  that  were  low  indeed. 
That  were  an  ignominy,  and  shame  beneath 
This  downfall;  since,  by  fate,  the  strength  of  godi 
And  this  empyreal  substance  can  not  fail; 
Since,  through  experience  of  this  great  event, 
In  arms  not  worse,  in  foresight  much  advanced, 
We  may  with  more  successful  hope  resolve 
To  wage,  by  force  or  guile,  eternal  war, 
Irreconcileablc  to  our  grand  foe. 
Who  now  triumphs,  and,  in  th*  excess  of  joy 
Sole  reigning,  holds  the  tyranny  of  Heaven," 

So  spake  th*  apostate  angel,  though  in  pain, 
Vaunting  aloud,  but  racked  with  deep  despair: 
And  him  thus  answered  soon  Ms  bold  compeer. 

"  O  prince,  O  chief  of  many  throned  powers, 
That  led  th'  embattled  seraphim  to  war 
Under  thy  conduct,  and,  in  dreadful  deeds 
Fearless,  endangered  Hcav'n's  perpetual  King, 
And  put  to  proof  his  high  supremacy. 
Whether  upheld  by  strength,  or  chance,  or  fate; 
Too  well  I  sec  and  rue  the  dire  event. 
That  with  sad  overthrow  and  foul  defeat 
Hath  lost  us  Heaven,  and  all  this  mighty  host 
In  horrible  destruction  laid  thus  low. 
As  far  as  the  gods  and  heavenly  essences 
Can  perish :  for  the  mind  and  spirit  remains 
Invincible,  and  vigour  soon  returns. 
Though  all  our  glory,  extinct,  and  happy  stale 
Here  swallowed  up  in  endless  misery. 
But  what  if  he  our  Conqueror  (whom  I  now 
Of  force  believe  almighty,  since  no  less 
Than  such  could  have  o'erpowcred  such  force  u 

ours) 
Have  led  us  in  this  our  spirit  and  strength  entire 
Strongly  to  suflfer  and  support  our  pains, 
That  we  may  so  sufl[ice  his  vengeful  ire, 
Or  do  him  mightier  service  as  his  thralls 
By  right  of  war,  whate'er  his  business  be, 
Here  in  the  heart  of  hell  to  work  in  fire, 
Or  do  his  errands  in  the  gloomy  deep; 
What  can  it  then  avail,  though  yet  we  feel 
Strength  undiminished,  or  eternal  being, 
To  undergo  eternal  punishment!'* 
Whereto  with  speedy  words  th'  arch  fiend  rcplific 

"  Fall'n  Cherub !  to  be  weak  is  miserable 
Doing  or  suffering;  but  of  this  be  sure. 
To  do  aught  good  never  will  be  our  task, 
But  ever  to  do  ill  our  sole  delight. 
As  being  the  contrary  to  his  high  will 
Whom  we  resist    1  f  then  his  providence 
Out  of  o«r  evil  seek  to  bring  forth  good. 
Our  labour  must  be  to  per>'ert  that  end. 
And  out  of  good  stiU  to  find  means  of  evil; 
Which  ofltimea  may  succeed,  so  as  perhaps 
Shall  grieve  him,  if  I  fail  not,  and  disturb 
His  inmost  counsels  from  their  destined  aim. 
But  sec !  the  angry  victor  hath  recalled 
His  ministers  of  vengeance  and  pursuit 
Back  to  thegateii  of  Heaven,  the  sulphurous  bal^ 


I 


Shot  after  ns  in  storm,  o*erblown,  hath  laid 

The  fiery  surge,  that  ftom  the  precipice 

Of  Heaven  received  as  falling ;  and  the  thunder, 

Wing'd  with  red  lightning  and  impetuous  rage, 

Perhaps  hath  spent  his  shafts,  and  ceases  now 

To  beOow  through  the  vast  and  boundless  deep. 

Let  us  not  slip  th*  occasion,  whether  scorn, 

Or  satiate  fury,  yield  it  from  our  foe. 

Seest  thou  yon  dreary  plain,  forlorn  and  wild, 

The  seat  of  desolation,  void  of  light, 

Save  what  the  glimmering  of  these  livid  flames 

Casts  pale  and  dreadful?  Thither  let  us  tent 

From  oflf  th»tO08ing  of  these  fiery  waves; 

There  rest,  if  any  rest  can  harbour  there : 

And,  reassembling  our  affiicted  powers, 

Consult  how  we  may  henceforth  most  offend 

Our  enemy;  our  own  loss  how  repair; 

How  o%*eTcome  this  dire  calamity ; 

What  reinforcement  we  may  gain  from  hope ; 

If  not,  what  resolution  from  despair." 

Thus  Satan  talking  to  his  nearest  mate 
With  head  uplift  above  the  wave,  and  eyes 
That  spftrkling  blazed,  his  other  parts  beside 
Pione  on  the  flood,  extending  long  and  large, 
Lay  floating  many  a  rood;  in  bulk  as  huge 
As  whom  the  fables  name  of  monstrous  size, 
Tltanian,  or  Elarth-bom,  that  warred  on  Jove, 
Bnareos  or  Typhon,  whom  the  den 
By  ancient  Tarsus  held ;  or  that  sea  beast 
Leviathan,  which  God  of  all  his  works 
Created  hugest  that  swim  th*  ocean  stream: 
Him,  haply,  slumb'ring  on  the  Norway  foam, 
The  falot  of  some  small  night-foundered  skiff 
Deeming  some  island,  oft,  as  seamen  tell. 
With  fixed  anchor  in  his  scaly  rind 
Moan  hy  the  side  under  the  lee,  while  night 
Invests  the  sea,  and  wished  mom  delays : 
So  stretched  out  huge  in  length  the  arch  fiend  lay. 
Chained  on  the  burning  lake:  nor  ever  thence 
Had  fiaen  or  heaved  his  head,  but  that  the  will 
And  high  pemussion  of  all-ruling  Heaven 
Left  him  at  large  to  his  own  dark  designs; 
That  with  reiteiated  crime  she  might 
Heap  oo  himself  damnation,  while  he  sought 
Evil  to  others;  and,  enraged,  might  see 
How  all  his  malice  served  but  to  bring  forth 
Infinite  goodness^  grace,  and  mercy,  shown 
On  man  by  him  seduced,  but  on  himself 
Treble  confusion,  wrath,  and  vengeance  poured. 
Forthwith  upright  he  rears  from  off  the  pool 
Hi»  iiighty  stature;  on  each  hand  the  flames, 
Dixfoi  backward,  slope  their  pointing  spires,  and 

loUed 
In  billows,  leave  i'  th'  midst  a  horrid  vale. 
Then  with  expanded  wings  he  steers  his  flight 
AkA,  incumbent  on  the  dusky  air 
That  felt  unusual  weight;  till  on  dry  land 
He  fights,  if  it  were  land  that  ever  burned 
With  nfid,  as  the  lake  with  liquid  fire ; 


And  such  appeared  in  hue,  as  when  the  force 
Of  subterranean  wind  transports  a  hill 
Tom  from  Pclorus,  or  the  shattered  side 
Of  thundering  ^tna,  whose  combustible 
And  fuelled  entrails  thence  conceiving  fire, 
Sublimed  with  mineral  fury,  aid  the  winds, 
And  leave  a  singed  bottom  all  involved 
With  stench  and  smoke :  such  resting  found  ths 

sole 
Ofunblest  feet    Him  followed  his  next  mate. 
Both  glorying  to  have  'scaped  the  Stygian  flood 
As  gods,  and  by  their  own  recovered  strength. 
Not  by  the  sufferance  of  supernal  power. 

"  Is  this  the  region,  this  the  soil,  the  clime," 
Said  then  the  lost  archangel,  "  this  the  seat 
That  we  must  change  for  Heaven ;  this  moumfjl 

gloom 
For  that  celestial  light?  Be  it  so!  since  he 
Who  now  is  sovereign  can  dispose  and  bid 
What  shall  be  right:  farthest  from  him  is  best, 
Whom  reason  hath  equalled,  force  hath  made  sa* 

preme 
Above  his  equals!  Farewell,  happy  fields, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells.    Hail,  horrors  1  hail, 
Infernal  world !  and  thou,  profoundest  hell. 
Receive  thy  new  possessor !  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  changed  by  place  or  time: 
The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  Heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  Heaven. 
What  matter  where  if  I  be  still  the  same. 
And  what  I  should  be,  all  but  less  than  he 
Whom  thunder  hafh  made  greater  1  Here  at  leafll 
We  shall  be  free :  the  Almighty  hath  not  built 
Here  for  his  envy;  will  not  drive  us  hence : 
Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and,  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  hell; 
Better  to  reign  in  hell,  than  serve  in  Heaven ! 
But  wherefore  let  we  then  our  faithful  friends, 
Th'  associates  and  copartners  of  our  loss, 
Lie  thus  astonished  on  th'  oblivious  pool 
And  call  them  not  to  share  with  us  their  part 
In  this  unhappy  mansion;  or  once  more 
With  rallied  arms  to  try  what  may  be  yet 
Regained  in  Heaven,  or  what  more  lost  in  htll  1 ' 

So  Satan  spake,  and  him  Beelezebub 
Thus  answered.    "  Leader  of  those  armies  brightj 
Which  but  th*  Omnipotent  none  could  have  foiledl 
If  once  they  hear  that  voice,  their  liveliest  pled^«9 
Of  hope  in  fears  and  dangers,  heard  so  oft 
In  worst  extremes,  and  on  the  perilous  edgo 
Of  battle  when  it  raged,  in  all  assaults 
Their  surest  signal,  they  will  soon  resume 
New  courage  and  rerive,  though  now  they  he 
Groveling  and  prratrate  on  yon  lake  of  fire^ 
As  we  erewhilp,  astounded  and  amazed ; 
No  wonder,  fallen  such  a  pernicious  height" 

He  scarce  had  ceased,  when  the  superior  nc9a 
Was  moving  toward  the  shore:  hi«  pond'n*w 
shield 
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Etncical  temper,  massy,  large,  and  round, 
Behind  him  tust ;  the  broad  circumference 
I  (ung  on  hu  shoulders  like  the  moon,  whose  orb 
Through  optic  gkiss  the  Tuscan  artist  views 
At  evening  from  the  top  of  Fesolo, 
Or  in  Valdarno,  to  descry  new  lands. 
Riven  or  mountains  in  her  spotty  globe. 
His  spear,  to  equal  which  the  tallest  pine 
Hewn  in  Norwegian  hills  to  be  the  mast 
Of  some  great  admiral,  were  but  a  wand, 
He  walked  with,  to  support  uneasy  steps 
Over  the  burning  raarle,  not  like  those  steps 
On  Heaven's  azure ;  and  the  torrid  clime 
Smote  on  him  sore  beside,  vaulted  with  fire : 
Nathleas  he  so  endured,  till  on  the  beach, 
Of  that  inflamed  sea  he  stood,  and  called 
His  legions,  angel  forms,  who  lay  entranced 
Thick  as  autumnal  leaves  that  strew  the  brooks 
In  Valbmbrosa,  where  th'  Etrurian  shades. 
High  over-arch'd,  embower ;  or  scattered  sedge 
Afloat,  when  with  fierce  winds  Orion  armed 
Hath  vexed  the   Red   Sea  coast,  whose  waves 

o'erthrew 
Busiris  and  his  Memphian  chivalry, 
While  with  perfidious  hatred  they  pursued 
The  sojourners  of  Goshen,  who  beheld 
From  the  safe  shore  their  floating  carcasses 
And  broken  chariot  wheels :  so  thick  bestrown, 
Abject  and  lost  lay  these,  covering  the  flood. 
Under  amazement  of  tlieir  hideous  change. 
He  called  so  loud,  that  all  the  hollow  deep 
Of  hell  resounded.    "  Princes,  potentates. 
Warriors,  the  flower  of  Heaven !  once  yours,  now 

lost! 
If  such  astonishment  as  tliis  can  seize 
Eternal  spiritit  j  or  have  ye  chosen  this  place 
After  the  toil  of  battle  to  repose 
Your  wearied  virtue,  for  the  ease  you  find 
To  slumber  here,  as  in  the  vales  of  heaven  1 
Or  in  this  abject  posture  have  ye  sworn 
T'  adore  the  conqueror?  who  now  beholds 
Cherub  and  seraph  rolling  in  the  flood. 
With  scatter'd  arms  and  ensigns,  till  anon 
His  swift  pursuers  from  heaven  gates  discern 
Th*  advantage,  and  descending,  tread  us  down 
Thus  drooping,  or  with  linked  thunderbolts 
Transfix  us  to  the  bottom  of  this  gul£ 
Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  fallen  1" 
They  heaid,  and  were  abashed,  and  up  they 
sprung 
ITpon  the  wing;  as  when  men  wont  to  watch 
( »n  duty,  sleeping  found, "by  whom  they  dread, 
itouse,  and  bestir  themselves  ere  well  awake. 
Nor  did  they  not  perceive  the  evil  plight 
in  which  they  were,  or  the  fierce  pains  not  feel ; 
Vet  to  their  general's  voice  they  soon  obeyed, 
Innumerable.    As  when  the  potent  rod 
Of  Amram'^  son,  in  Egypt's  evil  day, 
Wa^ed  round  the  coast,  up  called  a  pitchy  cloud 


Of  lorusts,  warping  on  the  eastern  wind, 

That  o'er  the  realm  of  impious  Pharaoh  hmift 

Like  night,  and  darkened  all  the  land  of  Nile: 

So  numberless  were  those  bad  angels  aoen, 

Hovering  on  wing  under  the  cope  of  hell, 

'Twixt  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  Gtmi 

Till,  as  a  signal  given,  th'  uplifted  spear 

Of  their  great  sultan  waving  to  direct 

Their  course,  in  even  balance  down  they  lighft 

On  the  firm  brimstone,  and  fill  all  the  plain ; 

A  multitude,  like  which  the  populous  north 

Poured  never  from  her  frozen  loins,  to  pass 

Rhcne  or  the  Danaw,  when  her  barb'rous  son* 

Came  like  a  deluge  on  the  south,  and  spread 

Beneath  Gibraltar  to  the  Lybian  sands. 

Forthwith  from  every  squadron  and  each  band 

The  heads  and  leaders  thither  haste  where  stood 

Their  great  commander;  godlike  shapes,  and  fomw 

Excelling  human ;  princely  dignities. 

And  i>ower9  that  erst  in  Heaven  sat  on  thrones; 

Though  of  their  names  in  heavenly  records  now 

Be  no  memorial,  blotted  out  and  razed 

By  their  rebellion  from  the  books  of  life. 

Nor  had  they  yet  among  the  sons  of  Eve 

Got  them  new  names,  till,  wand'ring  o'er  the  earthy 

Through  God's  high  sufTrance  for  the  trial  of  man, 

By  falsities  and  lies  the  greatest  part 

Of  mankind  they  corrupted  to  forsake 

God  their  Creator,  and  th'  invisible 

Glory  of  him  that  made  them  to  transform 

Oft  to  the  image  of  a  brute,  adorned 

With  gay  religions  full  of  pomp  and  gold, 

Anddevib  to  adore  for  deities: 

Then  were  they  known  to  men  by  various  naniM^ 

And  various  idols  through  the  heathen  world. 

Say,  Muse,  their  names  then  known ;  who  fini, 

who  last. 
Roused  from  the  slumber,  on  that  fiery  coach, 
At  their  great  emperor's  call,  as  next  in  worth 
Came  singly  where  he  stood  on  the  bare  strand, 
While  the  promiscuous  crowd  stood  yet  aloot 
The  chief  were  those,  who,  from  the  jat  of  hell 
Roaming  to  seek  their  prey  on  earth,  duist  fix 
Their  scats  long  after  next  the  seat  of  God, 
Their  altars  by  his  altars;  gods  adored 
Among  the  nations  round ;  and  durst  abide 
Jehovah  thund'ring  out  of  Sion,  throned 
Between  the  Cherubim ,  yea,  often  placed 
Within  his  sanctuary  itself  tlieir  shrines, 
Aliominations ;  and  with  cursed  things 
His  holy  rites  and  solemn  feasts  profaned. 
And  with  their  darkness  durst  affront  his  light. 
First,  Moloch,  horrid  king,  l)esmcared  witli  blood 
Of  human  sacrifice,  and  parents'  tears. 
Though  for  the  noise  of  drums  andtimbrels  loud 
Their  children's  cries  unheard,  that  passed  thioi^gh 

fire 
To  his  grim  idol.    Him  the  Ammonite 
Worshipped  in  Rabba  and  her  watexy  plain, 
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in  Argob  and  in  Baaan,  to  the  stream 

Of  utmoat  Amon;  nor  content  with  such 

A  iKlacioua  neighbourhood,  the  wisest  heart 

Of  Solomon  he  led  by  fraud  to  build 

His  temple  right  against  the  temple  of  God 

On  that  opprobrious  hill ;  and  made  his  grove 

The  pleaaant  valley  of  Hinnom,  Tophct  thenoe 

And  black  Gehenna  called,  the  type  of  hell. 

Next,  Chemos,  the  obscene  dread  of  Moab's  sons, 

From  Aroer  to  Nebo,  and  the  wild 

Of  siMithmast  Abariin:  in  Hcscbon 

And  Horonaam,  Seon's  realm,  beyond 

The  flowery  dale  of  Sibma  clad  with  vines, 

And  Elgale  to  th'  Asphaltic  pooL 

Peor  his  other  name,  when  he  enticed 

Israel  in  Sittim,  on  their  march  from  Nile^ 

To  do  him  wanton  rites,  which  cost  them  wo. 

Yet  thence  his  lustful  orgies  he  enlarged 

£*en  to  that  hill  of  scandal,  by  the  grove 

Of  McJoch  homicide;  lust  hard  by  hate; 

Tin  good  Josiah  drove  them  thence  to  helL 

With  these  came  they,  who,  from  the  bordering 

flood 
Of  old  Euphrates  to  the  brook  that  parts 
Egypt  from,  Syrian  ground,  had  general  names 
Of  Baalim  and  Ashtaroth,  those  male, 
These  feminine:  for  spirits,  when  they  please, 
Can  either  sex  assume,  or  both ;  so  soft 
And  uncompounded  b  their  essence  pure, 
Not  tied  or  manacled  with  joint  or  limb, 
Nor  fbondcd  on  the  brittle  strength  of  bones. 
Like  cumbrous  flesh;  but,  in  what  shape  they 

choose, 
Dibtcd  or  condensed,  bright  or  obscure, 
Can  execute  their  ai/y  purposes, 
And  works  of  love  or  enmity  fulfil. 
For  those  the  race  of  Israel  oft  forsook 
Their  living  strength,  and  unfrequented  left 
His  righteous  altar,  bowing  lowly  down 
To  bestial  gods ;  for  which  their  heads  as  low 
Bowed  down  in  battle,  sunk  before  the  spear 
Of  despicable  foes.   With  these  in  troop 
Came  Astoieth,  whom  the  Phoenicians  called 
Astarte,  queen  of  Heav'n,  with  crescent  horns: 
To  whose  fariglit  image  nigiitly  by  the  moon 
SUonian  virgins  paid  their  vows  and  songs ; 
la  Sion  also  not  unsung,  where  stood 
Her  temple  on  the  offensive  mountain,  built 
By  that  uxoiious  king,  whose  heart,  though  large, 
Beguiled  by  fair  idolatresses,  fell 
To  idols  fbtil.     Thammuz  came  next  behind. 
Whose  annual  wound  in  Lebanon  allured 
The  Syrian  damsels  to  lament  his  fate 
f  n  aizk>roua  ditties  all  a  summer's  day. 
While  suiooth  Adonis  from  his  native  rock 
Han  purple  to  the  fusa,  suppoincd  with  blood 
Of  Thaniiriuz  yearly  wounded :  tlie  love-talo 
Inf(t:tc«l  Sion*8  daughters  with  like  heat, 
Whow*  wanton  passions  in  the  sacred  porch 


Ezekiel  saw,  when,  by  the  vinon  led. 
His  eye  surveyed  the  dark  idolatries 
Of  alienated  Jndah.    Next  came  one 
Who  mourned  in  earnest,  when  the  captive  ark 
Maimed  his  brute  image,  head  and  hands  lopt  efl 
In  his  own  temple,  on  the  grunsel  edge. 
Where  he  fell  flat,  and  shamed  his  worshippers. 
Dagon  his  name,  sea  monster,  upward  man 
And  downward  fish :  yet  had  his  temple  high 
Reared  in  Azotus,  dreaded  through  the  coast 
Of  Palestine,  in  Gath  and  Ascalon, 
And  Accaron,  and  Gaza's  frontier  bounds. 
Him  followed  Riiiunon,  whose  delightful  ses4 
Was  fair  Damascus,  on  the  fertile  banks 
Of  Abbana  and  Pharphar,  lucid  streams. 
He  also  against  the  house  of  God  was  bold: 
A  leper  once  he  lost,  and  gained  a  king, 
Ahaz,  hu  sottish  conqu'ror,  whom  he  drew 
Grod's  altar  to  disparage,  and  displace 
For  one  of  Syrian  mode,  whereon  to  bum 
His  odious  ofierings,  and  adore  the  gods 
Whom  he  had  vanquished.    After  these  appeared 
A  crew,  who,  under  names  of  old  renown, 
Osuris,  Isis,  Orus,  and  their  train. 
With  monstrous  shapes  and  sorceries  abused 
Fanatic  Egypt  and  her  priests,  to  seek 
Their  wandering  gods  disguised  in  brutish  forms 
Rather  than  human.     Nor  did  Israel  'scape 
Til'  infection,  when  their  borrowed  gold  composed 
The  calf  in  Oreb ;  and  the  rebel  king 
Doubled  that  sin  in  Bethel  and  in  Dan, 
Likening  his  Maker  to  the  grazed  ox, 
Jehovah,  who  in  one  night,  when  he  passed 
From  Egypt  marcliing,  equalled  with  one  stroke 
Both  her  first-lx)m  and  all  her  bleating  gods. 
Belial  came  last,  than  whom  a  Spirit  more  lewd 
Fell  not  from  Heaven,  or  more  gross  to  lovs 
Vice  for  itself;  to  him  no  temple  stood. 
Or  altar  smoked :  yet  who  more  oft  than  he 
In  tcmpk'A  and  at  altars,  when  the  priest 
Turns  atheist,  as  did  Eli's  sons,  who  filled 
With  lust  and  violence  the  house  of  God? 
In  courts  and  palaces  he  also  reigns. 
And  in  luxurious  cities,  where  the  noise 
Of  riot  ascends  above  their  loftiest  towers. 
And  injury,  and  outrage :  and  when  night 
Darkens  the  streets,  then  wander  fortli  the  sons 
Of  Belial,  flown  with  insolence  and  wine. 
Witness  the  streets  of  Sodom,  and  that  night 
In  Gibeah,  when  the  hospitable  door 
Exposed  a  matron  to  avoid  worse  ra|«e. 

These  were  the  prime  in  order  and  in  might; 
The  rest  were  long  to  tell,  though  far  renowned, 
Th'  Ionian  Gods,  of  Javan's  issue ;  held 
Gixls,  yet  confessed  later  than  Ilc^aven  and  Earth, 
Their  boasted  parents:  Titan,  Heaven'dijrsl  bom, 
With  his  enormous  brood,  and  birthright  seiz^] 
By  younger  Saturn ;  he  from  mightier  J  eve, 
His  own  and  Rhea's  son,  ake  mcasiu^  fc'ind; 
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6j  Jove  usurping  rrigned:  these  first  in  Crete 
A]i>l  Ida  known,  thence  on  the  snowy  top 
Of  cnU  Olympus,  ruled  the  middle  air, 
Tbcd  lughest  Heaven ;  or  on  the  Delphian  clif!) 
Or  in  Dodona,  and  through  all  the  bounds 
Of  Doric  land ;  or  who  with  Saturn  old 
Pled  over  Adra  to  th'  Hesperian  fields, 
And  o*er  the  Celtic  roamed  the  utmost  isles. 
Ail  these  and  more  came  flocking;  but  with 

k)oks 
Downcast  and  damp ;  yet  such  wherein  appeared 
Obscure  some  glimpse  of  joy,  to  have  found  their 

chief 
Not  in  despair,  to  have  found  themselves  not  lost 
In  loss  itself;  which  on  his  countenance  cast 
Like  doubtful  hue :  but  he,  his  wonted  pride 
Soon  recollecting,  with  high  words,  that  bore 
Semblance  of  worth,  not  substance,  gently  raised 
Their  fainting  courage,  and  dispelled  their  fears. 
Then  straight  commands  that  at  the  warlike  sound 
Of  trumpets  loud  and  clarions  be  uprcared 
His  mighty  standard :  that  proud  honour  claimed 
Azaiel  as  his  right,  a  cherub  tall ; 
Who  forthwith  from  the  glittering  staff  unfurled 
Th'  imperial  ensign,  which,  full  high  advanced, 
Shone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  the  wind. 
With  gems  and  golden  lustre  rich  emblazed, 
Seraphic  arms  and  tropliies ;  all  the  while 
Sonorous  metal  blowing  martial  sounds : 
At  which  the  universal  host  upscnt 
A  shout,  that  tore  hell's  concave,  and  beyond 
Frighted  the  reign  of  Chaos  and  old  Night. 
All  in  a  moment  through  the  gloom  were  seen 
Ten  thousand  banners  rise  into  the  air. 
With  orient  colours  waving:  with  them  rose 
A  forest  huge  of  spcara;  and  thronging  helms 
Appeared,  and  serried  shields  in  thick  array, 
Of  depth  immeasurable:  anon  they  move 
In  perfect  phalanx  to  the  Dorian  mood 
Of  fiutes  and  soft  recorders;  such  as  raised 
To  height  of  noblest  temper  heroes  old 
Arming  to  battle;  and,  instead  of  rage. 
Deliberate  valour  breathed,  firm  and  unmoved 
With  dread  of  death  to  flight  or  foul  retreat; 
Nor  wanting  power  to  mitigate  and  'swage 
With  solemn  touches  troubled  thoughts,  and  chase 
A  nguish,  and  doubt,  and  fear,  and  sorrow,  and 

pain, 
From  mortal  or  immortal  minds.    Thus  they, 
Breathing  united  force,  with  fixed  thought. 
Moved  on  in  silence  to  soft  pipes,  that  charmed 
Their  painful  steps  o'er  the  burnt  soil :  and  now 
Advanced  in  view  they  stand,  a  horrid  front 
<  )f  dreadful  length  and  dazzling  arms,  in  guise 
Of  warriors  old  with  ordered  spear  and  shield. 
Awaiting  what  command  their  mighty  chief 
Hai)  to  imprmc:  he  through  the  armed  files 
Darts  his  experienced  eye,  and  soon  traverse 
T^  whole  battalion  views,  their  order  due. 


Their  visages  and  stature  as  of  gods; 

Their  number  last  he  sums.    And  now  his  heart 

Distends   with   pride,    and,   hard'ning,  in   hii 

strength 
Glories:  for  never  since  created  man, 
Met  such  embodied  force,  as,  named  with  these, 
Could  merit  more  than  that  small  infantry 
Warred  on  by  cranes;  though  all  the  giant  brood 
Of  Phlegra  with  th'  henuc  race  were  joined 
That  fought  at  Thebes  and  Ilium,  on  each  aide 
Mix'd  with  auxiliar  gods;  and  what  resounds 
In  fable  or  romance  of  Uther's  son. 
Begirt  with  British  and  Armoric  knights; 
Anil  all  who  since,  baptized  or  infidel. 
Jousted  in  Aspramont,  or  Montalban, 
Damasco,  or  Morocco,  or  Trebisond, 
Or  whom  Biserta  sent  from  Afric  shore. 
When  Charlemagne  with  all  his  peerage  fell 
By  Fontarabia.    Thus  far  these  beyond 
Compare  of  mortal  prowess,  yet  observed 
Their  dread  commander:  he,  above  the  rest 
In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent. 
Stood  like  a  tower:  his  form  had  not  yet  lost 
All  her  original  brightness,  nor  appeared 
Less  than  archangel  ruined,  and  the  excess 
Of  glory  obscured :  as  when  the  sun,  new  risen, 
Looks  through  the  horizonuU  misty  air 
Shorn  of  his  beams;  or  from  beliind  the  moun. 
In  dim  eclipse,  disastrous  twilight  sheds 
On  half  the  nations,  and  with  fear  of  change 
Perplexes  monarch.    Darkened  so,  yet  shoue 
Above  them  all  th'  archangel:  but  his  face 
Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  intrenched,  and  cars 
Sat  on  his  faded  checks,  but  under  brows 
Of  dauntless  courage,  and  considerate  pride 
Wailing  revenge:  cruel  his  eye,  but  cast 
Signs  of  remorse  and  passion  to  behold 
The  fellows  of  his  crime,  the  followers  rather, 
(Far  other  once  beheld  in  bliss,)  condemned 
For  ever  now  to  have  their  lot  in  pain. 
Millions  of  spirits  for  his  fault  amerced 
Of  Heaven,  and  from  eternal  splendours  flung 
For  his  revolt,  yet  faithful  how  they  stood, 
Their  glory  withered :  as  when  Heaven's  fire 
Hath  scathed  the  forest  oaks,  or  mountain  pines. 
With  singed  top  their  stately  growth,  though  bare 
Stands  on  the  blasted  heath.     He  now  prepared 
To  speak ;  whereat  their  doubled  ranks  they  bend 
From  wing  to  wing,  and  half  enclose  him  round 
With  all  his  peers:  attention  held  tliem  mute. 
Thrice  he  assayed,  and  thrice,  in  spite  of  scorn, 
Tears,  such  as  angels  weep,  burst  forth!  at  last 
Words,  interwove  with  sighs,  found  out  tlieir  way 

"O  myriads  of  immortal  spirits!  O  powers 
Matchless,  but  with  th'  Almighty!  and  that  striff 
WcjB  not  inglorious,  tliough  th'  evi>nt  was  diro, 
As  tliis  place  testifies,  and  tliis  dire  chan«re. 
Hat«'ful  to  utter!  but  what  power  of  mind, 
Foreseeing  or  presaging,  from  tlio  de')th 
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Of  knowledge  pai|ffNr  present,  ooultl  have  £sared 

How  such  united  force  of  gods,  how  such 

As  stood  like  these,  could  ever  know  repulse  1 

For  who  can  yet  believe,  though  after  loss, 

That  all  these  puissant  legions,  whose  exile 

Hath  emptied  heaven,  shall  fail  to  reascend, 

Self-raised,  and  repossess  their  native  scati 

For  me,  be  witness  all  the  host  of  heaven, 

If  counsels  difierent,  or  dangers  shunned 

By  me,  have  k»t  our  hopes.    But  he,  who  reigns 

Monarch  in  heaven,  till  then  as  one  secure 

Sat  on  his  throne,  upheld  by  old  repute, 

Consent  or  custom,  and  his  regal  state 

Pot  forth  at  full,  but  still  his  strength  concealed, 

Which  tempted  our  attempt,  and  wrought  our 

&U.  • 

Henceforth  his  might  we  know,  and  know  our 

own. 
So  as  not  either  to  provoke,  or  dread 
New  war,  provoked !  our  better  part  remains 
To  work  in  close  design,  by  fraud  or  guile. 
What  force  effected  not !  that  he  no  less 
At  length  from  us  may  find,  who  overcomes 
By  force,  hath  overcome  but  half  his  foe. 
Space  may  produce  new  worlds;  whereof  so  rife 
There  went  a  fame  in  heaven  that  he  ere  long 
Intended  to  create,  and  therein  plant 
A  generation,  whom  his  choice  regard 
Should  favour  equal  to  the  sons  of  Heaven; 
Thither,  if  but  to  pry,  shall  be  perhaps 
Our  first  eruption,  thither  or  elsewhere: 
For  this  infernal  pit  shall  never  hold 
Celestial  spirits  in  bondage,  nor  th'  abyss 
Long  under  darkness  cover.    But  these  thoughts 
Full  counsel  must  mature:  peace  is  despaired; 
For  who  can  think  submission!    War  then,  war 
Open  or  understood,  must  be  resolved." 

He  spake:  and,  to  confirm  his  words,  out  flew 
Millions  of  flaming  swords,  drawn  from  the  thighs 
Of  mighty  cherubim;  the  sudden  blaze 
Far  TouDcl  illumined  hell :  highly  they  raged 
Ag»«TM*  the  Highest,  and  fierce  with  grasped  arms 
Clashed  on  their  sounding  shields  the  din  of  war. 
Hurling  defiance  toward  the  vaults  of  heaven. 
There  stood  a  hill  not  far,  whose  grisly  top 
Selched  fire  and  rolling  smoke ;  the  rest  entire 
Shone  with  a  glossy  scurf,  undoubted  sign 
That  in  bis  womb  was  hid  metallic  ore, 
The  work  of  sulphur.  Thither,  winged  with  speed, 
K  numerous  brigade  hastened .  as  when  bands 
Of  pioneers,  with  spade  and  pick-axe  armed 
Forerun  the  royal  camp,  to  trencli  a  field. 
Or  cast  a  rampart.     Mammon  led  them ; 
Mammon,  the  least  erected  spirit  that  fell 
Frum  heaven ;  fur  c^en  in  heaven  bis  looks  and 

thoughts 
Were  always  downward  bent,  admiring  more 
The  riches  of  heaven's  pavement,  trodden  gold. 
Than  ought  divine  or  holy  else  enjoved 


In  vision  beatific ;  by  him  first 
Men  also,  and  by  his  suggestion  taught, 
Ransacked  the  centre,  and  with  impious  hands 
Rifled  the  bowels  of  their  mother  earth 
For  treasures  better  hid.    Soon  had  his  crew 
Opened  into  the  hill  a  spacious  wound. 
And  digged  out  ribs  of  gold.    Let  none  admirs 
That  riches  grow  in  hell;  that  soil  may  best 
Deserve  the  precious  bane.    And  hero  let  those 
Who  boast  in  mortal  things,  and,  wondVing,  tch 
Of  Babel,  and  the  works  of  Memphian  kings, 
Learn  how  their  greatest  monuments  of  fame, 
And  strength,  and  art,  are  easily  outdone 
By  spirits  reprobate,  and  in  an  hour 
What  in  an  age  they,  with  incessant  toil 
And  hands  innumerable,  scarce  perform. 
Nigh  on  the  plain,  in  many  cells  prepared. 
That  underneath  had  veins  of  liquid  fire 
Sluiced  from  the  lake,  a  second  multitude 
With  wondrous  art  founded  the  massy  ore. 
Severing  each  kind,  and   scummed  the  buUion 

dross: 
A  third  as  soon  had  formed  within  the  ground 
A  various  mould,  and  from  the  boiling  cells 
By  strange  conveyance  filled  each  hollow  nookr 
As  in  an  organ,  from  one  blast  of  wind. 
To  many  a  row  of  pipes  the  soundboard  breatho 
Anon  out  of  the  earth  a  fabric  huge 
Rose  like  an  exhalation,  with  the  sound 
Of  dulcet  symphonies  and  voices  sweet. 
Built  like  a  temple,  where  pilasters  round 
Were  eet,  and  Doric  pillars  overlaid 
With  golden  architrave;  nor  did  they  want 
Cornice  or  frieze,  with  bossy  sculptures  graven; 
The  roof  was  fretted  gold.     Not  Babylon, 
Nor  great  Alcairo,  such  magnificence 
Equalled  in  all  their  glories,  to  enshrine 
Bel  us  or  Scrapis,  their  gods,  or  seat 
Their  kingj»,  when  Egypt  with  Assyria  strove 
In  wealth  and  luxury.     Th'  ascending  pile 
Stood  fixed  her  stately  height;  and  straight  ths 

doors, 
Opening  their  brazen  folds,  discover  wide 
Within,  her  ample  spaces,  o'er  the  smooth 
And  level  pavement;  from  the  arched  roof. 
Pendent  by  subtle  magic,  many  a  row 
Of  starry  lamps  and  blazing  cressets,  fed 
With  naphtha  and  asphaltus,  yielded  light 
As  from  a  sky.     The  ha^ty  multitude 
Admiring  entered ;  and  the  work  some  praise. 
And  some  the  architect:  his  liand  was  known 
In  Heaven  by  many  a  towered  structure  higli. 
Where  sceptered  angels  held  their  residence. 
And  sat  as  princes,  whom  the  supreme  King 
Exalted  to  such  power,  and  gave  to  rule. 
Each  in  his  hierarchy,  the  orders  brijiht. 
Nor  was  his  name  unheard  or  unadured 
In  ancient  Greece;  and  in  Ausonian  land 
Men  called  him  Mulciber;  and  how  ho  fnU 


i 


MILTOirS  WORKS. 


BOOTfl. 


From  IIea»«»n,  they  fabled,  thrown  by  angry  Jove 
Slieer  o*er  \he  crytftal  battlements:  from  mom 
To  noon  he  fell,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve, 
A  summer's  day;  and  with  the  setting  sun 
Dropt  ftfMi  the  zenith  like  a  falling  star, 
On  Lemnoe  th'  iBgean  isle:  thus  they  relate, 
Erring;  for  he  with  this  rebellious  rout 
Fell  long  before,  nor  auglit  availed  him  now 
T'  have  built  in  heaven  high  towers;  nor  did  he 

'scape 
By  all  his  engines,  but  was  headlong  sent 
With  his  industiouscrcw  to  build  in  hell. 

Meanwhile  the  winged  heralds,  by  command 
Of  sovereign  power,  with  awful  ceremony 
And  tumpct's  sound,  throughout  the  host  proclaim 
A  solemn  council,  forthwith  to  be  held 
At  Pandemonium,  the  high  capital 
Of  Satan  and  his  peers:  their  summons  called 
From  every  band  and  squared  regiment 
By  place  or  choice  the  worthiest;  they  anon 
With  hundreds  and  with  thousands  trooping  came 
Attended:  all  access  was  thronged ;  the  gates 
And  porches  wide,  but  chief  the  spacious  hall 
(Though  like  a  covered  field,  where  champions 

bold 
Wont  ride  in  armed,  and  at  the  soldan's  chair 
Defied  the  best  of  Panim  chivalry 
To  mortal  combat,  or  career  with  lance) 
Thick  swarmed,  both  on  the  ground  and  in  the 

air, 
Brushed  with  the  hiss  of  rusiimg  wings.  As  bees 
In  spring  time,  when  the  sun  with  Taurus  rides, 
Pour  forth  their  populous  youth  about  tlie  hive 
In  clusters;  they  among  fresh  dews  and  flowers 
Fly  to  and  fro,  or  on  the  smoothed  plank. 
The  suburb  of  their  straw-built  citadel 
New  rubbed  with  bahn,  expatiate  and  confer 
Their  state  oflairs.     So  thick  the  airy  crowd 
B warmed  and  were  straitened;  till  the  signal  given, 
Behold  a  wonder!  They  but  now  who  seemed 
In  bigness  to  surpass  earth's  giant  sons, 
New  less  than  smallest  dwarft»,  in  narrow  room 
Thronged  numberless ;  like  that  pygmean  race 
Beyond  the  Indian  mount;  or  fairy  elves, 
Whose  midnight  revels,  by  a  forest  side 
Or  fountain,  some  belated  peasant  sees, 
Or  dreams  he  sees,  while  overhead  the  moon 
Sits  arbitress,  and  nearer  to  the  earth 
Wheels  her  pale  course ;  they,  on  their  mirth  and 

dance 
Intent,  with  jocund  music  charm  his  ear; 
At  once  with  joy  and  fear  his  heart  rebounds. 
Thus  incorporeal  spirits  to  smallest  focms 
Reduced  their  shai)ed  immense,  and  were  at  large, 
Though  without  number  still,  amidst  the  hall 
Of  that  infernal  court.     But  far  within, 
•^ndin  their  own  dimensions,  like  themselves, 
The  great  scrapliic  lords  and  cherubim 
In  Ciosi*  recess  and  secret  conclave  sat; 


A  thousand  demi-gods  on  gol^ihi  le&ta. 
Frequent  and  full.    After  short  silence  then, 
And  summons  read,  the  great  consult  began. 

BOOK  II. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  consultation  begun,  Satan  debates  whether 
bonte  be  to  be  hazarded  for  the  recovery  of  heaven ;  smco  m1> 
viae  It,  ocheri  dianiade ;  a  third  proponl  la  prefenvd,  men* 
tioned  before  hj  Satan,  to  aearch  tlie  truth  of  that  prophecy  or 
tradition  in  heaven  concerning  another  world,  and  another 
kind  of  creature,  equal,  or  not  much  inferior  to  theroaelre^ 
about  this  time  to  be  created ;  their  doubt  who  aholl  be  lett 
on  this  diflkult  aearch ;  Satan  their  chief  undertalces  aHme  tho 
roja§t^  is  honoured  and  applauded.  The  council  thus  ended, 
the  reel  betake  them  several  wayi^  and  to  aevend  emplo]^ 
menti^  as  their  inclinations  lead  them,  to  entertain  the  time 
till  Satan  return,  lie  peases  on  his  journey  to  hell  gatoa,  findi 
them  shut,  and  who  sat  there  to  guard  them ;  by  wlioro  at 
length  they  are  opened,  and  discover  to  him  the  gmt  gulf  ba* 
tvreen  hell  and  Heaven ;  with  what  diffkully  he  passes  throogbk 
directed  by  Cliaoa,  the  power  of  that  place,  to  the  sight  of  tkls 
new  world  which  he  aoughL 


High  on  a  throne  of  royal  state,  which  far 

Outshone  the  wealth  of  Ormus  and  of  Ind, 

Or  where  the  gorgeous  east  with  richest  hand 

Showers  on  her  kings  barbaric  pearl  and  gold, 

Satan  exalted  sat,  by  merit  raised 

To  that  bad  eminence:  and,  from  despair 

Thus  high  uplifted  beyond  hope,  aspires 

Beyond  thus  high,  insatiate  to  pursue 

Vain  war  with  Heaven ;  and,  by  success  untaught, 

His  preud  imaginations  thus  displayed. 

"  Powers  and  dominions,  deities  of  Heaven! 
For  since  no  deep  within  her  gulf  can  hold 
Immortal  vigour,  though  oppressed  and  fallen, 
I  give  not  Heaven  for  lost.    From  this  descent 
Celestial  virtues  rising,  will  appear 
More  glorious  and  more  dread  than  from  no  fall. 
And  trust  themselves  to  fear  no  second  fate. 
Me,  tho'  just  right,  and  the  fixed  laws  of  HeaTen, 
EHd  first  create  your  leader,  next,  free  choice, 
With  what  besides,  in  counsel  or  in  fight. 
Hath  been  achieved  of  merit ;  yet  this  loss. 
Thus  far  at  least  recovered,  hath  much  more 
Established  in  a  safe  unenvied  throne. 
Yielded  with  full  consent.     The  happier  stato 
In  Heaven,  which  follows  dignity,  might  draw 
Envy  from  each  inferior;  but  who  hero 
Will  envy  whom  the  highest  place  exposes 
Foremost  to  stand  against  the  Thunderer's  aim 
Your  bulwark,  and  condemns  to  greatest  sharo 
Of  endless  painl  Where  there  is  tlien  no  good 
For  which  to  strive,  no  strife  can  grow  up  thert 
From  faction;  for  none  sure  will  claim  in  hell 
Precedence ;  none,  whose  portion  is  jo  small 
Of  present  pain,  that  v^ith  ambitious  mind 
Will  covet  more.    With  this  advantage  then 
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To  union,  and  finn  fahh,  and  firm  accord, 

More  than  can  be  in  Heaven,  we  now  return 

To  claim  oar  just  inheritance  of  old, 

Barer  to  prosper  than  prospcritj 

Could  have  assured  us ;  and  by  what  best  way, 

"Whether  of  open  war  or  covert  guile, 

We  now  debate :  who  can  advise,  may  speak." 

He  ceased;  and  next  him  Moloch,  sceptered 
king, 
Stood  up,  the  strongest  and  the  fiercest  spirit 
That  Ibught  in  Heaven,  now  fiercer  by  despair : 
His  trust  was  with  the  Eternal  to  be  deem'd 
Equal  in  strength,  and  rather  than  be  less 
Cared  not  to  be  at  all :  with  that  care  lost 
Went  all  his  fear:  of  God,  or  hell,  or  worse, 
He  recked  not,  and  these  words  thereailer  spake. 

"My  sentence  is  for  open  war :  of  wiles. 
More  unexpert,  I  boast  not:  them  let  those 
Contrive  who  need,  or  when  they  need,  not  now, 
For,  while  they  sit  contriving,  shall  the  rest, 
MUfions  that  stand  in  arms,  and,  longing,  wait 
Tne  ngnal  to  ascend,  sit  lingering  here 
Heaven's  fugitives,  and  for  their  dwelling-place 
Accept  this  dark  opprobrious  den  of  shame, 
The  prisKm  of  his  tyrrany  who  reigns 
By  our  delay  1  No!  let  us  rather  choose. 
Armed  with  hell-flames  and  fury,  all  at  once 
O'er  Heaven's  high  towers  to  force  resistless  way. 
Turning  our  tortures  into  horrid  arms 
Against  the  Torturer;  when  to  meet  the  noise 
Of  his  almighty  engine  he  shall  hear 
Infernal  thunder,  and  for  lightning  see 
Black  fire  and  horror  shot  with  equal  rage 
Among  his  angels,  and  his  throne  itself 
Mixed  with  Tartarean  sulphur,  and  strange  fire, 
His  own  invented  torments.    But  perhaps 
The  way  seems  difficult  and  steep  to  scale 
With  upright  wing  against  a  hiirher  foe. 
Let  such  bethink  them,  if  the  sleepy  drench 
Of  that  forgetful  lake  benumb  not  still, 
Tliat  in  our  proper  motion  we  ascend 
Up  to  oar  native  seat:  descent  and  fall 
To  OS  is  adverse.    Who  but  felt  of  late, 
When  the  fierce  foe  hung  on  our  broken  rear 
Insahing,  and  pursued  us  through  the  deep. 
With  what  compulsion  and  laborious  flight 
We  sunk  thus  low  1  The  ascent  is  easy  then ; 
The  event  is  feared;  should  we  again  provoke 
Our  stronger,  some  worse  way  his  wrath  my  find 
To  our  destruction;  if  there  be  in  hell 
F«'ar  to  be  w«rse  destroyed :  what  can  bo  worse 
Than  to  dwell  here,  driven  out  from  bliss,  con- 

dcnmcxl 
j»  tliis  abhorred  deep  to  utter  wo, 
Wht-m  pain  of  uncxtinguUhabli  fire 
Must  exercise  us  without  hope  of  end, 
riie  vai5«nls  of  his  anger,  when  the  scourge 
Inexorably,  and  the  torturing  hour 
Callit  us  to  penance  1  More  destroyed  than  thus, 

p2 


We  should  be  quite  abolished,  and  expire. 
What  fear  we  then  ?  what  doubt  we  to  incensii 
His  utmost  irel  which  to  the  height  enraged, 
Will  either  quite  consume  us,  and  reduce 
To  nothing  this  essential,  happier  far 
Than,  miserable,  to  have  eternal  being ; 
Or,  if  our  substance  be  indeed  divine, 
And  can  not  cease  to  be,  we  are  at  worst 
On  this  Fide  nothing;  and  by  proof  we  feel 
Our  power  sufficient  to  disturb  his  Heaven, 
And  with  perpetual  inroads  to  alarm. 
Though  inaccessible,  his  fatal  throne : 
Which,  if  not  victory,  is  yet  revenge." 

He  ended,  frowning,  and  his  look  denounced 
Desperate  revenge,  and  battle  dangerous 
To  less  than  gods.     On  the  other  side  up  rose 
Belial,  in  act  more  graceful  and  humane; 
A  fairer  person  lost  not  Heaven ;  he  seemed 
For  dignity  composed  and  high  exploit: 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow ;  though  his  tongue 
Dropt  manna,  and  could  make  the  worse  appear 
The  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 
Maturest  counsels:  for  his  thoughts  were  low; 
To  vice  industrious,  hut  to  nobler  deeds 
Timorous  and  slothful :  yet  he  pleased  the  car, 
And  with  persuasive  accent  thus  began. 

"  I  should  be  much  for  open  war,  O  peers 
As  not  behind  in  hate ;  if  what  was  urged 
Main  reason  to  persuade  immediate  war. 
Did  not  dissuade  me  most,  and  seem  to  cast 
Ominous  conjecture  on  the  whole  success : 
"When  he,  who  most  excels  in  fact  of  arms, 
In  what  he  counsels  and  in  what  excels 
Mistrustful,  grounds  his  courage  on  despair, 
And  utter  dissolution,  as  the  scope 
Of  all  his  aim,  after  some  dire  revenge. 
First,  what  revenge  1   The  towers  of  Heaven  ut 

filled 
"With  armed  watch,  that  render  all  accesb 
Impregnable :  oft  on  the  bordering  deep 
Encamp  their  legions ;  or,  with  obscure  wing. 
Scout  far  and  wide  into  the  realm  of  night. 
Scorning  surprise.    Or,  could  we  break  our  way, 
By  force,  and  at  our  heels  all  hell  should  rise 
With  blackest  insurrection,  to  confound 
Heaven's  purest  light :  yet  our  great  Enemy 
All  incorruptible,  would  on  his  throne 
Sit  unpolluted,  and  the  ethereal  mould. 
Incapable  of  stain,  would  soon  expel 
Her  mischief,  and  purge  off  the  baser  fire, 
Victorious.     Thus  repulsed,  our  final  hope 
Is  flat  despair :  we  must  exasperate 
The  almighty  Victor  to  spend  all  his  rago 
And  that  must  end  us ;  that  must  be  our  cure, 
To  Iks  no  more:  sad  cure!  for  who  would  lose. 
Though  full  of  pain,  tliis  intellectual  being. 
Those  thoughts  that  wander  throusli  etcrnitv 
To  j)cris!i  rather,  swallowed  up  and  lust 
In  the  wide  womb  of  uncreated  nl^^ht, 
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i>ttmd  j4 warn tatd  mtt6aal  •adwbohaamn, 
L«t  talk  hit  ffio^^  mhethtr  onrtB^rrj  Foe 
Czn  ipve  k,  or  wiD ever?  how  he  can, 
Ir  fknUfol ;  that  be  nrver  miSL,  u  fcre. 
Win  br,  no  wiae,  kt  loose  at  ooee  hk  ixc^ 
fVfike  through  impotence,  or  onaware, 
To  fi[iTe  hill  cnetniea  their  wiih,  and  end 
Them  in  hia  anger,  whom  his  anger  saves 
To  fxmish  enfilos?  Wherefore  cease  we  then  ? 
Saj  they  who  counsel  war,  we  are  decreed, 
fUsrrred,  and  destined  to  eternal  wo; 
Whatever  doing,  what  can  we  sofler  more. 
What  can  we  soiier  wome  ?  Is  this  then  wont, 
Thus  sitting,  thus  consulting,  thos  in  anus  1 
What!  when  we  fled  amain,  pornied  and  stmck 
With  Heaven's  afflicting  thonder,  and  besought 
The  deep  to  shelter  OS  1  this  bell  then  seemed 
A  lefbge  from  those  wounds :  or  when  we  lay 
Chained  on  the  burning  lake]  that  sore  was 


What  if  the  breath,  that  kindled  those  grim  fim, 
Awaked,  shook]  blow  them  into  seTenf<>id  rage. 
And  plooge  as  in  the  flames  1  or  from  above 
Bhoold  intermitted  Tengeance  arm  again 
Hb  red  right  hand  to  plague  us  ]  what  if  all 
Her  stores  were  opened,  and  this  firmament 
Of  heU  should  spout  her  cataracts  of  fire, 
Imperuling  horrors,  threatening  hideous  fall 
One  day  upon  our  heads ;  while  we  perhaps, 
Designing  or  exhorting  glorious  war, 
Caught  in  a  fiery  tempest,  shall  be  hurled, 
Each  on  his  rock  transfixed,  the  sport  and  prey 
Of  wracking  whirlwinds;  or  for  ever  sunk 
ITnder  yon  bculing  ocean,  wrapt  in  chains; 
There  to  converse  with  everlasting  groans, 
CJnrrspited,  unpitied,  unreprieved. 
Ages  of  hopeless  end  ?  This  would  be  worse. 
War,  therefore,  open  or  concealed,  alike 
My  voice  dissuades ;  for  what  can  force  or  guile 
With  him,  or  who  deceive  his  mind,  whose  eye 
Views  all  tilings  at  one  view  1  He  from  Heaven's 

height 
All  these  our  motions  vain  sees  and  derides; 
Not  more  almighty  to  resist  our  might 
Than  wise  to  frustrate  all  our  plots  and  wiles. 
Shall  we  then  live  thus  vile,  the  race  of  Heaven 
Thus  trampled,  thus  expelled  to  suffer  hcr6 
Chains  and  these  torments  1   better  these  than 

worse. 
By  my  advice;  since  fate  inevitable 
Bubdiies  us,  and  omni|x>tcnt  decree 
The  victor's  will.     To  suffer,  as  to  do, 
()ur  slrrngth  is  equal,  nor  the  law  unjust 
TItnt  my  onlnins:  this  was  at  fintt  n*8olvcd, 
If  Hr  wrrn  wlw,  againtit  so  great  a  foe 
^^imivwWufl,  and  so  doubtful  what  might  fall. 
I  Inii^b,  wiirtt  tlifNM)  who  fit  the  si)c«ir  are  bold 
A  Mil  *'r|it'fHU«,  ir  Liiiit  fnil  thnn,  shrink  and  fear 
Wlinl  Vi'l  t)i*'y  kiMiw  niunt  fulluw,  to  endure 


ExHe,  or  ignosBUiy.  sr  bcndb,  er  pain. 

The  senCenee  of  their  Coaqaefor:  this  m 

Our  doom;  which  if  we  can  soitain  and  bcai^ 

Our  sopmne  fise  in  time  may  much  icmit 

His  anger,  and  perhaps,  thus  hi  removed, 

XoC  mind  os,  not  odending.  satis&d 

With  what  is  punished ;  whence  thfcae  raging  firat 

Will  slacken,  if  his  breath  ctir  noC  their  damcsL 

Our  purer  essence  then  will  overcome 

Their  noxious  vapour,  or,  inured,  noC  led; 

Or,  chai^ffd  at  length,  and  to  the  placed  copfomied 

In  temper  and  in  nature,  will  receive 

Familiar  the  fierce  heat,  and  void  of  pain; 

Thif  horror  will  grow  mild,  this  darkness  light; 

Besides  what  hope  the  never-entfing  ffighl 

Of  future  days  may  bring,  what  chance,  what 

change 
Worth  waiting,  since  our  pre«ent  lot  appean 
For  happy  though  but  ilL  for  ill  noC  worst. 
If  we  procure  not  to  ourselves  more  wo." 
Thus  Behal,  with  words  doihed  in  reaaoa^ 

Counselled  ignoble  ease,  and  peaceful  sk>th. 

Not  peace:  and  after  him  thus  Mammon  spake. 

**  Either  to  disenthrone  the  King  of  Heaven 

We  war,  if  war  be  best,  or  to  regain 

Our  own  right  lost:  him  to  unthrone  we  then 

May  hope,  when  everlasting  Fate  shall  yieU 

To  fickle  Chance,  and  Chaos  judge  the  strife: 

The  former,  vain  to  hope,  argues  as  vain 

The  latter:  for  what  (dace  can  be  for  us 

\Vithin  heaven's  bound,  unless  heaven's  Lord  so* 

preme 
We  overpower  1    Suppose  he  should  relent. 
And  publish  grace  to  all,  on  promise  made 
Of  new  subjection :  with  what  eyes  could  we 
Stand  in  his  presence  humble,  and  receive 
Strict  laws  imposed,  to  celebrate  his  throne 
With  warbled  hynuis,  and  to  his  Godhead  sing 
Forced  hallelujahs,  while  he  lordly  sits 
Our  envied  Sovereign,  and  his  altar  breathes 
Ambrosial  odours  and  ambrosial  flowers, 
Our  servile  oficrings  1     This  must  be  our  task 
In  Heaven,  this  our  delight;  how  wearisome 
Eternity  so  spent,  in  worship  paid 
To  whom  we  hate!    Let  us  not  then  pursue, 
By  force  impossible,  by  leave  obtained 
Unacceptable,  though  in  Heaven,  our  state 
Of  splendid  vassalage,  but  rather  seek 
Our  own  good  from  ourselves,  and  from  our  own 
Live  to  ourselves,  though  in  this  vast  recess, 
Free,  and  to  none  accountable,  preferrin<» 
Hard  liberty  befoiv  the  easy  yoke 
Of  servile  pomp.    '  .'ur  greatness  will  appear 
Then   most  conspicuous,  when  great  tliintrs  o| 

small, 
Useful  of  hurtful,  prosperous  of  adverse. 
We  can  create,  and  in  what  place  soe'er 
Tiirivc  under  e\il  and  work  case  out  of  pom 
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Through  Uboui  and  enduniioe.   Thii  deep  woiid 
Of  darkneiedo  we  dread  1    How  oft  amidst 
Thick  doudB  and  dark  doCh  Heaven'a  aU-mling 

Sire 
Choow  to  reiide,  hia  glory  anobacored, 
And  with  the  majesty  of  darkness  round 
CoTcis  his  throne;  fiom  whence  deep  thunders 

roar 
Mustering  their  rage,  and  Heaven  resembles  helll 
As  he  our  darkness,  can  not  we  his  light 
Imhate when  we  please  1    This  desertsoil 
Wants  not  her  hidden  lustre,  gems  and  gold ; 
Nor  want  we  skill  or  art,  fimn  whence  to  raise 
Magnifioenoe;  and  what  can  Heaven  show  more? 
Our  torments  also  may  in  length  of  time 
Became  our  elements;  these  piercing  fires 
As  soft  as  now  severe,  our  temper  changed 
Into  their  temper;  which  must  needs  remove 
The  sensible  of  pain.    All  things  invite 
To  peaceful  coimsels,  and  the  settled  state 
Of  order,  how  in  safety  best  we  may 
Compose  our  present  evils,  with  regard 
Of  what  we  are  and  were,  dismiising  quite 
All  thoughts  of  war:  ye  have  what  I  advise." 
He  scarce  had  finished,  when  such  murmur 
filled 
Th'  assembly,  as  when  hollow  rocks  retain 
The  sound  of  blustering  winds,  which  all  night 

long 
Had  roused  the  sea,  now  with  hoarse  cadence 

luU 
Sca&ring  men  o'erwatched,  whose  bark  by  chance, 
Or  pinnace,  anchon  in  a  craggy  bay 
After  the  tempest:  such  applause  was  heard 
As  Mammon  ended ;  and  his  sentence  pleased. 
Advising  peace :  for  such  another  field 
They  dreaded  worse  than  hell:  so  much  the  fear 
Of  thunder  and  the  sword  of  Michael 
Wrought  still  within  them ;  and  no  less  desire 
To  fiwind  this  nether  empire,  which  might  rise 
By  policy,  and  long  process  of  time, 
In  emulation  opposite  to  Heaven. 
Which  when  Beebsebub  perceived,  than  whom 
Satan  except,  none  higher  sat,  vnth  grave 
Aspect  he  rose,  and  in  his  rising  seemed 
A  pillar  of  state ;  deep  on  his  front  engraven 
Deliberation  sat,  and  public  care; 
And  princely  counsel  in  his  face  yet  shone, 
Maj»tic  though  in  ruin:  sage  he  stood, 
WHh  Atlantean  shoulders  fit  to  bear 
The  weight  of  mightiest  monarchies;  his  look 
Drew  audience  and  attention  still  ■  as  night 
Or  rammer's  noontide  air,  while  thus  he  spake. 
"Thrones  and  imperial  powers,  offspring  of 
Heaven, 
Ethereal  virtues!  or  these  titles  now 
Moat  we  renounce,  and,  chan^Ting  style,  be  called 
Princes  of  hell!  for  so  the  popular  vote 

I,  here  to  continue,  and  build  up  hero 


A  growing  empire;  doubtless;  while  we  dream. 
And  know  not  that  the  King  of  Heaven  halh 

doomed 
This  place  our  dungeon,  not  our  safe  retreat 
Beyond  his  potent  arm,  to  live  exempt 
From  Heaven's  high  jurisdiction,  in  new  league 
Banded  against  his  throne,  but  to  remain 
In  strictest  bondage,  though  thus  far  removed, 
Under  the  inevitable  curb,  reserved 
Hia  captive  multitude:  for  he,  be  sure. 
In  height  or  depth,  still  first  and  last  will  reign 
Sole  king,  and  of  his  kingdom  lose  no  part 
By  our  revolt;  but  over  hell  extend 
His  empire,  and  with  iron  sceptre  ruia 
Us  here,  as  with  his  golden  those  in  Heaveu. 
What  sit  we  then  projecting  peace  and  warl 
War  hath  determined  us,  and  foiled  with  loss 
Irreparable ;  terms  of  peace  yet  none 
Vouchsafed  or  sought;  for  what  peace  will  be  givsQ 
To  us  enslaved,  but  custody  severe. 
And  stripes,  and  arbitrary  punishment 
Inflicted?  and  what  peace  can  we  return, 
But  to  our  pow€  hostility  and  hate. 
Untamed  reluctance,  and  revenge,  though  aio4ir. 
Yet  ever  plotting  how  the  conqueror  least 
May  reap  hu  conquest,  and  may  least  rejoice 
In  doing  what  we  most  in  suffering  feel  1 
Nor  will  occasion  want,  nor  shall  we  need 
With  dangerous  expedition  to  invade 
Heaven,  whose  high  walls  fear  no  assault  or  iiege^ 
Or  ambush  from  the  deep.    What  if  we  find 
Some  easier  enterprise?    There  is  a  place, 
(If  ancient  and  prophetic  fame  in  Heaven 
Err  not,)  another  world,  the  happy  seat 
Of  some  new  race  called  Man,  about  this  time 
To  be  created  like  to  us,  though  less 
In  power  and  excellence,  but  favoured  more 
Of  him  who  ndes  above;  so  was  his  will 
Pronounced  among  the  Gods,  and  by  an  oath, 
That  shook  Heavens  whole  circumference,  con- 
firmed. 
Thither  let  us  bend  all  our  thoughts  to  leam 
What  creatures  there  inhabit,  of  what  mould, 
Or  substance,  how  endued,  and  what  their  powofi 
And  where  their  weakness,  how  attempted  best, 
By  force  or  subtlety.    Though  Heaven  bo  shut, 
And  Heaven's  high  Arbitrator  sit  secure 
In  his  own  strength,  this  pbce  may  lie  exposed, 
The  utmost  border  of  his  kingdom,  left 
To  their  defence  who  hold  it:  here  perhaps 
Some  advantageous  act  may  be  achieved 
By  sudden  onset,  either  with  hell  fire 
To  waste  his  whole  creation,  or  possess 
All  as  our  own,  and  drive,  as  we  were  dnven, 
The  puny  habitants,  or,  if  not  drive. 
Seduce  them  to  our  party,  that  their  God 
May  prove  their  foe,  and  with  repenting  hand 
Abolish  hi^  own  works.     This  would  surpass 
Common  revenge,  and  interrupt  his  joy 
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fn  <jK,i  3onfti«on,  and  oar  joy  upraise 
In  his  liBturbance;  when  hi*  darling  sons, 
Hurled  headlong  to  partake  with  us,  shall  cotm 
Their  frail  original,  and  faded  bUas, 
Faded  so  soon.    Advise  if  this  be  worth 
Attempting,  or  to  sit  in  darkness  here 
Hatching  Tain  empires.*'    Thus  Beelxebab 
Pleaded  his  devilish  counsel,  first  devised 
By  Satan,  and  in  part  proposed:  for  whence^ 
But  from  the  author  of  all  ill  could  spring 
80  deep  a  malice,  to  confound  the  race 
Of  mankind  in  one  root,  and  earth  with  hell 
To  mingle  and  involve,  done  all  to  spite 
The  great  Creator  1    But  their  spite  still  servei 
His  glory  to  augment.    The  bold  design 
Pleased  highly  those  infernal  states,  and  joy 
Sparkled  in  ail  their  eyes;  with  full  assent 
They  vote:  whereat  tds  speech  he  thus  renews: 

**  Well  have  ye  judged,  well  ended  long  debate, 
Synod  of  gods!  and  like  to  what  ye  are, 
Great  things  resolved,  which  from  ^e  lowest  deep, 
Will  once  more  liA  us  up,  in  sjHte  of  fate, 
Nearer  our  ancient  seat;  perhaps  in  view 
Of  those  bright  confines,  whence,  with  neighbour- 
ing arms 
And  opportune  excursion,  we  may  chance 
Re-enter  Heaven ,  or  else  in  some  mild  zone 
Dwell,  not  unvisited  of  Heaven's  fair  light, 
Secure,  and  at  the  bright'ning  orient  beam 
Purge  off  this  gloom:  the  soft  delicious  air, 
To  heal  the  scar  of  these  corrosive  fires. 
Shall  breathe  her  balm.    But,  first,  whom  shall 

we  send 
in  search  of  this  new  world?  whom  shall  we  find 
Sufficient?  who  shall  tempt  with  wandering  ficct 
The  dark  unbottomed  infinite  abyss, 
And  through  the  palpable  obscure  find  out 
His  uncouth  way,  or  spread  his  airy  fiight. 
Upborne  with  indefatigable  wings. 
Over  the  vast  abrupt,  ere  he  arrive 
The  happy  isle  ?  what  strength,  what  ait  can  then 
Suffice,  or  what  evasion  bear  him  safe 
Through  the  strict  sentries  and  stations  thick 
Of  angels  watching  round?    Here  he  had  need 
An  circumspection,  and  we  now  no  less 
Choice  in  our  suffrage ;  for,  on  whom  we  send, 
Tho  weight  of  all,  and  our  last  hope  relies." 

This  said,  he  sat;  and  expectation  held 
TIU  look  suspense,  awaiting  who  appeared 
To  second,  or  oppose,  or  undertake 
The  i)crik>u8  attempt:  but  all  sat  mute, 
Pon<!cring  the  danger  with  deep  thoughts:  and  each 
In  odicr  8  countenance  read  his  own  dismay, 
Aflt^nieiliod:  none  among  the  choice  and  prime 
Of  ttioiu^  Heaven-warring  chi^pions  could  be 

found 
60  liirdy  as  to  proffer  or  accept 
A'oiie  the  dreadful  voyage;  till  at  last 
B»(*in.  whom  now  transcendant  glory  raised 


Aboife  his  feUows,  with  monarchal  pride, 
Conscious  of  highest  worth,  unmoved,  thos  spokA 

"  O  progeny  of  Heaven,  empyreal  throneil 
With  reason  hath  deep  silence  and  demur 
Seized  us,  though  undismayed:  long  is  the  way, 
And  hard,  that  out  of  hell  leads  up  to  light; 
Our  prison  strong;  this  huge  convex  of  fire, 
Outrageous  to  devour,  immures  us  round 
Ninefokl ;  and  gates  of  burning  adamant, 
Barred  over  us,  prohibit  all  egress. 
These  passed,  if  any  pass,  the  void  profound 
Of  unessential  Night  receives  him  next, 
Wide  gaping,  and  with  utter  loss  of  being 
Threatens  him,  plunged  in  that  abortive  gol£ 
If  thence  he  'scape  into  whatever  world, 
Or  unknown  region,  what  remains  him  less 
Than  unknown  dangers,  and  as  hard  escape; 
But  I  should  ill  become  this  throne,  O  peeisf 
And  this  imperial  sovereignty,  adorned 
With  splendour,  arm'd  with  power,  if  aught  prc^ 

pos'd 
And  judged  of  public  moment,  in  the  shape 
Of  difficulty  or  danger  could  deter 
Me  from  attempting.    Wherefore  do  I  aasoDie 
These  royalties  and  not  refuse  to  reign, 
Refusing  to  accept  as  great  a  share 
Of  hazard  as  of  honour,  due  alike 
To  him  who  reigns,  and  so  much  to  him  due 
Of  hazard  more,  as  he  above  the  rest 
High  honoured  sits?  Go,  therefore,  mighty  powers^ 
Terror  of  Heaven,  though  fallen !  intend  at  home, 
While  here  shall  be  our  home,  what  best  may  ease 
The  present  nuscry,  and  render  hell 
More  tolerable;  if  there  be  cure  or  charm 
To  respite,  or  deceive,  or  slack  the  pain 
Of  this  ill  mansion:  intermit  no  watch 
Against  a  wakeful  foe,  while  I  abroad, 
Throu<rh  all  the  coasts  of  dark  destruction,  seek 
Deliverance  for  us  all :  this  enterprise 
None  shall  partake  with  me."  Thus  saying,  rose 
The  monarch,  and  prevented  all  reply; 
Prudent,  lest,  from  thu  nsolution  raised, 
Others  among  the  chief  might  ofi[er  now 
(Certain  to  be  refused)  what  erst  they  feared; 
And,  so  refused,  might  in  opinion  stand 
His  rivals,  winning  cheap  the  high  repute 
Wliich  ho  through  hazard  huge  must  earn.    Bat 

they 
Dreaded  not  more  th'  adventure  than  his  voice 
Forbidding ;  and  at  once  with  him  they  rose : 
Their  rising  all  at  once  was  as  the  sound 
Of  thunder  heard  remote.    Towards  him  thrf 

bend. 
With  awful  reverence  prone :  and  as  a  Grod 
Extol  him  equal  to  the  highest  in  heaven : 
Nor  failed  they  to  express  how  much  they  praiwd^ 
That  for  the  general  safety  he  despised 
His  own:  for  neither  do  the  spirits  damnea 
Lose  all  their  virtue*  lest  bad  men  should  bnasl 
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Their  apedocis  deeds  on  earth,  which  glory  excites, 
Or  dose  ambition,  varnished  o*er  with  zeaL 
Thus  they  their  doubtful  consultations  dark 
Ended,  ivjoicing  in  their  matchless  chief: 
As  when  from  mountain  tops  the  dusky  ckmds 
Ascending,  while  the  northwind  sleeps,  o'cr^read 
Heaven's  cheerful  face,  the  lowering  element 
Scowls  o'er  the  darkened  landscape   snow,  or 

shower; 
If  chance  the  radiant  sun  with  farewell  sweet 
Extend  hb  evening  beam,  the  fields  revive, 
The  birds  their  notes  renew,  and  bleating  herds 
Attest  their  joy,  that  hill  and  valley  rings. 
0  shame  to  men!  devil  with  devil  damned 
Firm  concord  holds;  men  only  disagree 
Of  creatures  rational,  though  under  hope 
Of  heavenly  grace:  and,  God  proclaiming  peace, 
Yet  live  in  hatred,  enmity,  and  strife 
Among  themselves,  and  level  cruel  wars, 
Wasting  the  earth,  each  other  to  destroy: 
As  if  (which  might  induce  us  to  accord) 
Blan  had  not  hellish  foes  enow  besides, 
That  day  and  night  for  his  destruction  wait 

The  Stygian  council  thus  dissolved;  and  forth 
In  order  came  the  grand  infernal  peers: 
Midst  came  their  mighty  Paramount,  and  seemed 
Alone  the  antagonist  of  heaven,  nor  less 
Than  hell's  dxead  emperor,  with  pomp  supreme. 
And  godlike  imitated 'state:  him  round, 
A  globe  of  fiery  seraphim  enclosed 
With  bright  emUazonry,  and  horrent  arms. 
Then  of  their  session  ended  they  bid  cry 
With  trumpets  regal  souAd  the  great  result : 
Towards  the  four  winds  four  speedy  cherubim 
Put  to  their  mouths  the  sounding  akhemy. 
By  herald's  voice  explained;  the  hollow  abyss 
Heard  far  and  wide,  and  all  the  host  of  hell 
With  deafening  shout  returned  them  loud  acclaim. 
Thence  more  at  ease  their  minds,  and  somewhat 

raised 
By  fidse  presumptuous  hope,  the  ranged  powers 
Disband,  and,  wandering  each  his  several  way 
Pursues,  as  inclination  or  sad  choice 
Leads  him  perplexed,  where  he  may  likeliest  find 
Trace  to  his  restless  thoughts,  and  entertain 
The  irksome  hours,  till  his  great  chief  return. 
Part  on  the  plain,  or  in  the  air  sublime, 
Upon  the  wing,  or  in  swift  race  contend. 
As  at  the  Olympian  games  or  Pythian  fields: 
Part  cnrb  their  fiery  steeds,  or  shun  the  goal 
With  rapid  wheels,  or  fronted  brigades  form, 
As  when,  to  warn  proud  cities,  war  appears 
Waged  in  the  troubled  sky,  and  armies  rush 
To  battle  in  the  clouds,  before  each  van 
Prick   forth  the  ury  knights,  and  couch  their 

spears 
TUl  thickest  legions  close ;  with  feats  of  arms 
From  either  end  of  heaven  the  welkin  bums. 
Others,  with  vast  Tjpboeaa  rage  more  fell, 


Rend  up  both  rocks  and  hills,  u 

In  whirlwind,  hell  scarce  holds  tk 

As  when  Alddes,  from  CEk:halia  ch»^_ 

With  conquest,  felt  th'  envenomed  robe,  ailor  *^ 

Through  pain  up  by  the  roots  Thcssalian  pines^ 

And  Lichas  from  the  top  of  (Eta  threw 

Into  th'  Euobic  sea.    Otheri,  more  mild. 

Retreated  in  a  silent  valley,  sing 

With  notes  angelical  to  many  a  harp 

Their  own  heroic  deed  and  hapless  fall 

By  doom  of  battle ;  and  complain  that  fate 

Free  virtue  should  inthral  to  force  or  chance. 

Their  song  was  partial,  but  the  harmony 

(What  could  it  less  when  spirits  immortal  sing !} 

Suspended  hell,  and  took  with  ravishment 

The  thronging  audience.  In  discourw  more  swesi 

(For  eloquence  the  aoul,  song  charms  the  sense) 

Others  apart  sat  on  a  hill  retired, 

In  thoughts  more  elevate,  and  reasoned  high 

Of  providence,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  fate; 

Fixed  fikte,  free  will,  foreknowledge  absolute ; 

And  found  no  end,  in  wandering  mazes  lost. 

Of  good  and  evil  much  they  argued  then, 

Of  happiness  and  final  misery, 

Passion  and  apathy,  and  glory  and  shame  | 

Vain  wisdom  all,  and  false  philosophy! 

Yet  wiih  a  pleasing  soreery  could  charm 

Pain  for  a  while  or  anguish,  and  excite 

Fallacious  hope,  or  arm  the  obdurcd  breast 

With  stubborn  patience  as  with  triple  steel. 

Another  part  in  squadrons  and  gross  bands. 

On  bold  adventure  to  discover  wide 

That  dismal  world,  if  any  clime  perhaps 

Might  yield  them  easier  habitation,  bend 

Four  ways  their  flying  march,  along  the  banks 

Of  four  infernal  rivers,  that  disgorge 

Into  the  burning  lake  their  baleful  streams ' 

Abhorred  Styx,  the  flood  of  deadly  hate; 

Sad  Acheron,  of  sorrow,  block  and  deep; 

Cocytus,  named  of  lamentation  loud 

Heard  on  the  rueful  stream;  fierce  Phlegcthon, 

Whose  waves  of  torrent  fire  inflame  with  rage. 

Far  off  from  these,  a  slow  and  silent  stream, 

Lethe,  the  river  of  oblivion,  rolls 

Her  watery  labyrinth,  whereof  who  drinks. 

Forthwith  his  former  state  and  being  forgets, 

Forgets  both  joy  and  grief,  pleasure  and  pain. 

Beyond  this  flood  a  frozen  continent 

Lies  dark  and  wild,  beat  with  perpetual  storms 

Of  whirlwind,  and  dire  hail,  which  on  firm  land 

Thaws  not,  but  gathers  heap,  and  ruin  seems 

Of  ancient  pile ;  all  else  deep  snow  and  ice, 

A  gulf  profound,  as  that  Scrbonian  bog 

Betwixt  Damiata  and  mount  Casius  old, 

Where  armies  whole  have  s"»»k :  the  parching  ac 

Bums  frore,  and  cold  performs  Jtie  effect  of  fire. 

Thither,  by  harpy-footed  furies  haled, 

At  certain  revolutions,  all  the  damned 

Are  brought ;  and  feel  by  turns  the  bitter  change 
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Of  fierce  cxtrcmei,  extremes  by  change  more  fierce, 
From  beds  of  raging  fire,  to  starve  in  ice 
Their  soft  ethereal  warmth,  and  there  to  pine 
Immoveable,  infixed,  and  frozen  ronnd, 
Periods  of  time,  thence  hurried  back  to  fire. 
They  terry  over  this  Lethean  sound 
Both  to  and  fro,  their  sorrow  to  augment, 
And  wish  and  struggle,  as  they  pass,  to  reach 
The  tempting  stream,  with  one  small  drop  to  lose 
In  sweet  forgetfulnets  all  pain  and  wo, 
All  in  one  moment,  and  so  near  the  brink; 
But  Fate  withstands,  and  to  oppose  the  attempt 
^Medusa  with  Gorgonian  terror  guards 
The  ford,  and  of  itself  the  water  flics 
Ail  taste  of  living  wight,  as  once  it  fled 
The  lip  of  Tantalus.    Thus  roving  on 
In  confused  march  forlorn,  the  advcnt'rous  bands. 
With  shuddering  horror  pale,  and  eyes  aghast, 
Viewed  first  their  lamentable  lot,  and  found 
No  rest :  through  many  a  dark  and  dreary  vale 
They  passed,  and  many  a  region  dolorous, 
O'er  many  a  frozen,  many  a  fiery  Alp, 
Rocks,  caves,  lakes,  fens,  bogs,  dens,  and  shades 

of  death, 
A  universe  of  death,  which  God  by  curse 
Created  evil,  for  evil  only  good, 
Where  all  life  dies,  death  lives,  and  nature  breeds, 
Perverse,  all  monstrous,  all  prodigious  things, 
Abominable,  inutterable,  and  worse 
Than  fables  yet  have  feigned,  or  fear  conceived, 
Grorgons,  and  Hydras,  and  Chimeras  dire. 

Meanwhile  the  adversary  of  God  and  man, 
Satan,  with  thoughts  inflamed  of  highest  design. 
Puts  on  swift  wings,  and  towards  the  gates  of  hell 
Explores  his  solitary  flight :  sometimes 
He  scours  the  right  hand  coa^t,  sometimes  the  left. 
Now  shaves  with  level  wing  the  deep,  then  soars 
Up  to  the  fiery  concave  towering  high. 
As  when  far  off  at  sea  a  fleet  descried 
Hangs  in  the  clouds  by  equinoctial  winds 
Close  sailing  from  Bcngala,  or  the  isles 
Of  Ternate  and  Tidore,  whence  merchants  bring 
Their  spicy  drugs ;  they,  on  the  trading  flood, 
Through  the  wide  Ethiopian  to  the  Cape, 
Ply  stemming  nightly  towards  the  pole:  so  seemed 
Far  off  the  flying  fiend.    At  last  appear 
Hell  bounds,  high  reaching  to  the  horrid  roof, 
And  thrice  threefold  the  gates :  three  folds  were 

brass, 
Three  iron,  three  of  adamantine  rock 
Impenetrable,  impaled  with  circling  fire, 
Vet  unconsumed.    Before  the  gates  there  sat 
On  either  side  a  formidable  shape; 
The  one  seemed  woman  to  the  waist,  and  fair, 
But  ended  foul  in  many  a  scaly  fold 
Voluminous  and  vast,  a  serpent  armed 
With  mortal  sting ;  about  her  middle  round 
A  cry  of  hell-hounds,  never  ceasing,  barked 
With  wide  Ccrberean  mouths  full  loud,  and  rung 


A  hideous  peal ;  yet,  when  they  list,  would  creep, 
If  aught  disturbed  their  noise,  into  her  womb, 
And  kennel  there;  yet  there  still  barked  snd 

howled, 
Witliin  unseen.    Far  less  abhorred  than  these 
Vexed  Scylla,  bathing  in  the  sea  that  parts 
Calabria  firom  the  hoarse  Trinacrian  shore: 
Nor  uglier  follow  the  nighthag,  when,  called 
In  secret,  riding  through  the  air  she  comes, 
Lured  with  the  smell  of  infant  blood,  to  dance 
With  Lapland  witches,  while  the  lab'ring  moon 
Eclipses  at  their  charms.    The  other  shape. 
If  shape  it  might  be  called  that  shape  had  none 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb ; 
Or  substance  might  be  called  that  shadow  seemed* 
For  each  seemed  either ;  black  it  stood  as  night. 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  Hell, 
And  shook  a  dreadful  dart ;  what  seemed  his  head 
The  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 
Satan  was  now  at  hand ;  and  from  his  seat 
The  monster,  moving  onward,  came  as  fast 
With  horrid  strides;  hell  trembled  as  he  strode. 
The  undaunted  fiend  what  this  might  be  admired. 
Admired,  not  feared :  God  and  his  Son  except, 
Created  thing  naught  valued  he,  nor  shunned; 
And  with  disdainful  look  thus  first  began. 

"  Whence  and  what  art  thou,  execrable  shape! 
That  dares,  though  grim  and  terrible,  advance 
Thy  miscreated  front  athwart  my  way 
To  yonder  gates?  through  them  I  mean  to  pass, 
That  be  assured,  without  leave  asked  of  thee: 
Retire,  or  taste  thy  folly;  and  learn  by  proof. 
Hell-born !  not  to  contend  with  spirits  of  Heaven." 

To  whom  the  goblin,  full  of  wrath,  replieil, 
"  Art  thou  that  traitor  angel,  art  thou  he. 
Who  first  broke  peace  in  heaven,  and  fwth,  till  then 
Unbroken,  and  in  proud  rebellious  arms 
Drew  after  him  the  third  part  of  Heaven's  sons 
Conjured  against  the  Highest,  for  which  both  thou 
And  they,  outcast  from  God,  arc  here  condemned 
To  waste  eternal  days,  in  wo  and  pain  1 
And  reckonest  thou  thyself  with  spirits  of  heaven, 
Hell-doomed!  and  breathest  defiance  here  and 

scorn. 
Where  I  reign  king,  and,  to  enrage  thee  mon,, 
Thy  king  and  lord?  Back  to  thy  punishment, 
False  fugitive !  and  to  thy  speed  add  wings. 
Lest  with  a  whip  of  scorpions  I  pursue 
Thy  lingering,  or  with  one  stroke  of  this  dart 
Strange  horror  seize  thee,  and  pangs  unfelt  before. ' 

So  spake  the  grisly  terror,  and  in  shape, 
So  speaking  and  so  threatening,  grew  tenfold 
More  dreadful  and  deformed:  on  the  other  side. 
Incensed  with  indignation,  Satan  stood 
Untcrrified,  and  like  a  comet  burnc<l, 
That  fires  the  length  of  Ophiuchus  huge 
In  the  arctic  sky,  and  from  his  horrid  hair 
Shakes  pestilence  and  war.     Each  at  the  iieod 
Levelled  his  deadly  aim;  their  fatal  hands 
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No  teoond  stroke  intend;  and  such  a  frown 
Each  cast  at  the  other,  as  when  two  black  clouds, 
With  heaven's  artillery  fraught,  come  rattling  on 
Over  the  Caspian,  then  stand  front  to  front 
Hovering  a  space,  till  winds  the  signal  blow 
To  join  their  dark  encounter  in  mid  air : 
So  frowned  the  mighty  combatants,  that  hell 
Grew  darker  at  their  frown ;  so  matched  they  stood ; 
For  never  but  once  more  was  either  like 
To  meet  so  great  a  foe :  and  now  great  deeds 
Had  been  achieved,  whereof  all  hell  had  rung, 
Had  not  the  snaky  sorceress  that  sat 
Fast  by  hell  gate,  and  kept  the  fatal  key, 
Risen,  and  with  hideous  outery  rushed  between. 

"O  father!  what  intends  thy  liand,"  she  cried, 
'Against  thy  only  son!  What  fury,  O  son! 
Possesses  thee  to  beinj^that  mortal  dart 
Against  thy  father's  head !  and  knowest  for  whom? 
For  him  who  sits  above  and  laughs  tho  while 
At  thee  ordained  his  drudge,  to  execute 
Whate'er  his  wrath,  which  he  calls  justice,  bids ; 
His  wrath  which  will  one  day  destroy  ve  both." 

She  spake,  and  at  her  words  the  hellish  pest 
Forebore;  then  these  to  her  Satan  returned. 

"  So  strange  thy  outery,  and  thy  words  so 
strange 
ThoQ  interposest,  that  my  sudden  hand, 
Prevented,  spares  to  tell  thee  yet  by  deeds 
What  it  intends!  till  first  I  know  of  thee, 
What  thing  thou  art,  thus  double-formed,  and  why. 
In  this  infernal  vede  first  met,  thou  call'st 
Me  Cither,  and  that  phantasm  call'st  my  son; 
.1  know  thee  not,  nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Sight  more  detestable  than  him  and  thee.' 

To  whom  thus  the  portress  of  hell-gate  replied: 
"  Hast  thoQ  forgotten  me  then,  and  do  I  seem 
Now  in  thine  eyes  so  fouH  once  deemed  so  fair 
In  Heaven,  when  at  the  assembly,  and  in  sight 
Of  aD  the  seraphim  with  thee  combined 
In  bokl  conspiracy  against  Heaven's  King, 
All  on  a  sadden  miserable  pain 
Sorprised  thee,  dim  thine  eyes,  and  dizzy  swam 
In  darkness,  while  thy  head  flames  thick  and  fiist 
Threw  forth,  till  on  the  left  side  opening  wide, 
likcst  to  thee  in  shape  and  countenance  bright, 
Then  shining  heavenly  fair,  a  goddess  armed. 
Out  of  thy  head  I  sprang:  amazement  seized 
All  the  host  of  Heaven;  back  they  recoiled,  afraid 
At  first,  and  called  me  Sin,  and  for  a  sign 
Portentous  held  me;  but,  fkmiliar  grown, 
I  pleaded,  and  with  attractive  graces  won 
The  most  averse,  thee  chiefly,  who  full  oft, 
Thyself  in  me  thy  perfect  image  viewing, 
Beeam*Mt  enamoured,  and  such  joy  thou  took'st 
W^ith  me  in  secret,  that  my  womb  conceived 
A  growing  burden.    Meanwhile  war  arose. 
And  fields  were  fought  in  Heaven;  wherein  re- 
mained 
(Fof  what  could  else!)  to  our  Almighty  Foe 


Clear  victory,  to  our  part  loss  and  rout 
Through  all  the  empyrean:  down  they  fell, 
Driven  headlong  from  the  piteh  of  Heaven,  dowB 
Into  this  deep,  and  in  the  general  fall 
I  also ;  at  which  time  this  powerful  key 
Into  my  hand  was  given,  with  charge  to  keep 
These  gates  for  ever  shut,  which  none  can  pass 
Without  my  opening.     Pensive  here  I  sat 
Alone:  but  long  I  sat  not,  till  my  womb. 
Pregnant  by  thee,  and  now  excessive  grown 
Prodigious  motion  felt,  and  rueful  throes. 
At  last  this  odious  offspring  whom  thou  seest, 
Thine  own  begotten,  breaking  violent  way. 
Tore  through  my  entrails,  that  with  fear  and  pain 
Distorted,  all  my  nether  shape  thus  grew 
Transformed;  but  he  my  inbred  enemy 
Forth  iraued,  brandishing  his  fatal  dart, 
Made  to  destroy:  1  fled,  and  cried  out  Death! 
Hell  trembled  at  the  hideous  name,  and  sighed 
From  all  her  caves,  and  back  resounded  Death, 
1  fled;  but  he  pursued,  (though  more  it  seems. 
Inflamed  with  lust  than  rage,)  and  swiiler  far, 
Me  overtook,  his  mother,  all  dismayed, 
And,  in  embraces  forcible  and  foul 
Engendering  with  me,  of  that  rape  begot 
These  yelling  monsters,  that  with  ceasele&t  cry 
Surrounded  me,  as  thou  sawcst,  hourly  conceived 
And  hourly  bom,  with  sorrow  infinite 
To  me;  for  when  they  list,  into  the  womb 
That  bred  them  they  return,  and  howl  and  gnaw 
My  bowels,  their  repast ;  then,  bursting  forth 
Afresh,  with  conscious  terrors  vex  me  round, 
That  rest  or  intermission  none  I  find. 
Before  mine  eyes  in  opposition  sits 
Grim  Death,  my  son  and  foe^  who  sete  them  oil. 
And  me  his  parent  would  full  soon  devour 
For  want  of  other  prey,  but  that  he  knows 
His  end  with  mine  involved;  and  knows  that  I 
Should  prove  a  bitter  morsel,  and  his  bane. 
Whenever  that  shall  be ;  so  fate  pronounced. 
But  thou,  O  father!  I  forewarn  thee,  shun 
His  deadly  arrow;  neither  vainly  hope 
To  be  invulnerable  in  those  bright  arms. 
Though  tempered  heavenly ;  for  that  mortal  dint, 
Save  he  who  reigns  above,  none  can  resist." 
She  finished,  and  the  subtle  fiend  his  lore 
Soon  leam'd,  now  milder,  and  thus   answered 

smooth. 
"  Dear  daughter!  since  thou  claim'st  me  for  tb^ 

sire. 
And  my  fair  son  hero  show'st  me,  the  dear  pledgii 
Of  dalliance,  had  with  thee  in  Heaven,  and  joyi» 
Then  sweet,  now  sad  to  mention,  through  dirs 

change 
Befallen  us,  unforeseen,  unthought  of;  know, 
I  come  no  enemy,  but  to  set  free 
From  out  this  dark  and  dismal  house  of  pain 
Both  him  and  thee,  and  all  the  heavenly  host 
Of  spirite,  that,  in  our  just  pretences  aimed 
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Fell  with  us  from  on  high :  from  them  I  go 
This  uncouth  errand  sole,  and  one  for  all 
Myeelf  expose,  with  lonely  steps  to  tread 
Th*  unfounded  deep,  and  through  the  void  im- 
mense 
To  search  with  wandering  quest  a  place  foret<Jd 
Should  be,  and,  by  concurring  signs,  ere  now 
Created  vast  and  round,  a  place  of  bliss 
In  the  purlieus  of  Heaven,  and  therdn  placed 
A  race  of  upstart  creatures,  to  supply 
Perhaps  our  vacant  room,  though  more  removed. 
Lest  Heaven,  surcharged  with  potent  multitude, 
Might  hap  to  move  new  broils :  be  this  or  aught 
Than  this  more  secret  now  designed,  I  haste 
To  know,  and  this  once  known,  shall  soon  return. 
And  bring  ye  to  the  place  where  thou  and  Death 
Shall  dwell  at  ease,  and  up  and  down  unseen 
Wing  silently  thebuzpm  air,  embalmed 
With  odours;  there  ye  shall  be  fed  and  fUlei* 
Immeasurably,  all  tilings  shall  be  your  prey.' 
Ho  ceased,  for  both  seemed  highly  pleased,  and 

•Death 
Grinned  horribly  a  ghastly  smile,  to  hear 
His  famine  should  be  filled,  and  blest  his  maw 
Destined  to  that  good  hour :  no  less  rejoiced 
His  mother  bad:  and  thus  bespake  her  sire. 

"  The  key  of  this  infernal  pit  by  due. 
And  by  command  of  Heaven's  all  powerful  King, 
I  keep,  by  him  forbidden  to  unlock 
These  adamantine  gates;  against  all  force 
Death  ready  stands  to  interpose  his  dart. 
Fearless  to  be  o'ermatched  by  living  might. 
But  what  owe  I  to  his  commands  above 
Who  hates  mc,  and  hath  hither  thrust  me  down 
Into  the  gloom  of  Tartarus  profound. 
To  sit  in  hitcful  office  here  confined. 
Inhabitant  of  heaven,  and  heavenly  bom, 
Here  in  perpetual  agony  and  pain, 
With  terrors  and  with  clamours  compassed  round 
Of  mine  own  brood,  that  on  my  bowels  feedl 
Thou  art  my  father,  thou  my  author,  thou 
My  being  gavest  me ;  whom  should  I  obey 
But  thee,  whom  follow?  thou  wilt  bring  me  soou 
To  that  new  worid  of  light  and  bliss,  among 
I'he  gtxls  who  live  at  ease,  where  I  shall  reign 
At  thy  right  hand  voluptuous,  as  beseems 
Thy  daughter  and  thy  darling,  without  end." 

Tlius  saying,  from  her  side  the  fatal  key, 
Sad  instrument  of  all  our  wo,  she  took; 
And,  towards  the  gate  rolling  her  bestial  train, 
Forthwith  the  huge  portcullis  high  up  drew, 
Which,  but  herself,  not  all  the  Stygian  powers 
(^uuld  once  have  moved:    then  in  the  keyhole 

turns 
Th'  intricate  wards,  and  every  bolt  and  bar 
Of  massy  iron  or  solid  rock  with  ease 
Unfaxtens :  on  a  sudden  open  fly 
With  impotiTous  recoil  and  jarring  sound, 
Th'  infemtti  doors,  and  or  their  hinges  grato 


Harsh  thunder;  that  the  lowest  bottom  shook 
Of  Erebus.    She  opened,  but  to  shut 
Excelled  her  power;  the  gates  wide  open  gtoody 
That  with  extended  wings  a  bacnercd  host, 
Under  spread    ensigns   marching,    might   pui 

through 
With  horse  and  chariots  ranked  in  loose  amy; 
So  wide  they  stood,  and  like  a  furnace  mouth 
Cast  forth  redounding  smoke  and  ruddy  flame. 
Before  their  eyes  in  sudden  view  appear 
The  secrets  of  the  hoary  deep,  a  dark 
Illimitable  ocean,  without  bound, 
Without  dimension;  where  length,  breadth,  and 

heighth. 
And  time,  and  place  are  lost ;  where  eldest  I^ight 
And  Chaos,  ancestors  of  Nature,  hold 
Eternal  anarchy,  amidst  tl^^oiae 
Of  endless  wars,  and  by  confusion  stand. 
For  hot,  cold,  moist,  and  dry,   four  championi 

fierce. 
Strive  here  for  mastery,  and  to  battle  bring 
Their  embrvon  atoms;  they  around  the  flag 
Of  each  Uf  faction,  in  their  several  clans^ 
Light  armed  or  heavy,  sharp,  smooth,  swift,  oi 

slow. 
Swarm  populous,  unnumbered  as  the  sands 
Of  Barca  or  Cyrene*s  torrid  soil, 
Levied  to  side  with  warring  winds,  and  poise 
Their  lighter  wings.    To  whom  these  most  adhera 
Ho  rules  a  moment:  Chaos  umpire  sits, 
And  by  decision  more  embroils  the  fray, 
By  which  he  reigns;  next  him  high  arUter 
Chance  governs  all.    Into  this  wild  abyss, 
The  womb  of  nature,  and  perhaps  her  grave, 
Of  neither  sea,  nor  shore,  nor  air,  nor  fire. 
But  all  these  in  their  pregnant  causes  mixed 
Confusedly,  and  which  thus  must  ever  fight, 
Unless  the  almighty  Maker  them  ordain 
His  dark  materials  to  create  more  worlds; 
Into  this  wild  abyss  the  wary  iiend 
Stood  on  the  brink  of  hell,  and  looked  a  while, 
Pondering  his  voyage;  for  no  narrow  frith 
He  had  to  cross.    Nor  was  his  ear  less  pealed 
With  noises  loud  and  ruinous  (to  compare 
Great  things  with  small)   than  when  BellocJi 

storms. 
With  all  her  battering  engines  bent  to  raze 
Some  capital  city;  or  less  than  if  this  frame 
Of  Heaven  were  falling,  and  these  elements 
In  mutiny  had  from  her  axle  torn 
The  steadfast  earth.    At  last  his  sail-broad  vans 
He  spreads  for  flight,  and  in  the  surging  smoke 
Uplifted  spurns  the  ground ;  thence  many  a  league 
As  in  a  cloudy  chair,  ascending  rides 
Audacious ;  but,  that  seat  soon  falling,  meets 
A  vast  vacuity :  all  unawares. 
Fluttering  his  pennons  vain,  plump  down  he  dropf 
Ten  thousand  fathom  deep ;  and  to  this  hour 
Down  had  been  fallingi  had  not  by  ill  chanoo 
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Tho  strong  rcbufTof  some  tumultuous  cloud, 

Instina  with  fin*  and  nitre,  hurried  him 

As  many  miles  alofl :  that  fury  stayed, 

Q.ii«>nched  in  a  boggy  Syrtis,  neither  sea 

Nor  pood  dry  land :  nigh  foundered,  on  he  fares, 

TVeading  the  crud<;  consistence,  half  on  foot, 

Half  flying ;  bchi^oves  him  now  both  oar  and  sail. 

As  when  a  gryphon,  through  the  wilderness 

With  winged  course,  o'er  hill  or  moory  dale, 

Puiwies  the  Arimaspian,  who  by  rtealth 

Had  from  his  wakeful  custody  purloined 

The  guarded  gold :  so  eagerly  the  fiend 

O'cT  bog,  or  steep,  through  strait,  rough,  dense,  or 

rare, 
HVlth  head,  hands,  wings,  or  feet  pursues  his  way. 
And  swims,  or  sinks,  or  wo^,  or  creeps,  or  flies : 
At  length  a  universaVhiibbub  wild 
Of  (tunning  sounds,  and  voices  all  confused, 
Borne  through  the  hollow  dark,  assaults  his  ear 
"With  loudest  vehemence:  thither  he  plies, 
TTndaunted  to  meet  there  whatever  jiower 
Or  sjMrit  of  the  nethermost  abyss 
Might  in  that  noise  reside,  of  whom  to  ask 
Which  way  the  nearest  coast  of  darkness  lies 
Bordering  on  light;  when  straight  behold  the 

throne 
Of  Chaos,  and  his  dark  pavilion  spread 
Wide  on  the  wastefiU  deep ;  with  him  enthroned 
Sat  sable  vested  INlght,  eldest  of  things. 
The  consort  of  his  reign ;  and  by  tlicm  stood 
Orcuf  and  Ades,  and  the  dreaded  name 
Of  Demogorgon ;  Rumour  next,  and  Chance, 
And  Tumult,  and  Confusion,  aU  embroiled. 
And  Discord  with  a  thousand  various  mouths. 
T*  whom  Satan,  turning  boldly,  thus, "  Yc  powers 
And  spirits  of  this  nethermost  abyss, 
Chaos  and  ancient  night !  I  come  no  spy, 
With  purpose  to  explore  or  to  disturb 
The  SL-crets  of  your  realm ;  but,  by  constraint 
Wandering  this  darksome  desert,  as  my  way 
lies  through  your  spacious  empire  up  to  light, 
Akine,  and  without  guide,  half  lost,  I  seek 
What  readiest  path  leads  where  your  gloomy 

bounds 
Confine  with  Heaven ;  or  if  some  other  place, 
From  your  dominion  won,  th*  ethereal  King 
Possesses  lately,  thither  to  arrive 
I  travel  this  profound :  direct  my  course ; 
Directed,  no  mean  recompense  it  brings 
To  your  behoof,  if  I  that  region  lost, 
AH  usurpation  thence  expelled  reduce. 
To  her  original  darkness,  and  your  sway, 
rWJiich  is  my  present  journey,)  and  once  more 
Erect  the  standard  there  of  ancient  niirht : 
Vours  l>e  tli*  wlvantagc  all,  mine  the  revenge." 
Thu?  Satan  ;  and  him  thus  the  Anarch  old. 
With  ^altering  speech  and  visage  incomposcd 
An!«wcre<J,  "  I  know  thee,  stranger !  who  thou  art. 
That  mightj  leading  angel,  who  of  late 
4  £ 


Made  head  against  Heaven*8  King,  though  over- 
thrown. 
I  saw  and  heard ;  for  such  a  numerous  host 
Fled  not  in  silence  through  the  frighted  deep, 
With  ruin  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout, 
Confusion  worse  confounded  ;  and  Heaven  gatci 
j  Poured  out  by  millions  her  rictorious  Imnds 
'Pursuing.     I  ujwn  my  frontiers  here 
Keep  residence ;  if  all  I  can  will  serve 
That  little  which  is  left  so  to  defend. 
Encroached  on  still  through  your  intestine  broils. 
Weakening  the  sceptre  of  old  Night :  first  hell. 
Your  dungeon,  stretching  far  and  wide  beneath; 
Now  lately  Heaven  and  Earth,  another  worid. 
Hung  o'er  my  realm,  linked  in  a  golden  chain 
Tothatside  Heaven  from  whence  your  legions  fell: 
If  that  way  be  your  walk,  you  have  not  far  j 
So  much  the  nearer  danger ;  go,  and  speed ! 
Havoc,  and  spoil,  and  ruin  are  my  gain." 

He  ceased;  and  Satan  stayed  not  to  reply, 
But,  glad  that  now  his  sea  should  find  a  shorCi 
With  fresh  alacrity  and  force  renewed, 
Springs  upward,  like  a  pyramid  of  fire, 
Into  the  wild  expanse,  and  through  the  shock 
Of  fijjhtinjj  elements,  on  all  sides  round 
Environed;  wins  his  way;  harder  beset. 
And  more  endangered,  than  when  Argo  passed 
Through  Bosphorus, Iwtwixt  the  justling  rocks; 
Or  when  Ulysses  on  the  larboard  shunned 
Charybdis,  and  by  the  other  whirlpool  steered. 
So  he  with  difliculty  and  labour  hard 
Movetl  on,  with  difficulty  and  labour  he: 
But,  he  once  past,  soon  afler,  when  man  fell, 
Strange  alteration !  Sin  and  Death  amain 
Following  his  track,  such  was  the  will  of  Hcavcii, 
Paved  after  him  a  broad  and  Ixiaten  way 
Over  the  dark  abyss,  whose  boiling  gulf 
Tamely  endured  a  bridge  of  wondrous  length. 
From  nell  continued,  reaching  the  utmost  orb 
Of  this  frail  world;  by  which  the  spirits  perverse 
With  easy  intercourse  pass  to  and  fro 
To  tempt  or  punish  mortals,  except  whom 
God  and  gooil  angels  guard  by  special  grace. 
But  now  at  last  the  sacred  influence 
Of  light  appears,  and  from  the  walls  of  Heaven 
Shoots  far  into  the  bosom  of  dim  night 
A  glimmering  clawn :  here  Nature  first  liegins 
Her  farthest  verge,  and  Chaos  to  retire. 
As  from  her  outmost  works  a  broken  foe. 
With  tumult  less,  and  with  less  ho-stile  din : 
That  Satan  with  less  toil,  and  now  with  ease, 
Waf\s  on  the  calmer  wave  by  dubious  light, 
And,  like  a  weatherbeatcn  vessel,  holds 
Gladly  the  port;  though  shrouds  and  tackle  tornj 
Or  in  Uie  emptier  waste,  resembling  air, 
Weighs  his  spread  wings,  at  leisure  to  behold 
Far  off  the  empyreal  Heaven,  extended  vido 
In  circuit,  undetermined  square  or  round, 
With  opal  towers  and  battlements  adoriej 
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Of  livini*  Mpphirc,  onco  his  niitivp  w»at ; 
Anil  fast  by,  lian^ing  in  a  golden  clinin, 
This  prncK'nt  world,  in  bijjncss  a«  a  star 
Of  smallest  nwunitndo  'Awe.  bv  the  moon. 
TluthtT.  full  fraught  wilh  miarliiovouB  revcngo, 
Arrursoil,  ami  in  u  cursed  hour,  he  hies. 

BOOK  111. 


THE  AROrMENT. 

God,  mirtng  nn  his  ihrnnp,  ten  Satan  flyinc;  tnwanb  this 
world,  then  n'wiy  rreatctl ;  shows  liini  to  xYip  Son,  wh(>  nt  at 
hii  right  IiuihI;  forptflUi  iheHUCc<»«  of  8atan  in  iiervuniu; 
mankind;  cluurd  his  uwii  justice  and  wi.'nlum  from  all  iinpu> 
tfUioit,  h.i\ iM^  rrrjiiiil  iii.in fie;-, ar»d nbU* onuii^h lolMVd  wiili- 
•;■>!«!  his  Kiiiprer;  yet  di^hnn  his  piirp'»»c  of  jrrr^co  u»wanl« 
him,  in  rp?anl  he  fHI  nni  of  hhown  nialicp.  n^did  S»»tan,but 
hj  hini  KdurxNl.  The  Hon  of  G«id  rendcm  praiivfi  to  his  Fa- 
ther, ioT  the  manifefltatiiin  of'  his  graciuns  pur|>ose  towanls 
man ;  hiu  Cod  u^Miii  dtcLifL-Mt  lliat  graa-  can  ihx  lio  cxCi  iid«-d 
lowinlj'  ni.Tii  wiiliout  the  «:iti:- far  Jim  r>f  divin-'  jii:.iici';  man 
linth  tifrnd.^il  tlip  ninji'sty  (if  C'vl  hy  .I'plrln?  roClnilIif.'.d.  an«1, 
thrn'f'irr,  with  nil  hiji  pfwr^ny.  dovmttl  lo  doa«h,  nnw^  dio,  nn- 
Irw  snme  one  ean  he  f«nind  ButTicieut  to  answer  for  his  ofTunrc, 
and  undei^o  hu  punialmient.  Tliu  s^n  of  4Sod  freely  uirers 
hi ni;<ulf  ii  random  fur  nun:  the  Ftitln'r  accepts  him, onldiis 
his  iin'om-iiidii,  ]tro:K<uiii\:$  hi;*  L-.\;i1t.tii(.ii)  ah.ivf  ull  nami::^  in 
Ilca'.cu  aiid  crinli ;  ooiiiiiiaiidrf  nil  the  nn^-'N  to  ndttp;  him: 
Ihry  oltr-y,  antl  hymning  to  jlielr  har|«!»  In  full  chnlr,  crle'irate 
t)ie  Father  and  the  Sun.  Meanwhile  Satan  ali^i^hbs  upon  the 
iHirc  convex  of  this  wortd'tf  outermost  orb ;  where  wamlering. 
ho  fiTisl  fuHlit  a  placi-  Hincc  called  iliu  Liiiibu  of  Vanity :  what 
pci>ua-« and  thiu::n  Hy  up  thithrr;  thence  comc:*  to  the  gale  of 
Ili-.tvcn,  d-Ki'.ribi-'ln.vrndlnir  by  ^aira,  and  ihe  w.itor?  above 
the  firmament  thnt  fluw  about  It :  his  pnsmiro  thence  to  the 
orb  of  tite  fiun ;  he  flndn  there  Uriel,  the  n^ent  of  that  orb, 
but  fint  chanses  liimft:lf  into  the  aliape  of  a  meaner  angul ; 
imd  pruiundiii*;  a  7A,-aKius  dttf>ire  to  buhuld  the  new  crvatiun,  and 
m:ui  w.'uiiii  Gijd  l:ad  ])lared  here,  inquires  of  him  tlic  place 
of  hi"  )iaIii!.ition,  and  id  directed :  alights  fim  on  mount  Ni- 
|«hatca. 


Hail,  holy  Light  I  oflsprinir  of  TIcaven  first  bom! 
Or  of  the  eternal  coeternal  Ivam 
Mav  I  express  thee  unblametl  1  since  God  is  lijrht, 
And  never  but  in  nuapproached  light 
Dwelt  from  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee, 
Eriixht  effluence  of  brijrht  essence  incre.ntc. 
Or  hcarirst  thou  rather  pure  ethereal  stream. 
Whose  fountain  who  shall  tell  1  Before  the  sun, 
Before  the  heavens  thou  wert,  and,  at  the  voice 
Of  Gwl,  as  with  a  mantle,  didst  invest 
The  rising  world  of  waters  dark  and  deep, 
Won  from  the  void  and  forinh^s  infinite. 
Thee  I  nnwit  now  with  bolder  wing, 
Kscapod  the  Stygian  pool,  tliough  long  detained 
In  that  obscure  sojourn,  while  in  my  flight 
Through  utter  and  tlirough  middle  darkness  borne. 
With  ether  notes  than  to  the  Orphean  lyre, 
1  HUiig  of  Chaos  and  eternal  Night, 
Taught  by  the  heavenly  Muse  to  venture  down 
Tiie  dark  desci'nt,  and  up  to  reascend, 
Though  liarJ  and  rare :  thcc  I  revisit  safe, 


And  feel  thy  sovereign  vital  lamp;  but  thou 
Revifltent  not  these  eves,  that  roll  m  vain 
To  find  thv  iiiercinjr  rav.  and  find  no  da^vn; 
So  thick  a  drop  serrne  hath  quenchrtl  their  jrhii, 
Or  tlim  sufriisiofi  veih-d.     Yet  not  the  more 
r'rase  I  to  wander,  where  the  muses  haunt 
Clear  spring,  or  shady  prove,  or  sunny  hill, 
Sniit  with  the  love  of  sacred  song;  but  chief 
Thee,  Sinn,  and  the  flowery  brooks  lieneath, 
That  wash  thy  hallowed  feet,  and  warbling  flcT 
Nightly  1  visit :  nor  sometimes  forget 
Those  other  two  equalled  with  me  in  fate, 
So  were  1  equalled  with  them  in  renown, 
RHnd  Thamvris  and  blind  Ma?onides, 
And  Tiresias  and  Phineus,  prophets  old: 
Then  fee*!  on  thoughts,  that  voluntary  mo^t) 
lEannoiiious  numlicrs ;  as  the  wakefi:l  bird 
Sings  darkling,  and  in  shadiest  covert  hid 
Tunes  her  nocturnal  note.     Thus  with  the  yeoF 
Reasons  return  ;  but  not  to  me  returns 
Day,  or  the  sweet  npjiroach  of  even  or  mom, 
Or  sight  of  vernal  bloom,  or  summer  »  rose 
Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  fare  divine; 
But  cloud  instead,  and  ever-dnring  dark 
Surrounds  me.  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 
Cut  ofl'  and,  for  tlie  l>ookof  knowledge  fair 
Presented  with  a  universal  blank 
Of  nature's  works,  to  me  expimired  and  razedl, 
An<l  wisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shnt  out. 
So  much  the  rather  thou,  ceb^stial  Light, 
Shine  inward,  and  the  mind  through  all  her  powen 
Irradiate;  there  plant  eyes,  all  mist  from  thence 
Purge  and  disjierse,  that  I  may  see  and  till 
Of  tilings  iuNisiblc  to  mortal  sight. 

Now  had  the  almighty  Father  from  alxjve. 
From  the  jiure  emjjyrean  where  he  sits 
I  Tigh  throne<l  above  all  height,  bent  down  hia  eye, 
His  own  works  and  their  works  at  once  to  view; 
About  him  all  the  sanctities  of  Heaven 
Stood  thick  as  stars,  and  from  his  sight  received 
Beatitude  past  utterance;  on  his  right 
The  radiant  ima^e  of  his  jjlorvsat, 
His  only  Son;  on  the  earth  he  first  beheld 
Our  two  firstt  parents,  yet  the  only  two 
Of  mankind,  in  the  happy  garden  placed, 
Reaping  immortal  fruits  of  joy  and  love, 
Uninterrupted  joy,  unrivalled  love. 
In  blissful  solitude;  he  then  sun'cyed 
Hell  and  the  gulf  l)etween,  and  Satan  there 
Coristing  the  wall  of  Heaven  on  this  side  Night 
In  the  dun  air  sublime,  and  ready  now 
To  stoop,  wilh  wearied  wings,  and  willing  feet, 
On  the  bare  outside  of  this  world,  that  seenK'd 
Firm  land  emlxwomed,  without  firmament, 
Uncertain  which,  in  ocean  or  in  air. 
Him  God  beholding  from  his  prospect  Iiigh 
Wherein  past,  present,  future  he  beholds, 
Thus  to  his  only  Son  foreseeing  spake. 

"  Only  begotten  Son,  scest  thou  wha'  raft 
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Tr.insports  our  adversary  1  Whom  no  bounds 
I      Prcscribcdj  no  bars  of  hell,  nor  all  the  chains 
Heaped  on  huii  there,  nor  yet  the  main  abyss 
Wide  interrupt  can  hold ;  fo  bent  he  seems 
On  dcsf^crute  revenge,  that  slioll  redound 
ITpon  his  own  rebellious  head.    And  now, 
Through  all  restraint  broke  loose,  he  wings  his 

way 
x^or  far  oflf  Heaven,  in  the  precincts  of  light, 
Directly  towards  the  new  created  world, 
And  man  tliere  placed,  with  purpose  to  assay 
If  liim  by  force  he  can  destroy,  or,  worse, 
By  some  (also  guile  pervert;  and  shall  pervert: 
Fur  man  will  hearken  to  his  glozing  lies, 
And  cosily  transgress  tlie  sole  coimnand. 
Sole  pledge  of  his  obedience:  so  will  fall 
Ue  and  bis  faithless  progeny:  whose  fault  ? 
Whose  bat  his  ownl  Ingrate,  ho  had  of  me 
All  he  could  have ;  I  mode  him  just  and  right, 
Sufficient  to  have  stood,  though  free  to  fall. 
Such  I  created  all  the  etli^rcal  jiowers 
And  spirits,  both  them  who  stood  and  them  who 

fiulcd; 
Freely  they  stood  who  stood,  and  foil  who  fell. 
Xot  free,  what  proof  could  they  have  given  sincere 
Of  true  allegiance,  constant  faith  or  love, 
Where  only  what  tlicy  needs  must  do  appeared, 
Jikot  what  they  would?  what  praise  could  they  re- 
ceive 1 
What  pleasure  I  from  such  obedience  paid, 
When  will  and  reason  (reason  also  is  choice) 
UseleM  and  vain,  of  freedom  both  despoiled, 
Made  passive  both,  had  served  necessity. 
Not  me  1  They,  therefore,  as  to  right  belonged 
So  were  created,  nor  can  justly  accuse 
Their  Maker,  or  their  nudiing,  or  tlieir  fate, 
As  if  predestination  ovemded 
Their  will,  disposed  by  absolute  decree 
Or  high  foreknowledge;  they  themselves  decreed 
Their  own  revolt,  not  I ;  if  1  foreknew. 
Foreknowledge  had  no  influence  on  their  fault. 
Which  liad  no  less  proved  certain  unforeknovvn. 
So  without  least  impulse  or  shadow  of  fate. 
Or  aught  by  me  immutably  foreseen, 
Thi  y  trespass,  authors  to  themselves  in  all 
Both  what  they  judge  and  what  they  choose ;  for  so 
1  formed  them  free,  and  free  they  must  remain, 
Till  they  inthral  themselves;  I  else  must  change 
Their  nature,  and  revoke  the  Iiigh  decree 
TJnchan^eablc,  eternal,  which  ordained 
Their  freedom ;  they  themselves  ordained  their  (all. 
Tlie  lin«t  sort  by  tlieir  own  suggestion  fell, 
&-if-lcnipted,  Silf-depraved:  man  falls,  deceived 
By  l!.c  other  first:  man  therefore  shall  find  grace, 
The  other  none:  in  mercy  and  justice  both, 
rbrough  heaven  and  earth,  so  shall  my  glory  ex- 

crl; 
Bill  ntf  icy  first  and  last  "hall  brightest  shinc.^ 


Thus  v/]\i\n  God  spake,  ambrosial  fragrance 

filled 
All  IIcAvcn,  and  in  the  blessed  spirit  elect      | 
S<^nse  of  new  joy  inefTablc  diffust.'d : 
Beyond  coinpan*  the  Son  of  G«xl  was  seen 
Most  glorious ;  in  him  all  his  Father  shone 
Substantially  expressed;  and  in  his  foco 
Divine  compassion  visibly  appeared, 
L<3vc  without  end,  and  without  measure  grace, 
Which  uttering,  thus  he  to  his  Father  spake: 
"O   Father,  gracious  was  that  word  which 

closed 
Thy  sovereign  sentence,  that  man  should  find 

grace 
For  which  both  Heaven  and  earth  shall  high  cxtfli 
Thy  praises,  with  th'  innumerable  sound 
Of  hymns  and  sacred  songs,  wherewith  thy  throne 
Incompasscd  shall  resound  thee  ever  blest 
For  should  man  finally  be  lost,  should  man. 
Thy  creature  late  so  loved,  thy  youngest  eon 
Fall  cirt'uinventcd  thus  by  fraud,  though  joined 
With  his  own  folly?  that  be  from  thee  far. 
That  far  be  from  thee.  Father,  who  art  judge 
Of  all  things  made,  and  judgcst  only  right. 
Or  shall  the  adversary  thus  obtain 
His  end,  and  frustrate  thine  1  shall  he  fulfil 
His  malice,  and  thy  goodness  bring  to  nought, 
Or  proud  return,  though  to  his  heavier  doom. 
Yet  with  rpvenge  accomplished,  and  to  hell 
Draw  aflor  him  tlie  whole  race  of  mankind, 
By  him  corrupted  ]  or  wilt  thou  thyself 
Alwlish  thy  creation,  and  unmake. 
For  him,  what  for  thy  glory  thou  hast  madel 
So  should  thy  goodness  and  thy  greatness  both 
Be  questioned  and  blasphemed  without  defence.^ 

To  whom  the  great  Creator  thus  replied, 
"  O  Son,  in  whom  my  soul  hath  cliief  delight, 
Son  of  my  bosom.  Son  who  art  alone 
My  word,  my  wisdom,  and  effectual  might, 
All  hast  thou  spoken  as  my  thoughts  arc,  all 
As  my  eternal  pur^iose  hath  decreed : 
Man  shall  not  quite  be  lost,  but  saved  wlio  will^ 
Yet  not  of  will  in  liim,  but  grace  in  mc 
Freely  vouchsafed;  once  more  I  will  renew 
His  lapsed  ix)wers,  though  forfeit  and  iuthrallcd 
By  sin  to  foul  exorbitant  desires; 
Upheld  by  me,  yet  once  more  he  shall  stand 
On  even  ground  against  his  mortal  foe. 
By  me  upheld,  that  he  may  know  how  frtll 
His  fallen  condition  is,  and  to  me  owe 
All  his  deliverance,  and  to  none  but  mc. 
Some  I  have  chosen  of  peculiar  grace, 
Elect  above  the  rwt ;  so  is  my  will : 
The  rest  shall  hear  me  call,  and  oft  be  womod 
Their  sinful  state,  and  to  appease  betimes 
Th'  incensed  Deity,  while  oficred  grace 
Invites;  for  I  will  clear  their  senses  dark, 
What  may  suffice  and  soften  stcny  hearta 
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To  prajj  repent,  and  bring  obedience  due. 

To  prayiT,  repentance,  and  obedience  due, 

Tliough  but  endeavoured  with  mncere  intent, 

Alinc  ear  ahall  not  be  slow,  mine  eye  not  sliut. 

And  I  will  place  witliin  thcin  as  a  guidu 

My  umpire  Conscience,  wliom  if  they  will  hear, 

Light  aficr  light  well  used  they  shull  .';ttain, 

And  to  the  end  persisting,  safe  arrive. 

This  my  long  sufferance  and  my  day  of  grace 

They  who  neglect  and  scorn  shall  never  taste; 

Cut  hard  bo  hardened,  blind  be  blinded  niorej 

That  they  may  stumble  on,  and  deeper  fallj 

And  none  but  such  from  mercy  I  exclude. 

But  yet  all  is  not  done ;  man  disolx.'yiiig, 

Disloyal,  breaks  liis  fealty,  and  sins 

Aguinst  the  high  supremacy  of  Heaven, 

AiTectiiig  Godhead,  and,  so  losing  all. 

To  expiate  his  treason  halh  naught  left. 

But  to  destruction  sacrud  and  devote. 

He  with  his  whole  jKwterity  nmst  die. 

Die  he  or  justice  must:  unless  for  him 

Some  other  able,  and  as  willing,  pay 

The  rigid  satisfaction,  death  for  death. 

Say,  heavenly  powers,  where  shall  we  find  such 

love? 
Which  of  yo  will  be  mortal  to  redeem 
Man's  mortal  crime,  and  just  th'  unjust  to  save  7 
Dwells  in  all  heaven  charity  so  dearT' 

Ho  asked,  but  all  the  heavenly  choir  stood 
mute, 
And  silence  was  in  Heaven ;  on  man's  behalf 
Patron  or  intercessor  none  api^eared, 
Miicli  less  that  durst  upon  his  own  head  draw 
The  deadly  forfeiture,  and  ransom  set. 
And  now  without  rcdt^mption  all  mankind 
Must  have  l)cen  lost,  adjudged  to  death  and  hcll 
By  doom  severe,  had  not  the  SonofC4od 
In  whom  the  fulness  dwells  of  love  di\ine, 
His  dearest  mediation  thus  renewed.      * 

"  Father,  thy  word  is  past,  man  shall  find  grace; 
And  shall  grace  not  find  means,  that  finds  Iicr 

way. 
The  speedicft  of  thy  winged  messengers, 
To  visit  all  thy  creatures,  and  to  all 
Comes  unprevented,  uniunlored,  unsought? 
Hap])y  for  man,  so  coming,  he  her  aid 
Can  never  seek,  once  dead  in  sins,  and  lostj 
Atonement  for  himsi»lf  or  ofTering  met»t. 
Indebted  and  undone,  hath  none  to  bring: 
Behold  me  then;  me  for  him;  Ufa  for  lifu 
I  olfcr*  on  nic  let  thine  anger  full ; 
Account  me  man;  I  for  his  sake  will  leave 
Thy  bosom,  and  this  glor}'  next  to  thee 
Freely  put  off,  and  for  him  lastly  die 
WiM  pleased;   on  mo  l«.'t  Death  wreak   all  his 


rage; 


iJnder  his  gloomy  power  I  shall  not  long 

(^to  vanquiohed,  thou  liast  given  me  to  |X>ssc8S 

Life  in  mya^lf  for  cvi^r:  by  thco  I  live. 


Though  now  to  Death  I  3-ield,  and  am  his  due 
All  that  of  me  can  die;  yet  that  debtpidd 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  the  loathsome  graTO 
His  prey,  nor  suffer  my  unsi>otte(.1  soul 
For  ever  with  corruption  there  to  dwell; 
But  I  shall  rise  victorious,  and  subdue 
My  vanquisher,  sjioiled  of  his  vaunted  spoil ; 
Death  his  death  s  wound  shall  then  receive,  anf 

stoop 
Inglorious,  of  his  mortal  sting  disarmed, 
I  througli  the  ample  air  in  triumph  high 
Shall  lead  hell  capti^e,  maugre  hell,  and  show 
The  ix)werb  of  darkness  bound.    Thou,  at  th^ 

sicrht 
Pleased,   out  of  Heaven  shall  look  down   ant 

smile, 
Wliile,  by  thee  raised,  I  ruin  all  my  foci, 
Death  last,  and  with  his  carcass  glut  the  grave: 
TIjen  with  the  nmltilude  of  my  nTtlcemed 
Shall  enter  Heaven,  long  absent,  and  return, 
Father,  to  sw;  tliy  face,  wherein  no  cloud 
Of  anger  shall  remain,  but  \)cvlcc  assured 
And  reconcilement:  wrath  shall  Ih;  no  more 
Thenciiforth,  but  in  thy  j»rcsencc  joy  entire." 
His  words  here  cndeil,  but  his  meek  aspect 
Silent  yet  sjKxke,  and  bn*nthcd  immortal  luve 
To  mortal  men,  al)OYe  which  only  shone 
Filial  obalience:  as  a  sacrifice 
Glad  to  l)c  offered,  he  attends  the  will 
Of  his  great  Father.     Admiration  sei?^ 
All  Heaven,  what  tliis  miglit  mean,  and  whilha 

tend,  ^ 

Wondering;  but  soon  th'  Almighty  thus  replied. 
"  O  thou,  in  Heaven  and  earth  the  only  peace 
Found  out  for  mankind  under  wrath!    O  thou, 
My  solo  complac:encc  1   well  thou  knowcst  how 

dear 
To  me  are  all  my  works,  nor  man  the  leas^ 
Though  hist  created ;  that  for  him  I  spare 
Thee  from  my  lH)som  and  right  hand,  to  save, 
By  losing  thee  awhile,  the  whole  race  lost. 
Thou,  therefore,  whom  thou  only  canst  redeem, 
Their  nature  al.-w  to  thy  nalun*  join; 
And  be  thyself  man  among  men  on  earth. 
Made  flesh,  when  time  shall  be,  of  virgin  seed, 
By  wondrous  birth:  be  thou,  in  Adam's  room. 
The  head  of  all  mankind,  though  Adani's  soa 
As  in  him  jK'rish  all  men,  so  in  tluv?, 
As  from  a  second  root,  sliall  Im- n'storcd 
As  many  as  arc  rcstorodj  witliout  thee  none. 
His  crime  makes  guilty  all  his  sons;  thy  mcrtty 
Imputed,  shall  abst>lve  them  who  nmouncc 
Their  own  l)oth  righteous  and  unrigiiteous  deed& 
And  live  in  thee  transplanted,  and  from  thee 
Receive  new  life.    So  man,  as  is  most  just. 
Shall  satisfy  for  man,  U^  judged  and  die. 
And  dying  rise,  and  rising  with  him  raise 
His  bn^tliren,  ransomed  wit'i  his  own  denr  life. 
So  heavenlv  love  shall  outdo  hellish  hate. 
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Gmng  to  dcat! ,  and  dying  to  redeem, 
So  dcarlj  to  redeem  what  hellish  halo 
80  easily  destroyed,  and  still  destroys 
In  thofie  who,  when  they  may,  accept  not  grace. 
Xor  shall  tliou,  hy  descending  to  assume 
Plan's  nature,  les.-ien  or  degrade  thine  outi. 
Because  thou  hast,  though  thronetl  in  highest  hliss 
Equal  to  God,  and  equally  enjoying 
Godlike  fruition,  quitted  all  to  save 
A  world  from  utter  loss,  and  hast  been  found 
By  merit  more  than  birthright  Son  of  God, 
Found  worthiest  to  be  so  by  l)eing  good, 
Far  more  than  great  or  high ;  because  in  thee 
Lore  hath  abounded  more  than  glur)*  abt^unds ; 
Therefore  thy  humiliation  shall  exalt 
\vith  thee  thy  manhood  also  to  this  throne: 
Here  shalt  thou  sit  incarnate,  here  shalt  reign 
Both  God  and  man,  Son  both  of  God  and  man, 
Anointed  universal  King;  all  power 
I  give  thee ;  reign  for  ever,  and  assume 
Thy  merits ;  under  thee,  as  head  supreme, 
Thrones,  princedoms,  powers,  dominions  I  reduce: 
All  knees  to  thee  shall  bow,  of  them  that  bido 
In  Heaven,  or  earth,  or  under  earth  in  hell. 
When  thou,  attended  gloriously  from  Heaven, 
Shalt  in  the  sky  appear,  and  from  thee  send 
The  summoning  archangels  to  proclaim 
Thy  dread  tribunal,  forthwith  from  all  winds 
The  lirinj^,  and  forthwith  the  cited  dead 
Of  aH  pa5t  ages  to  the  general  doom 
Shall  hasten,  such  a  i)ea]  shall  rouse  their  sleep. 
Then,  all  thy  saints  assembled,  thou  shalt  judge 
Bad  men  and  angels ;  they,  arraigned,  shall  sink 
Beneath  thy  sentence ;  hell,  her  numlxTs  full, 
Tbcncefbrth  shall  be  for  ever  shut.    Meanwhile 
The  world  shall  hum,  and  from  her  ashes  spring 
"Sevr  Heaven  and  earth,  wherein  the  just  shall 

dwell. 
And,  after  all  t!ieir  tribulations  long, 
Se?  golden  days,  fruitful  of  golden  deeds, 
VTith  jny  and  love  triumphing,  and  f:dr  truth. 
Then  thou  thy  regal  8cej)trc  shalt  lay  by. 
Tor  rrg:il  Fccptre  then  no  more  shall  need, 
God  shall  be  all  in  all.     But,  all  ye  gods, 
Adcire  him,  who  to  compass  all  tliisdles; 
Adore  the  Son,  and  honour  him  as  me." 

Xo  sooner  had  the  Almighty  ceased,  but  all 
The  muttitudc  of  angels,  with  a  shout 
I«oud  a.-)  from  nuiidwrs  without  number,  sweet 
As  from  West  voices,  uttering  joy,  Heaven  rung 
With  jubilee,  and  loud  hosannas  (illed 
The  eternal  regions:  lowly  reverent 
Tovi  ards  tithor  throne  they  bow,  and  to  the  ground 
With  s-^Icum  ailoration  down  they  cast 
T?-i»  ir  cro'.vii.-s  inwove  with  amaranth  and  gold; 
Ixniijonul  amuranth,  a  (lower  which  unco 
In  raradi:<e,  fast  by  the  tn»c  of  life, 
Bc-Tan  to  blix>:n}  but  soon  for  mtms  oHenco 


To  Heaven  removed,  where  first  it  grew,  there 

grows, 
And  flowers,  oloft,  shading  the  fount  of  life, 
And  where  the  river  of  bliss  throu^ih  midst  of 

Heaven 
Rolls  o'er  Elysian  flowers  her  aml»e'  stream : 
With  these  that  never  fade  the  sjtirits  elect 
Bind  their   resplendent   locks   inwreathed  with 

beams; 
Now  in  loose  garlands  thick  thrown  off,  the  brigbt 
Pavement,  that  like  a  sea  of  jasper  shone, 
Impurplcd  with  celestial  roses  smiled. 
Then,  crowneil  again,  their  golden  harj^  they  took, 
Harps  ever  tuned,  that,  glittering  by  their  side, 
Like  quivers  hung,  and  with  preamble  sweet 
Of  charming  symphony  they  introduce 
Their  sacred  song,  and  waken  raptures  high; 
No  voice  exempt,  no  voic<!  but  wrll  could  join 
Melodious  part,  such  conconl  is  in  Heaven. 

Thee,  Father,  first  tliey  sung,  omnipotent^ 
Immutable,  immortal,  infinite. 
Eternal  King ;  the  Author  of  all  being, 
Fountain  of  liglit,  thyself  invisiblo 
Amidbt  the  glorious  brightnetts  where  thou  tittcst 
Throned  inacce^^sible,  but  when  thuu  shudtst 
The  full  blizc  of  tliy  l)cams,  and  through  a  cloud 
Drawn  round  al>out  thee  like  a  radiant  shrine, 
Dark  with  excessive  bright  thy  skirts  appear. 
Yet  dazzle  Heaven,  that  bright(*st  scrupliini 
A}iproach  not,  but  with  both  wings  veil  their  eyes. 
Thee  next  they  sang,  of  all  creation  first. 
Begotten  Son,  divine  similitude. 
In  whose  conspicuous  countenance,  without  cloud 
Made  visible,  the  Almighty  Father  shines, 
Whom  else  no  creature  can  behold ;  on  Ihco 
Impressed  the  effulgence  of  Ids  glory  abides. 
Transfused  on  tln?c  his  ample  spirit  rosLi, 
He   Heaven  of  Heavens,   and   all   the  powcxi 

therein, 
By  thee  created,  and  by  thee  tlirew  down 
The  aspiring  dominations:  tliou  that  day 
Thy  Fiither'tf  dreadful  tliunder  didst  not  spare. 
Nor  stop  thy  flaming  cliariot  wlwxls,  that  shook 
Heaven's  cverhisti  ng  frame,  while  o'er  t!ie  necks 
Thou  drovest  of  warring  angels  disarrayed. 
Back  from  pursuit  thy  ikjwits  witli  loud  acclaim 
Thee  only  extolled.  Son  of  thy  Fatlurs  might, 
To  execute  fierce  ven;'eance  on  liis  foe.s. 
Not  so  on  man ;  him,  through  their  malice  fallen. 
Father  of  mercy  and  grace,  thou  dii.lat  not  doi>m 
So  strictly,  but  much  more  to  pity  incline : 
No  sooner  did  thy  dear  and  only  iioii 
Perceive  thee  j)iiri»*>s»'d  not  to  d<x»m  frail  mau 
So  strictly,  but  mucli  more  t<»  i)i!y  int-hned, 
He,  to  appease  thy  wrath,  and  end  the  strilo 
Of  mercy  and  just ici'  in  thy  face  di.scerned, 
Rc<Tardios8  of  tiie  blis-  wherein  he  siit 
Secoiltl  to  tiiee,  olfrieil  himself  to  die 
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For  man'ii  ofTcnpe.    O  unexampled  love, 
Xjovo  no  where  lo  be  found  leas  than  divine ! 
Hail,  Son  of  God,  Saviour  of  men  1  thy  name 
Shall  be  the  copious  matter  of  my  eong 
Henceforth,  and  never  siiull  my  liarp  thy  praiac 
Forget,  nor  from  thy  Father's  prairie  disjoin. 

Thus  they  in  Heaven,  above  the  starry  sphere, 
Their  happy  hours  in  joy  and  hymning  spent 
MeanwliUc  upon  the  firm  opacious  globe 
Of  tills  round  world,  whose  first  convex  divides 
Their  luminous  inferior  orbs,  inclosed 
From  Chaos  and  th'  inroad  of  Darkness  old, 
tSatan  alighted  walks :  a  globe  far  olT 
It  seemed,  now  scents  a  boundless  continent, 
'l)ark,  waste,  and  wild,  under  the  frown  of  Night 
Starless  exposed,  and  ever-threatening  storms 
Of  Chaos  blustering  round,  inclomont  sky; 
Save  on  that  side  which  from  the  wall  of  Heaven, 
Though  distant  far,  some  small  reflection  gains 
Of  glinmiering  air,  less  vexed  with  tempest  loud : 
Here  walked  the  fiend  at  large  in  spacious  field. 
As  when  a  vulture,  on  Imaus  bred. 
Whose  snowy  ridge  the  roving  Tartar  l>ounds. 
Dislodging  from  a  rcgbn  scarce  of  prey 
To  gorge  the  flesh  of  lambs  or  yearUng  kids. 
On  hills  where  flocks  are  feKl,  flics  towards  the 

springs 
Of  Ganges  or  Ilydaspes,  Indian  streams ; 
But  in  his  way  lights  on  the  barren  plains 
Of  Sericana,  where  Chinescs  drive 
With  sails  and  wind  their  cany  wagons  light; 
So,  on  this  windy  sea  of  land,  the  fiend 
Walked  up  and  down  alone,  bent  on  his  prey; 
Alone,  for  other  creature  in  tiiis  place. 
Living  or  lifeless  to  be  found  was  none; 
None  yet,  but  store  hereaflcr  from  the  earth 
Up  hither  like  aerial  vajiours  flew 
Of  all  thingii  traubitory  and  vain,  when  sin 
With  vanity  had  filled  the  works  of  men; 
Both  all  things  vain,  and  all  who  in  vain  tilings 
Built  their  fond  hopes  of  glory  or  lasting  fame, 
Or  happiness  in  tiiis  or  the  other  life ; 
All  who  have  their  reward  on  earth,  the  fruits 
Of  painful  superstition  and  blind  zi>al. 
Nought  si'eking  but  the  praise  of  men,  here  find 
IP'A  retribution,  empty  as  tiK-ir  deeds; 
All  the  unaccomplished  works  of  Nature's  hand, 
Abortive,  monstrous,  or  unkindly  mixed, 
Dissolved  on  earth,  fleet  hither,  and  in  vain, 
Till  final  dissolution  wander  here, 
Not  in  the  neighb'ring  moon,  as  some  have 

dreamed : 
ThcHw  aigent  fields  more  likely  habitants, 
1  ranslateil  saints,  or  middle  spirits,  hold 
Betwixt  the  angelical  and  human  kind. 
Hither,  of  ill-jt)int:d  sons  and  daughters  l>orn. 
First  from  tiie  ancient  world  thosi^  giants  camo 
With  many  a  vain  exploit  though  then  rtmoM^ncd  : 
Tup  builders  next  of  Babel  on  the  plain 


Of  Sennanr,  and  still  with  vain  de^gn 

New  BuIk'U,  had  ihey  wherewithal  would  boLd: 

Others  came  single:  he  who,  to  l)e  deemed 

A  god,  Iea}i(>d  fondly  into  ^^tna  flames, 

Empedocles;  and  he  who,  to  enjoy 

Plato's  rlysium,  Ica^jcd  into  the  sea, 

Clrombrolus;  and  many  more  too  long. 

Embryos,  and  idiots,  eremites,  and  friars 

White,  blatrk,  and  gray,  with  all  their  trumpeij 

Here  pilgrims  roam,  that  strayed  so  far  to  seek 

In  Golgotha  him  dead,  who  lives  in  Heaven; 

And  they  who,  to  he  sure  of  Paradise, 

Dying  ])ut  on  the  weeds  of  Dominic, 

Or  in  Franciscan  think  to  pass  disguised ; 

They  pass  the  planets  seven,  and  pass  the  fizrdj 

And  crystalline  sphere,  whose  balance  weiglis 

The  tn^pidation  talked,  and  that  first  moved: 

And  now  saint  Peti^r  at  Heaven's  wicket  seems 

To  wait  tliem  with  his  keys,  and  now  at  foot 

Of  Heaven  s  ascent  they  lifl  their  feet,  when  lo 

A  violent  cross  wind  from  either  coast 

Blows  them  transverse  ten  thousand  leagues  awx^ 

Into  the  devious  air;  then  might  ye  see 

Cowlti,  hoods,  and  habits,  with  their  wearers  toit 

And  ilultered  into  rags;  then  reliques,  beads, 

Indulgences,  dis^HMist^s,  |xirdons,  bulls, 

The  sport  of  winds :  all  these,  upwhirled  olofl, 

Fly  o'er  the  l>ackside  of  the  world  far  oflf 

Into  a  Umbo  large  and  broud,  since  calked 

The  Paradhjc  of  fools,  to  few  unknown 

Long  ader,  now  un{)eo]jlod,  and  untrod. 

All  this  dtirk  glolw  the  fiend  found  as  he  passed, 

And  long  he  wandered   till  at  last  a  gleam 

Of  dawning  light  turned  tliitherward  in  haste 

His  travelled  sU-ps :  far  distant  he  descries, 

Ascending  by  degrees  magnificent 

Up  to  the  wall  ot'  Ileuven,  a  blructure  high ; 

At  top  whereof,  but  far  more  rich,  ap^icarcd 

The  work  as  of  a  kindly  palace  gate. 

With  frontispiece  of  diamond  and  gold 

ICmbcllislied ;  thick  witli  sparkling  orient  gems 

The  portal  shone,  iniiniluiile  on  earth 

By  model,  or  by  shading  i>cncil  drawn. 

The  stairs  were  such  as  whereon  Jacob  saw 

Angels  ascending  and  di'seending,  bands 

Of  guardians  bright,  when  he  from  Esau  fled 

To  Padan-Aram,  in  the  field  of  Luz 

Dreaming  by  night  under  the  open  sky. 

And  waking  cried,  "  This  is  the  gate  of  Heaven." 

Each  stair  mysteriously  was  m«!ant,  nor  stood 

There  always,  but  drawn  up  to  Heaven  soinetiinea 

Viewlesf ;  and  underneath  a  bright  sea  flowed 

Of  jas^Ki,  ir  of  liquid  pearl,  wliereon 

Who  aflei  came  from  eiirtli,  sidling  arrived 

Walled  by  angels,  or  fl«'w  o'er  the  lake 

Rapt  in  a  chariot  drawn  by  fiery  steeds. 

The  stairs  wer*.  then  lot  down,  vvhetlier  to  dars 

The  fiend  by  <'asy  accent,  or  a^rgravalc 

His  Ba<l  exclusion  from  the  duors  of  l-li«« 
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Direct  against  which  opened  from  beneath, 

Jiwt  o  cr  tlie  bhrfsiul  scat  of  Paradise, 

A  [)aaBage  down  to  th'  earth,  a  passage  wide, 

'\Vi-Jcr  l»y  far  than  that  of  aflertimes 

Over  mount  Sion,  and,  though  that  were  largo 

Over  the  promised  land  to  God  so  dear: 

By  wliich,  to  visit  oil  those  hap[)y  tribes, 

Oil  high  behests  his  angels  to  and  fro 

Passed  frequent,  and  his  eye  with  choice  regard 

Fr3ui  Paneas,  the  fount  of  Jordan's  flood, 

To  BcSi^aba,  where  the  Holy  Land 

Borders  on  Eg^'pt  and  tho  Arabian  shore ; 

So  wide  the  opening  seemed,  where  bounds  were 

set 
To  darkness,  such  as  bound  the  ocean  wave. 
Satan  from  hence,  now  on  the  lower  stair. 
That  scaled  by  steps  of  gold  to  Heaven  gate, 
Ijooks  down  with  wonder  at  tho  sudden  view 
Of  all  this  world  at  once.     As  when  a  scout, 
Through  dark  and  desert  ways  with  peril  gone 
All  night,  at  last  by  break  of  cheerful  dawn, 
Obtains  the  brow  of  some  Iiigh-climbing  hill, 
"Wliich  to  his  eye  discovers  unaware 
The  gnodly  prospect  of  sonic  forei<^n  land. 
First  seen,  or  some  renowned  metro}iolis 
With  gli»tering  sjiires  and  pinnacles  adorned. 
Which  now  the  rising  sun  gilds  with  his  beams: 
Such  wonder  seized,  thuugli  aflcr  Heaven  seen, 
The  spirit  malii^n,  but  much  more  envy  seized, 
At  sinlit  of  all  this  world  beheld  so  fair. 


By  his  magnetic  beam,  that  gently  warms 
The  universe,  and  to  each  inwunl  jiart 
With  gentle  iH*netration,  though  unseen, 
Shoots  invisible  virtue  even  to  the  doep  ; 
So  wciidrously  was  set  his  station  bright. 
There  lands  the  fiend,  a  Kjwt  like  which  perhaps 
Astronomer  in  tlie  sun's  luctMit  orb, 
Through  his  glazed  optic  tulw,  }\t  never  saw. 
The  place  he  found  beyond  expression  bright. 
Compared  with  aught  on  earth,  metal  or  stone; 
Not  all  parts  like,  but  all  alike  informed 
With  radiant  light,  as  glowing  iron  with  fire; 
If  metal,  part  seemed  gold,  part  silver  clear; 
If  stone,  carbuncle  most  or  chrysolite. 
Ruby  or  topaz,  to  the  twelve  that  shone 
In  Aaron's  breastplate,  and  a  stone  besides 
Imagined  rather  ollthan  elsewhere  seen. 
That  stone,  or  like  to  that  which  here  below 
Philosoi)hers  in  vain  so  long  have  sought. 
In  vain,  though  by  their  i)owerful  art  they  bind 
Volatile  Elermes.  and  call  up  unbound 
In  various  shaiies  old  Proteus  from  the  sea. 
Drained  through  a  Unilx'c  to  his  native  form. 
What  wonder  then  if  fields  and  regions  here 
Breathe  forth  elixir  pure,  and  rivers  run 
Pot^ible  goKl,  wlien  with  one  virtuous  touch 
The  arch  ehyuiic  sun,  so  far  from  us  remote, 
Produces,  wiili  te^^^^sl^ial  humour  mixed. 
Here  in  the  dark  so  many  precious  tilings 
I  Of  colour  glorious,  and  elTect  so  rare? 


Round  ho  .surveys,  (and  well  might,  where  he  stood  Hen*  matter  lU'w  to  gaze  the  De^il  met 


So  liigh  al)Ovc  the  circling  canopy 

Of  night's  exti'ndi>d  shade)  from  eastern  point 

Of  Li  lira  to  the  fleecy  t>UiT  that  Invars 

Aivlr-'iiirda  far  oil'  Atlantic  seas 

Bi'vunJ  ihc  horizon;  tiien  from  pole  to  ])oIc 

He  <>i(".vs  ia  breadth,  and  without  longer  pause 

DoivnriiTlit  into  tlie  world's  first  rejxion  throws 

Ills  flight  precipitant,  and  windh  witii  ease 

Thri»u^)i  tlie  pure  marble  air,  his  obhquc  way 

Aitk'jnz^  iitsiunK'rable  stiirs  that  shone, 


Undazzled :  far  and  wide  his  eve  commands: 
For  sig!it  no  olwtaele  found  here,  nor  shade, 
I  But  all  sunsi:ine,  as  when  his  beams  at  noou 
Culminate  from  the  equator,  as  they  now 
Shot  upward  still  direct,  whence  no  way  round 
Shadow  from  iKnly  opaque  can  fall;  and  the  air 
No  where  so  clear,  sharpened  his  visual  ray 
To  objects  distant  far,  whereby  he  soon 
Saw  within  ken  a  glorious  angel  stand, 
The  same  whom  Jolui  saw  also  in  the  sun: 


SLtri>  :Iistant,  but  ni;rh  hand  seemed  other  worlds:'  Ilis  back  was  turned,  but  nut  his  hri:ihtnesa  hid' 


Or  i»t!irr  worlds  they  8<.eini-d,  or  liappy  isles. 
Like  tijose  Ilt-sperran  gardens  fumed  of  old, 
F^rtu:i:itt''  fij-lds,  and  groves,  and  flowery  vales, 
TLrici-   happy  islrs;  but  who  dwelt  happy  there 
He  stjV'tl  not  to  inquire;  above  them  all 
T.hr  g>iden  sun,  in  splendour  hkest  Heaven, 
Atlun-tl  liiri  e\e;  thither  his  course  he  Ix^nds 
Tiiri'iUgh  the  cahn  firmament  (but  up  or  dowji. 
By  ci-iitn*,  or  eccentric,  liard  to  tell. 
Or  hi:i;^itude,)  wliere  the  great  luminary, 
Al-il   the  vulgar  eonstrllations  thick 
Ti...t  irnni  his  lordly  eye  keep  distance  due, 
r-i.-*;-.  :i-  s  li^ijl  iVijiii  far:  th«'v,  as  thev  mo^'C 
T^t-ir  ■■'ATf^  da:ice.  in  numbers  t!iut  compute 


I  Of  beaminii  sunnv  ravs  a  jioMen  tiar 
Circled  his  head,  nor  h.ss  his  locks  behind 
lllu;<triou8  on  his  slioulders  fledtred  with  win^rs 
Lay  waving  ri»und ;  on  some  great  charge  employod 
He  seemed  or  fixed  in  c«)gitation  deep. 
Glad  was  tlie  s{)irit  imjmn*,  as  now  in  hope 
To  find  who  mi^rht  dinct  his  wandering;  ilinhX 
To  Puradise,  the  happy  sejit  of  man, 
His  journey's  end,  anil  our  In'ginning  wo. 
But  llrst  he  casts  to  changi;  his  projicr  sha])c, 
Which  else  might  work  him  danger  or  delay; 
Anil  now  a  strijiling  chrrul)  he  appears, 
Not  of  tlie  prime,  yet  sii-.'ji  as  in  his  fico 


Yontli  «;ii 


ilid  eili'stial,  anil  to  every  limb 


l»»  ■*    ]i:outh-j,  :inil  years,  tAvards  his  all-eheering  Snita.'li'  iir.xvc  diU'viseil,  so  wtll  he  fei'^nt-d. 

i-'-.'l  Uniler  a  conmi  I  !iis  flowing  hair 

Tuhja  suiil  tlinr  \arii»us  motiuns.  or  are  turj.fd     In  rurls  on  litliir  eluik  playetl;  \vin;;s  he  woji* 
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Of  many  a  ccouicd  plume,  si»riiikIod  with  gold; 
His  habit  fit  for  si)pcd  srcciiict,  and  held 
Bcforo  hid  decent  stc{w  a  eiher  wand, 
lit*,  drew  not  nij^h  unheard;  the  angel  bright, 
En;  he  drew  nigh,  his  radiant  visage  turned, 
A  iuionished  by  hiu  car,  and  »truight  was  known 
'I'hc  archangel  Uriel,  one  of  the  sewn 
Whu  in  God's  prcKcnce,  nean^t  to  his  throne, 
Stand  r*^1dy  at  command,  and  are  his  eyes 
Tluit  run  tlirough  all  the  Heavens,  or  down  to  the 

earth 
Bear  his  swld  errand?  over  moist  and  dry, 
O'er  S4*a  and  land:  him  Satan  thus  aceo:<ts. 

"  Uriel,  for  thou  of  thonc  scrvun  spirits  that  stand 
In  sight  of  Gods  high  throne,  gloriously  bright, 
The  first  art  wont  his  greut  authentic  will 
Inti'!rpret4T  tlmuigh  highest  Heaven  to  bring, 
Where  all  his  sons  thy  embassy  attend ; 
And  here  art  likeliest  by  supreme  di'c.reo 
Like  honour  to  obtain,  and  as  his  eye 
To  visit  oH  this  new  creation  round; 
UnsjK^akable  desire  to  84*c  and  know 
All  tiu^c  his  wondrous  works,  but  chiefly  man, 
His  chief  delight  and  favour,  him  for  whom 
All  these  his  work  so  wondrous  he  ordained, 
Ilath  brouglit  me  from  the  choirs  of  clierubim 
Alone  thus  wandering.     BrightL-st  siTuph,  tell 
In  wliich  of  all  these  shining  orbs  hath  man 
II is  fixed  wat,  or  fixed  siiat  hath  none, 
But  all  i\vse  shining  orbs  bis  choice  to  dwell; 
That  I  may  find  him,  and  with  si'cret  gaze 
Or  ojien  admiration  liim  behold. 
On  whom  the  grt'al  Creator  hath  bestowed 
Worlds,  and  on  whom  hath  all  these  graces  poured; 
That  iHDth  in  him  and  all  things,  os  is  meet, 
The  universal  M:dii;r  we  may  praise; 
Who  justly  bath  driven  out  his  rebel  foes 
To  djvpest  lu  11,  and  to  repair  that  loss 
Cn.aled  tliis  new  happy  race  of  men 
To  serve  him  better:  v\Lse  are  all  his  ways." 

h^o  sjiake  the  ful>e  di»seml)ler  unpn^rceived; 
For  ni'illier  niixu  imr  angel  can  discern 
fjypiioriijy,  the  only  e\il  that  walus 
hi\if>ible,  except  to  God  alone, 
!>)  his  permissive  will,  through  Heaven  and  earth: 
And  oil,  though  wiadvuil  wake  susi»icion  sleeps 
At  uisdom's  gale,  and  to  simplicity 
Uebigns  her  eliarge,  while  guodness  thinks  no  ill 
"VVIiirr  no  ill  seems:  w!;ii:h  now  for  once  beguiled 
Urul,  llioU;:h  n';x«'»t  of  tin;  hun,  and  held 
'i'lie  hhar|H.»t  ftighled  spirit  of  all  in  Heaven; 
Who  til  tlie  fraudulent  imjK):  tor  foul, 
In  hir.  uprightness,  a nswiT  thus  n  turned. 

"Fair  an;:el,  tliy  de.sin",  wbi'.:U  tends  to  know 
Tlir!  works  of  God,  tl.enby  to  glorify 
The  jjreat  Wi.rkiua&t*  r,  1«  atls  to  no  excels 
That  rejches  I  hiiiie,  but  ralluT  im  riis  pr.iise 
riic  more  it  ki-i  mscv-.v.-h,  that  led  their  hither 
Ft  •'U  Ihv  *^nip)ri':d  niiiiir^ion  thus  ulwne. 


To  witness  w  ith  thine  eyes  what  sonic  perhaps 
Contented  with  rejwrt,  hear  only  in  Heaven: 
For  wonderful  indeiMl  arc  all  hid  works, 
Pleasant  to  k  now,  and  worthiest  to  bo  all 
Had  in  reuicinbrance  always  with  delight; 
But  wiiat  created  mind  can  comprehend 
Their  numbiT,  or  the  wisdom  infinite 
That  brought  them  forth,  but  hid  their  cauaei  deepl 
I  saw  when  at  his  word  the  formless  mass, 
Thit<  world's  material  mould,  came  to  a  heap: 
Confusion  heard  his  voice,  and  wild  uproar 
Stixxl  ruled,  btotxl  vast  infinitude  confined ; 
Till  at  his  second  bidding  darkness  fled, 
Light  shone,  and  order  from  disorder  sprung: 
Swill  to  their  several  quarters  hasted  then, 
The  cumbnms  elements,  eartli,  fioo<l,  air,  fire; 
And  this  ethereal  quintt^ssence  of  Heaven 
Flew  upward,  spiritM  with  various  forms. 
That  rolled  orbicular,  and  turned  to  stars 
Numberless,  as  thou  seest,  and  how  they  move; 
Rach  had  his  place  apiK)inted,  each  his  course; 
The  rest  in  circuit  walls  this  universe. 
Look  downward  on  that  glolK.>,  whose  hither  side 
With  light  from  hence,  though  but  n-fiected,  shines'. 
That  place  is  earth,  the  seat  of  man,  that  light 
His  day,  w  liich  else,  as  the  other  hemisphere. 
Night  would  invade;  but  there  the  neighbouring 

moon 
(So  call  that  CMpsite  fair  star)  her  aid 
Timely  interjKJsi's,  and  her  monthly  round 
Still  ending,  still  rf'newing,  through  mid  Hcarcii, 
With  borrowed  li<:ht  her  countenajice  triform 
Hence  fills  luu]  empties  to  eidighti'n  the  earth, 
And  in  her  pale  dominion  cluvks  the  nighL 
That  spot  to  which  1  ]K)int  is  PanidLsc, 
Adam*s  abode;  those  lolly  shades,  his  bower. 
Thy  way  thou  can'st  not  miss,  me  mine  requires." 
Thus  sidd,  he  turned ;  and  Satan,  bowing  lo'i¥ 
As  to  su{M'rior  spirits  is  wont  in  Heaven, 
Where  honour  due  and  reveri*nce  none  neglecti?. 
Took  leave,  anil  toward  thecoa&t  of  eartii  iK-neatli 
Down  from  th'  ecliptic,  s|>«.d  with  hoped  sue.ce=?s, 
Thro\Ns  his  steei)llight  in  nuuiy  an  airy  wheel; 
Nor  stayed,  till  on  Niphates'  top  he  lights. 

BOOK  IV. 


Tin:  ar(;i:ment. 

S;itr^n,  niiw  in  pri'-j^-M  of  E-.l-  ii,  ami  ni  rh  thi-  yWc  whtTO 
\\f  imivt  in'W  .".:!i'i!ipt  t!io  Jul!  rn!ir|ii!-t:  \vl.ii"!i  l.o  iri.il>Mi.*t|c 
al<»iic  nsnint  fi'vl  nrnl  innn,  falN  Into  mnny  «?i>ulits  wi'Ii  him* 
»-lf.  niiil  many  pawinns,  foar,  onw,  nml  ilr5»|viir ;  Imi  ai  Mis^h 
ciiiilirnuj  minsc'iriii i:vil;  joiiriKyeou  Ut  I',ir.iiii!^\  mvkv  nub> 
wi;rU  |in>?-|vk:l  iiiiiUiniarHni  is(i<-.-^.riUHl:  *■  ^-.iliMi-' '■■■^'  i'*'iiiui.«; 
si::-:  ill  ilic  sl.ipiti'l'a  n'riufinti.t  '>ii  tl.-  li#:'.i('  lii' .  t-i  'it/lnM 
;  In  111"  r-^nUn,  !■»  !«■'<  :i!imiI  Mpi.  Tl-.f  I'liiltn  tl  ■-.j-'icil; 
SalrinN  fiivt  si-Thf  of  A'lnin  nml  Eve;  his  vomlur  iit  iheirox- 
Ct'll'-nl  f'lnii  .i.nl  happy  i^talr,  bin  with  rf^Yilieiim  lo  YfoTT 
Uiriri.ill:  oviTlicaro  th«ir  di-Hnursi',  tijiuu*  gathi-rx  :2iai  tlia 
(reo  urkitiit^li-il^ji:  wiu>  liirbiuili. ii  liiLin  ivuilul',  \iu\ict  pii  iJi^ 
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0f  deuh ;  uid  th4>Ron  intends  (o  found  his  temptation,  by  nv 
i?Dcing  them  to  trant^^rew;  chen  Icavw  them  a  while,  to  linow 
fimlier  of  tlieir  state  by  eonie  othor  mcnni  Meanwhile  Uric], 
4a»3Siidius  on  a  sun-twam,  warns  Gabriel,  wiio  had  in  diarge 
Uw  ga:e  of  PdrudidL',  tliat  same  evil  spirit  had  escaped  tlie 
dit'l^  and  p;iMed  at  noon  by  hb  :«phL're,  in  liic  shape  of  a  good 
anjel,  dtwn  tu  P.-iradi»\  disrovcrotl  aAer  by  Ids  furious  gca- 
tares  in  the  mnunL  Gat)rirl  promiws  to  And  him  ere  mwn* 
lac.  Ni'jlit  coming  on,  Adam  and  Eve  discouise  of  going  to 
Iheir  raiC;  tlicir  bower  described;  Uieir  evening  worehipi 
Cabrid,  drawing  forth  hid  bands  of  niglii watch  to  wallc  tlie 
l\yhkl  of  Par.idl<<>,  appoints  two  strong  .ingi;L-9  to  Adam's 
bower,  Inft  the  evil  spirit  sliould  be  there  doing  some  harm  to 
Adam  or  Eve  sleei^nsr;  there  they  find  him  at  ihe  ear  of  Eve, 
lempitng  her  in  a  dream,  and  bring  him,  though  unwilling,  to 
Gabriel;  by  whom  quostiooed,  he  scornfully  answers,  pre- 
pares cefriasance,  but,  biodered  by  a  si^^o  from  Heaven,  flics 
CA  of  PSuadide. 


O  rou  that  warning  voice,  which  he  who  saw 
Th'  Apocalypse  heard  cry  in  Heaven  aloud, 
Then  when  the  dragon,  put  to  second  rout, 
Came  furious  down  to  be  revenged  on  men, 
Wo  to  th*  inhabitants  on  tarlk !  that  now. 
While  time  was,  our  first  parents  had  l)een  warned 
The  couiing  of  their  secret  foe,  and  'scajwd. 
Haply  so  'scaijed  his  mortal  snare :  fur  now 
Satan,  now  first  inflamed  witli  rage  came  down, 
The  tempter  ere  the  accuser  of  mankind, 
To  wreak  on  innocent /rail  man  hiri  loss 
Of  that  first  hattle,  and  his  fiight  to  hell : 
Vet  not  rejoicing  in  his  s^teed,  tiiougli  lioIJ 
FarolTaniJ  fearless,  nor  with  causL*  to  lK)ast, 
Begins  his  dire  attempt,  wliich,  nigh  the  birth, 
Xow  rolling  boils  in  his  tumultuous  breast, 
AnJ  like  a  devilifih  enmnc  back  recoils 
Upon  himivlf;  horror  and  doubt  distract 
His  trouMctl  thoughts,  and  from  the  bottom  stir 
T\ie  hell  within  him ;  for  within  him  hell 
He  brings,  and  round  about  him,  nor  from  hell 
One  step,  no  more  tlian  from  himself,  can  fiy 
By  change  of  place :  now  conscience  wakes  despair, 
That  jshitntK;K.'d,  wakes  the  bitter  memory 
Of  what  he  was,  what  is,  and  what  must  l»e 
Worse:  of  worse  deeds  worse  sufffrinirs  must  ensue. 
Sonictiexies  towards  Eden,  which  now  in  his  view 
Lay  ph'asjint,  hU  grirved  look  he  fixes  sari ; 
Somt  till;:.  3  towards  Ilcaven.and  the  full  blaziniisun. 

'  Or 

Whicli  now  sat  high  in  his  meridian  tower: 
Then,  i:mi:Ii  revolving,  thus  in  sighs  began — 

*•  O  thou,  that  with  surpassing  ;;lory  crowned, 
I»->ke!«t  from  tliy  sole  dominion  like  tlic  God 
Of  tlJ-s  new  world  ;  at  who?o  sight  ail  the  fiturs 
Hi-Jc  t^tir  diminiBlKHl  heads;  to  thee  I  call, 
Bui  wilii  no  friendly  voice,  and  add  tliy  nnme, 
O  Sun  !  to  bll  thee  how  I  hate  thy  Iwams, 
Th'it  I'riiig  ti»  my  reiiicmbran«:u»  from  what  state 
J  All,  how  glorious  once  alwve  thy  s[)herc; 
Till  t^ri  If  and  worse  ambition  threw  me  down 
Wsrnnij  in  Heaven  a^rainst  Heaven's  matchless 
King; 


From  me,  whom  he  created  what  I  was 
In  that  bright  eminence,  and  with  his  good 
Upbraided  none ;  nor  was  his  8er\  ice  hard. 
What  could  1)0  less  than  to  aflbrd  him  ]>raisc, 
The  casii^  recom|)ense,  and  pay  him  thanks, 
How  due !  yet  all  his  good  proved  ill  in  me 
And  wrought  but  malice ;  lifted  up  so  high 
I  'sdaincd  su1)jection,  and  thought  one  step  highe. 
Would  set  mc  highest,  and  in  a  moment  quit 
The  debt  immense  of  endless  gratitude. 
So  burdensome  still  paying,  still  to  owe, 
Forgetful  what  from  him  1  still  received. 
And  understood  not  that  a  grateful  mind 
By  owing  owes  not,  but  still  pays  at  onco 
Indebtc<l  and  discharged;  whatbunlen  then? 
O  had  his  powerful  destiny  ordained 
Me  some  inferior  angel,  I  had  stoix] 
Then  happy ;  no  unlx>unded  hope  had  raised 
Ambition !     Yet  why  not  1  some  other  power 
As  great  might  have  aspiretl,  and  me,  though  mean, 
Drawn  to  his  part ;  but  other  {towers  as  great 
Fell  not,  but  stand  unshaken,  from  within 
Or  from  without,  to  all  temptations  armed. 
Iladst  thou  the  same  free  will  and  {>ower  to  stand  1 
Thou  hadst:  whom  hadst  thou  then  or  what  to 


accuse 


Ah !  w  hcrefore !  he  deserved  no  such  return 


But  Heaven*s  free  love  dealt  equally  to  all  7 
Be  then  this  love  accused,  since  love  or  hate. 
To  mc  alike,  it  deals  eternal  wo. 
Xay,  cursed  be  thou ;  since  against  his  thy  will 
Chose  freely  what  it  now  so  justly  rues 
IVlc  miserable !  which  way  shall  I  fly 
Infinite  wrath,  and  infinite  despair  1 
Which  way  I  fly  is  hell;  myself  am  hell; 
And,  in  the  lowest  deep,  a  lower  deep 
Still  threatening  to  devour  me  opens  wide. 
To  which  the  hell  I  suflTrr  seems  a  Heaven. 
O  then  at  last  n:lent :  is  there  no  place 
Left  for  repentance,  none  for  pardon  left  1 
None  left  but  by  submission  ;  and  that  word 
Disdain  forbids  me,  and  my  dread  of  shame 
Among  the  spirits  l»eneath,  whom  T  seduced 
With  other  promises  and  other  vaunts 
Than  to  submit,  l)oasting  I  could  sulnhie 
Th'  Omnijwtent.     Ay  me !  they  little  know 
How  dearly  I  abide  that  lioast  so  vain. 
Under  what  torments  inwardly  I  groan, 
While  tliey  a<lon'  me  on  t!ie  throne  of  hell. 
With  diadem  and  sceptre  high  a*Kance«l, 
The  lower  still  I  fall,  only  supreme 
In  misery;  such  joy  ambition  finds. 
But  say  I  could  rejHMit,  and  could  obtam, 
By  act  of  grace,  my  former  state ;  how  soon 
Would  height  recjill  hightluMights,  how  soon  unsaf 
What  fi'iiTiied  submission  swore  I  easewouM  it>eant 
Vows  m:uJc  in  pain,  as  violent  and  void : 
For  never  can  trui-  reconcilement  crow 
Where  wounds  of  deadly  hate  ha*?  pierced  so  dirp, 
Which  would  but  lead  me  to  a  worse  relapne 
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And  heavier  fnll:  so  should  I  purrliasc  t1<>nr 
Short  intrrnuAsion  lioiiffht  with  doiiMc  sinnrt. 
This  k!]ows  my  Punishor;  thrn'forc  as  far 
From  jprantiniT  he,  n**  I  from  Ivjr^in^j  pi»are: 
All  l)<'])0  rxcludod  thtM,  lM.*h(»M,  in  stoad 
Of  ns  outcast,  rxilod,  his  new  dili;»ht, 
Mankind  cn*atcd,  and  for  him  this  world. 
So  farowpll  hopo,  and  \yith  hojie  farewell  fear, 
Farewell  n^morse!  all  gixxl  to  me  U  lost; 
E\il,  l>e  thou  mv  jjrtol !  hv  then  nt  least 
Divided  empire  with  FTeavon's  ICio'jj  I  hold, 
By  thee,  and  more  than  half  perhajw  will  reign; 
As  nian  ere  hmg,  and  this  new  world,  shall  know." 
Thus  while  he  spake,  catth  passion  dimmed  his 
face 
Thrice  changed  with  pnle,  ire,  envy,  and  despair; 
Which  marred  Id**  lM)rn»wed  vis^ije,  and  betrayed 
Him  counterfeit,  if  any  eye  Indu'ld: 
For  heavenly  minds  fnim  such  distempers  foul 
Are  ever  clear.     Whenx^f  he  «>on  awan\ 
Each  |)erturbation  smoothed  with  outward  cnlm, 
Artificer  of  fraud ;  and  was  the  first 
That  practised  fnlsehood  under  snintly  show, 
Deep  malier  to  conceal,  couched  with  revenge: 
Yet  not  enough  hatl  praetimxl  to  deceive 
Uriel  once  warnivl ;  whose  eye  j)ursn«*d  him  down 
The  way  he  went,  and  on  the  Assvrian  mount 
Saw  him  disfigured,  more  than  conld  IxTuI 
Spirit  of  happy  sort :  his  gestun^s  fierce 
He  marked,  and  mad  demeanour,  then  alone, 
As  he  Rupi»os«Nl,  all  unol»served,  unseen. 
So  on  he  fares,  ami  to  the  l)onler  comea 
Of  Eden,  where  delicious  Paradise, 
Now  nearer  crowns  with  her  inclosnro  green, 
As  with  rur.ll  mound,  the  champaign  head 
Of  a  steep  wildi-riiess,  whose  hairy  sides 
With  thicket  overgrown,  grotesque  and  wild, 
Access  denied ;  and  over  liemi  up  grew 
Insuiwrahle  hright  of  h^lliest  sliade, 
Cellar,  and  pine,  and  fir,  and  brnnching  palm 
A  sylvan  scene,  and,  as  the  ranks  ascend 
Shade  aliove  shade,  a  womly  theatre 
Of  stateliest  view.     Yet  higher  than  their  tops 
The  verdurous  wall  of  Paradise  ujwprung : 
Which  t(J  our  general  sire  gave  pros^wet  large 
Into  his  nether  emi>ire  neighbouring  round. 
And  hiiiher  than  thnt  wall  a  circlinjj  row 
Of  gootlliest  trt'VB,  loaden  with  fain'st  fruit, 
Blossoms  and  fruits  at  once  of  golden  hue, 
Appeareil,  with  gay  enamelM  eolours  mixed: 
On  wliich  the  sun  more  glad  impressed  bis  lH*ama 
Than  in  fair  evening  cloud,  or  humid  Ik)vv, 
When  God  hath  showertxl  the  earth :  so  lovely 

seemed 
riial  InndscajK* :  and  of  pure  now  purer  nir 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  ins]>ircs 
Vernal  tleligbt  ami  joy,  able  to  drive 
All  «adn<*s»  but  dr-spair:  now  irenlle  gab^, 
Fanning  their  odoriferous  wings,  dispenso 


Native  perfumes,  and  wlus|K^r  whenw  lliey  stole 

Thosi*  bill  my  sjMiils.     As  when  to  them  who  saif 

Beyond  the  rn|x'  of  I  Ii'im-,  and  now  are  jurt 

Mozandiic,  ofl'at  sea  northeast  winds  Mow 

Sal»ean  odours  from  the  spicy  shore 

Of  Attd)v  the  bli'.Mt :  witli  such  delav 

Well  pleasi'd  they  slack  their  course,  and  many  t 

leajnie 
Cheered  with  the  grateful  smell,  old  Ocean  smilm: 
So  entertained  tlioso  oilorous  swm-ts  the  fiend, 
Who  came  their  bane,  though  with  them  Ixltpr 

pleased 
Than  Asmo<lPus  with  the  fishy  fume 
That  drove  him,  though  enamoured,  from  tHe 

six>use 
Of  Tobit's  son,  and  with  a  venfreance  sent 
From  M»ilea  |kisI  fo  Kgypt,  there  fant  liuumL 
Now  to  th'  ascent  of  that  steeji  savage  hill 
Saton  had  journeyed  on,  piMisive  and  sloiv; 
But  furtlier  way  found  none,  so  thick  entwined, 
As  one  continued  brake,  the  undergrowth 
Of  shrubs  and  tangling  bushes  had  [H»rplexed 
All  p;ith  of  man  or  lK*.ist  that  passed  that  w.ay: 
One  gate  there  only  was,  and  that  looked  east 
On  tli'  other  side :  which  when  th'  arch- felon  saw 
Due  entrance  lu^  disdained,  and,  in  eontemiit, 
At  one  slight  lK>und  high  overleuin^l  all  Itounil 
Of  hill  or  highest  w;dl.  and  sheer  witiiin 
Lights  on  his  feet^    As  when  a  prowling  wolf, 
Whom  hunger  drives  to  .vek  new  haunt  for  jircy, 
Wutcliing  where  shephenis  jK-n  their  flocl^a  at 

eve, 
In  hurdled  cotes  amid  the  field  s<»cure. 
Leaj)s  o'er  the  feui'e  \nih  eose  into  the  fold: 
Or  as  a  Ihiet*.  bent  t«)  unlionrd  the  cash 
Of  some  rich  burgher,  whost»  sul>stantial  dtx^rs, 
Cross  bam  d  and  bolted  fast,  fear  no  assault, 
111  at  th»*  window  rliinl>s,  i>r  o'er  the  tiles: 
So  clomb  this  first  gr.md  thief  into  Gotl's  fold; 
So  since  into  bis  chundilewil  hirelings  climb. 
Thence  u[)  he  flew,  and  on  tlieln^e  of  lif:?. 
The  middle  tree  and  hifihest  there  thnt  '^rew. 
Sat  like  a  cormorant ;  yet  not  true  life 
Thereby  reg.iined,  butK:)t  de\ising  deafh 
To  them  who  lived  ;  nor  on  the  virtue  thoun-ht 
Of  that  life-giving  plunt,  but  only  u.^d 
For  pros^KHTt,  what,  wi»ll  us<mI,  had  liLrii  the  pledga 
Of  immortality.     So  little  knows 
Anv,  but  (.14x1  alone,  to  vulue  ri^jbt 
The  goo<l  l»efore  him,  but  |)erverts  best  t!iin<^ 
To  worsf  abuse,  or  to  their  meanest  use. 
Beneath  him  with  new  womler  now  he  \iew», 
To  all  delight  of  human  sense  exjwsed, 
In  narrow  room  Nature's  wluile  wealth,  yea  nnrrt, 
A  Heaven  on  earth;  ft>r  blissful  Paradisic 
Of  GihI  t!ie  g:ird<'n  was,  by  him  in  I  lie  ei:st 
Of  Kden  planted;  Fdi-n  stretched  her  line 
From  Aurnn  eastward  lo  the  royal  towsrs 
Of  great  Seleucia,  built  by  Greciuii  kings 
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Or  where  the  sons  of  EUca  long  before 
Dwrit  in  Telassar :  in  tlilii  pleasant  soil 
TIis  far  mi  re  pleasant  garden  God  ordained  i 
Oat  of  tlie  fertile  ground  be  caused  to  grow 
AU  trees  of  noblest  kind  for  sight,  smell,  taste ; 
And  all  amid  them  stood  the  tree  of  life, 
Higli  eminent,  blooming  ambrosial  fruit 
Of  vegetable  gold ;  and  next  to  Hfc, 
Our  d»«th,  the  tree  of  knowledge  grew  fast  by, 
Know  ledge  of  good  bought  dear  by  knowing  ilL 
Southward  through  Eden  went  a  river  large. 
Nor  changed  his  course,  but  through  the  shaggy 

hill 
PasBod  underneath  ingulphed ;  for  God  had  thrown 
That  mountain  as  his  garden  mould  high  raised 
(7pon  the  rapid  current,  which,  through  veins 
Of  yatoui  earth,  with  kindly  thirst  updrawn, 
Sose  a  fresh  fountain,  and  with  many  a  rill 
Watprcd  the  garden ;  thence  united  fell 
Down  the  steep  glade,  and  met  the  nether  flood. 
Wliich  from  hb  darksome  passage  now  appears 
And  now,  divided  into  four  main  streams, 
Runs  diverse,  wandering  many  a  famous  realm 
And  country,  whereof  hero  needs  no  account ; 
But  rather  to  tell  how,  if  Art  could  tell, 
How  from  that  sapphire  fount  the  crisped  brooks, 
Rolling  on  orient  pearl  and  sands  of  gold. 
With  ma^  error  under  pendent  shades 
Ran  nectar,  vliiting  each  plant,  and  fed 
Flowera,  worthy  of  Paradise,  wliich  not  nice  Art 
In  beds  and  curious  knots,  but  Nature  boon 
Poured  forth  profuse  on  hill  and  dale  and  plain. 
Both  where  the  morning  sun  first  warmly  smote 
Ttic  open  field,  and  where  t!ic  uiipierccd  shade 
Embrowned  the  noontide  bowers:  thus  was  this 

place 
A  luppy  rural  seat  of  various  view ; 
Groves  whose  rich  trees  wept  odorous  gums  and 

balm, 
OtLtTS  %%  hose  fruit,  burnished  with  golden  rind. 
Hung  amiable,  IIesp<'rian  fables  true. 
If  true,  here  only,  and  of  delicious  taste: 
Betnixt  them  lawns,  or  level  downs,  and  flocks 
Grazing  the  tender  herb,  were  interposed. 
Or  (taluiy  hillock ;  or  the  fluwery  lap 
Of  fcouiL'  irriguous  valley  spread  her  store, 
FIoi\ers  of  ull  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose: 
Aijothrr  side,  umbrageous  grots  and  caves 
Of  cool  rc«:cifs,  oer  which  the  montling  vine 
Lays  forth  her  purple  gra^K*,  and  gently  creeps 
Uuuriaut;  meanwhile  munnuring  waters  full 
Down  the  8lui>e  hills,  dujipersed,  or  in  u  lake, 
Thut  to  the  fringed  bank  with  niyrllo  crowned 
Ili-r  Lr\stal  mirror  ho!d:f>,  unite  their  Rtrcnms. 
T.ir  birds  their  choir  a[)ply;  airs,  vernal  airs, 
HrvnihiifiZ  tlic  sintll  ofiloM  and  jiroNo,  nttuno 
Tlir  trt-.ijMiiig  havi'Sj  whili'  univorsal  Pan, 
KtJi  w'it.i  the  CjJriWTS  and  llie  Hours,  in  (iniicc 
L[J ufi  tiic  Pleruiil  rspring.     Not  thut  fair  field 


Of  Enna,  where  Proserpine  gathering  flowers, 
Herself  a  fairer  flower,  by  gloomy  Dis 
Was  gathered,  which  cost  Ceres  all  that  pain 
To  seek  her  through  the  world ;  nor  that  sweel 

grove 
Of  Daphne  by  Orontcs,  and  the  inspired 
Castaliaii  spring,  might  with  this  Paradisa 
Of  Eden  strive ;  nor  that  Nyseian  isle. 
Girt  with  the  river  Triton,  where  old  Cham, 
Whom  Gentiles  Ammon  call  and  Lybian  Jove, 
Hid  Amalthea,  and  her  florid  son. 
Young  Bacchus,  from  her  step-dame  Rhea's  eyo; 
Nor  where  Abaasin  kings  their  issue  guard. 
Mount  Amara,  though  this  by  some  supposed 
True  Paradise,  under  the  Ethiop  line 
By  Nilus'  head,  enclosed  with  shining  rock, 
A  whole  day's  journey  high,  but  wide  remote 
From  this  Assyrian  garden,  where  the  fiend 
Saw  undelighted  all  delight,  all  kind 
Of  living  creatures,  new  to  sight,  and  strango. 
Two  of  far  nobler  shajw,  erect  and  tall, 
Godlike  erect,  with  native  honour  clad. 
In  naked  majesty  seemed  lords  of  all : 
And  worthy  seemed ;  for  in  their  looks  divine 
The  image  of  their  glorious  Maker  shone. 
Truth,  wisdom,  sanctitude  severe  and  pure 
(Severe,  but  in  true  filial  freedom  placed,) 
Whence  true  authority  in  men ;  though  both 
Not  equal,  as  their  sex  not  equal  seemed ; 
For  contemplation  he  and  valour  formed. 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  attractive  grace ; 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  in  him : 
His  fair  large  front  and  eye  sublime  declared 
Absolute  rule;  and  hyacinthine  locks 
Round  from  his  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
Clustennt;  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  broad 
She,  as  a  veil,  down  to  the  slender  waist 
Her  unadorned  jiolden  tresses  wore 
Dislie veiled,  but  in  wanton  ringlets  waved 
As  the  vine  curls  lu*r  tendrils,  which  implied 
Subjection,  but  required  with  gentle  sway, 
And  by  her  yielded,  by  him  b«;t  received. 
Yielded  with  coy  submission,  modest  pride. 
And  s\veet,  reluctant,  amorous  delay. 
Nor  those  mysterious  parts  were  then  concealed ; 
Then  was  not  guilty  shame,  dishonest  shame 
Of  nature's  works,  honour  dishonourable. 
Sin-bred,  how  have  ye  trouoled  all  mankind 
With  shows  instead,  mere  shows  of  8c«>ming  putt 
And  banished  from  mun's  life  his  happiest  life, 
Simplicity  and  s|K>tK*ss  innocence  » 
So  ])as.sed  they  naked  on,  nor  shunned  the  isigb 
Of  Gtxl  or  angel,  for  they  thought  no  ill: 
So  hand  in  I»an<l  tliey  passed,  the  loveliest  paii 
That  ever  sinn-  in  love's  embraces  met; 
Adam  thegodliist  man  of  men  since  bom 
His  s<ms;  the  f:iirest  of  her  daugiitors  F.vo. 
Under  atudofshade,  ihat  on  a  green 
Stood  whisjM-riiig  sofl,  by  a  fresh  fv^untain  sidA 
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They  aai  thorn  down;  kikI,  aflvr  no  more  toil 
Of  their  sweet  gardening  labour  than  sufliccd 
To  reconimend  cool  zepliyr,  and  made  ease 
More  easy,  wholesome  thirst  and  appetite 
Alorc  grateful,  to  their  supi»er  fruits  they  fell, 
Neetarine  fruits  which  the  compliant  boughs 
Yielded  them,  side- long  as  they  sat  recline, 
On  the  soft  downy  hank  damasked  with  flowers: 
The  savoury  pulp  they  chew,  and  in  the  rind 
Still  as  they  tliirsted  scoop  the  brimming  stream; 
Nor  gentle  iiur|>o8e,  nor  endearing  smiles 
Wanted,  nor  youthful  dalliance,  as  Ix'scems 
Fair  couple,  linked  in  happy  nuptial  league, 
AKmc  as  they.    About  them  frisking  played 
AH  beasts  of  the  earth,  since  wild,  and  of  all  chase, 
In  wood  or  wilderness,  forest  or  den ; 
Si)orting  the  lion  ramped,  and  in  his  paw 
Dandled  the  kid ;  liears,  tigers,  ounces,  pards, 
Gamlinlled  l)eforc  them ;  the  unwieldy  elephant, 
To  make  them  mirth,  used  all  his  might  and 

wreathed 
His  lithe  prolxwris;  ehwc  the  seriient  sly, 
Insinu:iting,  wove  with  Gonlian  twine, 
I  lis  braided  train,  and  of  his  fatal  guile 
Gave  prix>f  unheeded ;  others  on  the  grass 
CouclM»d,  and,  now  filled  with  pasture,  gazing  sat, 
Or  l>edward  ruminating;  for  the  sun, 
Declineil,  was  haFting  now  with  prone  career 
To  the  ocean  isles,  and  in  the  ascending  scale 
Of  [Jeaven  the  stars  that  usher  evening  rt>sc : 
When  Satin,  still  in  gaze,  as  first  he  8to«xl, 
Scaicc  thus  at  length  failed  speech  n^coveretl  «ad. 
"  O  hell !  what  do  mine  eves  with  ffrief  lH?hoM ! 
Into  our  room  of  bliss  thus  hxsh.  advanced 
Creatures  of  other  mould,  earthborn  in'rhajja, 
Notspirit*,  yit  to  heavenly  spirits  bright 
I/ittle  inferior;  whom  my  thoughts  jnirsue 
With  wonder,  and  could  love,  so  liv«'lv  sliinss 
In  them  divine  rosenibliince,  and  sucli  ijrace 
The  hand  thnt  formed  them  on  their  shape  hath 

pouri'd. 
Ah,  gentle  pair!  ye  little  think  how  nigh 
Your  chnni^c  approaches,  when  all  these  delights 
Will  vani-h,  ami  deliver  ye  to  wo, 
Mon»  wo,  the  more  your  taste  is  now  of  joy; 
1 1'jppy,  but  for  so  happy  ill  secured 
Long  to  continue,  and  thi-;  high  statyourTTeavcn 
lU  fenceil  for  Heaven  to  keep  out  such  a  foe 
As  now  is  entered;  yet  no  [nirpwcd  foe 
To  you,  wlmm  T'-ould  pity  thus  forlorn, 
Tln)Uirh  I  uiP:iti''d:  le^jrue  with  you  I  seek, 
And  inuti'ol  a'nity,  st>  Rtraiirht,  so  eloft*^ 
Th.it  1  vvi»li  ynu  must  dwell,  or  you  with  mc 
ITenrefor*!!;  my  dwi-lling  Inply  may  not  pleas«o, 
Like  this  f;ii-  Paradise,  voiir  sensr;  vrt  such 
Accept  y«tur  Maker's  work;  he  gave  it  me. 
Which  1  as  freely  give:  hill  shall  unfold. 
To  entertain  you  two,  hi-r  widest  gates, 
And  ji'nd  forth  all  her  kings;  there  will  be  room, 


Not  like  these  narrow  limits,  to  receive 
Your  numerous  offspring;  if  no  better  plau!. 
Thank  him  who  puts  mc  loth  to  tliia  revenge 
On  you  who  wrong  me  not,  for  him  who  wronged. 
And  should  I  at  your  harmli^ss  innocence 
Melt  as  I  do,  yet  public  reason  just,     ■ 
Honour  and  emf>irt>  with  revenge  enlarged, 
By  conquering  this  new  world,  com])eU  mc  now 
To  do  what  else,  though  damned,  I  should  abhor.' 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necesdity, 
The  tyrant's  plea,  excused  his  devilish  deeds. 
Then  from  his  lofty  stand  on  tliat  high  tree 
Down  he  alights  among  the  sportful  herd 
Of  those  four-footed  kinds,  hunself  now  one 
Now  other,  as  their  shape  served  best  his  cnu 
Nearer  to  view  his  prey,  and  unesi)ii*d 
To  mark  what  of  their  state  ho  more  might  Icam^ 
Vty  word  or  action  marked:  about  them  round 
A  lion  now  he  stalks  with  fiery  glan*; 
Then  as  a  ty;;er,  who  by  chance  hath  spied 
In  some  purlieu  two  gentle  fawns  at  jday, 
Straight  couches  elos*?,  then,  rising,  changes  oft 
His  eouchant  watch,  as  one  who  chose  his  ground, 
Whence  rusliing  he  might  surest  sei/^  them  both, 
Crijvd  in  each  paw:  when  Adam,  first  of  men, 
To  first  of  women  Eve,  thus  moving  speech, 
Turned  him,  all  ear  to  hear  new  utterance  flow. 

"  Sole  partner,  and  sole  part,  of  all  these  joys, 
Dearer  thvself  than  all:  needs  must  the  Power 
That  made  us,  and  for  us  this  amjde  world 
He  infinitely  good,  and  of  his  good 
As  lilM'ral  and  free  as  infinite; 
That  raised  us  from  the  dust,  aTid  ])laced  us  here 
In  all  this  liappincss,  who  at  his  hand 
Have  nothing  nirrite<l,  nor  can  pi^rforra 
Aught  whereof  he  hath  need:  he  who  requires 
Fn"»m  us  no  other  service  than  to  keep 
This  one,  this  easy  charge,  'of  all  the  trees 
In  Parailise  that  l)ear  d»*lieious  fruit 
So  various,  n»)t  to  taste  that  only  tree 
r)f  knowledge,  planted  by  the  tn-e  of  life;' 
So  near  grows  death  to  life,  whate'er  death  is, 
Soini*  dreadful  thing  no  doubt;  for  well  thou  know- 

est 
God  hath  pronounced  it  death  to  fciste  that  tree, 
The  only  sign  of  our  olH-dience  left. 
Among  so  many  signs  of  j)ower  and  rule 
Conferred  ujion  us,  and  d<miinion  given 
Over  all  other  creatures  that  posss's.-* 
Farth,  air  an<!  sea.     Tlum  let  us  not  think  bar! 
One  easy  prohibition,  w  bo  enjoy 
Free  leave  st»  large  to  all  things  else,  and  choice 
Unlimited  of  manifold  dclijihts: 
But  let  us  ever  praise  him,  and  extol 
His  bounty,  following  our  delicbtful  task. 
To  prune  these  growing  plants,  and  tend  tliese 

flowers. 
Which,  were  it  toil»)me,  yet  with  thee  were  sweet." 

To  whom  thus  Eve  n-plitMl : — "  O  thou  for  whom 
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And  from  whom  I  wu  formed,  flesh  of  thy  flesh, 
And  without  whom  am  to  no  end,  my  guide 
And  head !  what  thou  hast  said  is  just  and  right. 
For  we  tu  him  indeed  all  praises  owe, 
And  doily  thanks;  I  chiefly,  who  enjoy 
So  far  the  happier  lot,  enjoying  thee 
Pje-rminent  by  ao  much  odds,  while  thou 
Like  consort  to  thyself  canst  no  where  find. 
That  day  I  ofl  remember,  when  from  sleep 
I  first  awaked,  and  found  myself  reposed 
Under  a  shade  on  flowers,  much  wondering  where 
And  what  I  was,  whence  thither  brought,  and  how, 
Not  distant  far  from  thence  a  murnmring  sound 
Of  waters  issued  from  a  cave,  and  spread 
Into  a  liquid  plsdn,  then  stood  unmoved 
Pure  as  the  expanse  of  Ileaven;  I  thither  went 
With  unexperienced  thought,  and  laid  me  down 
On  tlie  green  bank  to  look  into  the  clear 
Smooth  lake,  that  to  me  seemed  another  sky. 
As  I  bent  down  to  look,  just  opposite 
A  shape  within  the  watery'  gleam  appeared, 
Bending  to  look  on  me:  I  started  back. 
It  started  back;  but  pleased  I  soon  returned, 
Pleased  it  returned  as  soon  with  answering  looks 
Of  sympathy  and  love :  there  I  had  fixed 
Mine  eyes  till  now,  and  pined  with  vain  desire. 
Had  not  a  voice  thus  warned  me :  '  What  thou 

sccst, 
What  there  thou  seest,  fair  creature,  is  tliyself ; 
With  thee  it  came  and  goes :  but  follow  me, 
And  I  will  bring  thee  where  no  shadow  stays 
Thy  coming,  and  thy  sofl  embraces,  ho 
Whose  image  thou  art ;  him  thou  shalt  enjoy, 
Inseparably  tliinc,  to  him  shalt  bear 
Multitudes  like  thyself,  and  tlicncc  be  called 
Motiicr  of  human  rac«.'    What  could  I  do, 
But  follow  straight,  invisibly  thus  led  1 
rill  I  esj)ied  thee,  fair  indeed  and  toll, 
Cndcr  a  plantain ;  yet  methought  less  fair, 
Less  winning  sofl,  less  amiably  mild, 
Than  that  smooth  watery  tmage:  back  I  turned; 
Thou  following  cricdst  aloud, '  Return,  fair  Eve, 
Whom  flicst  thou?  whom  thou  fliest,  of  him  thou 

art, 
Bis  flesh,  his  bone:  to  give  thee  being,  I  lent 
Out  of  my  side  to  thee  nearest  my  heart, 
Subtitantial  life,  to  have  thee  by  my  side 
Henceforth  an  individual  solace  dear; 
Part  of  my  soul  I  seek  tlice,  and  thee  claim 
My  other  half.'    With  that  thy  gentle  hand 
Seized  none;  I  yielded,  and  from  that  tunc  sec 
How  beauty  is  excelled  by  manly  grace, 
And  wisdom,  which  alone  is  truly  fair." 

So  frpake  our  general  mother,  and  with  eyes 
Of  conjugal  attraction,  unrt?provcd. 
And  lueck  surrender,  half-embracing  leaned 
On  our  firet  father;  half  her  swelling  breast 
Naked  met  Ids,  imder  the  flowing  gold 

Of  her  loofe  tresses  hid :  ho,  in  delight 

F 


Smiled  with  superior  love,  as  Jupiter 

On  Juno  smiles,  when  ho  impregns  the  clouds 

That  shod  Alay  flowers;  and  pressed  ncr  matron 

Up. 
With  kisses  pure:  aside  the  devil  turned 

For  envy,  yet  with  jealous  leer  malign 

Eyed  them  askance,  and  to  himself  tlius  plained 

Both  of  her  beauty  and  submissive  charms, 

"  Sight  hateful,  sight  tormenting!  thus  tliesc  two 

Imparadised  in  one  another's  arms, 

The  happier  Eden,  shall  enjoy  their  fill 

Of  bliss  on  bliss;  yvhilc  I  to  hell  am  thrust, 

Whore  neither  joy  nor  love,  but  fierce  desire, 

Among  our  other  torments  not  the  least, 

Still  unfulfilled,  with  pain  of  longing  pines. 

Yet  let  me  not  forget  what  I  have  gained 

From  their  own  mouths:  all  is  not  theirs,  it  seems; 

One  fatal  tree  tlierc  stands,  of  knowledge  called, 

Forbidden  them  to  taste :  knowlo<lirc  forbidden  1 

Suspicious,  reasonless.    Why  should  their  Lord 

En\7  them  that!  can  it  be  sin  to  know! 

Can  it  be  death?  and  do  they  only  stand 

By  ignorance  ?  is  that  their  happy  state. 

The  proof  of  their  obedience  and  their  fiiith? 

O  fair  foundation  laid  whereon  to  build 

Their  ruin  !     Hence  I  will  excite  their  minds 

With  more  desire  to  know,  and  to  n  jcct 

Envious  commands,  invented  with  design 

To  keep  them  low,  whom  knowledge  might  cxa." 

Equal  with  gods :  aspiring  to  be  such. 

They  taste  and  die;  what  likelier  can  ensue? 

But  first  witli  narrow  search  I  must  walk  round 

This  garden,  ajid  no  corner  leave  unspiod : 

A  chance  but  chance;  may  lead  where  I  may  meet 

Some  wandering  spirit  of  Ileaven  by  fountam 

side, 
Or  in  tliick  shade  retired,  from  him  to  draw 
What  further  would  be  learned.    Live  wliile  yo 

may 
Yet  happy  pair ;  enjo}',  till  I  return. 
Short  pleasures,  for  long  woes  are  to  succeed." 
So  saying,  his  proud  step  he  scornful  turned, 
But  with  sly  circumspection,  and  began. 
Through  wood,  through  waste,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dole, 

his  roam. 
Meanwhile  in  utmost  longitude,  where  Ileaven 
With  eartli  and  ocean  meets,  the  setting  sun 
Slowly  descended,  and  with  right  asj>cct 
Against  the  eastern  gate  of  Paradise 
Levelled  his  evening  rays:  it  was  a  rock 
Of  alabaster,  piled  up  to  the  clouds, 
Cons]iicuou3  far,  wuiding  with  one  ascent 
Acces^blc  from  earth,  one  entrance  high ; 
The  rest  was  craggy  clifl',  that  overhung 
Still  as  it  rose,  impossible  to  climb. 
Betwixt  these  rocky  pillars  Gabriel  saf, 
Chief  of  the  angelic  guards,  awaiting  nighi; 
Aliout  him  exercised  heroic  games 
The  unarmei  youth  of  Heaven,  but  nigh  at  hano 
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Trlfstial  arinonrj',  Rhioldfl,  holms,  ami  Hpcare, 
HunfT  hiirh  with  dinmond  flaming,  and  with  gold. 
Thithrrcamo  Uriel,  gliding  through  the  even 
On  a  riunU'am,  Hwift  as  a  Rhix)ting  >;tar, 
III  autumn  thwarts  the*  night,  when  vapours  fired 
Impress  the  air,  and  shows  the  mariner 
From  what  point  ofhiseompaftto  beware 
rmpetuous  winds:  he  thus  began  in  hartc. 

"  Gabrii'l,  to  thee  thy  course  by  lot  hath  given 
Charge  and  strict  watch,  that  to  this  happy  place 
No  evil  thing  approach  or  enter  in. 
This  day  at  height  of  noon  catno  to  my  sphere 
A  spirit,  zealous,  as  he  seemed,  to  know 
More  of  the  Almighty's  works,  and  chiefly  man, 
God's  latest  image:  I  descrilcd  his  way 
Bent  all  on  f>i)eed,  and  marked  his  airy  gnit ; 
But  in  the  mount  that  lii^  from  Kden  north, 
Where  he  first  liirhted,  soon  di>K*enied  his  looks 
Alien  from  Heaven,  with  pas>ions  foul  olHscunnl: 
Mine  eye  pursmxl  him  still,  hut  und<*r  shade 
Lost  sight  of  him  :  one  of  the  banished  ennv, 
i.  fear,  hath  ventured  from  the  deep,  tondse 
New  tnnibles ;  him  tliy  care  must  lie  to  find." 

To  whom  the  winded  warrior  thus  n'turncd. 
"  Uriel,  no  wontler  if  thy  perfect  sight, 
Amid  the  sun's  bright  circle  where  thou  sittest, 
See  far  and  wide:  in  at  this  gate  none  pass 
The  vigilance  here  j>lacod,  but  such  as  come 
Well  known  from  Heaven;  and  since  meridian 

hour 
No  creature  thence:  if  spirit  of  other  sort, 
So  minded,  have  oVrleaped  thirse  earthly  bounds 
Onpnr])ose,  hard  thouknowestit  to  exclude 
Spiritual  substance  with  corjioreal  bar. 
But  if  within  the  circuit  of  these  w:ilks, 
In  whatsoever  shape  he  lurk,  of  whom 
Thou  tellest,  by  morrow  dawning  1  shall  know." 

So  promised  he ;  and  Uriel  to  his  charge 
Returned  on  that  bright  beam,  whose  jwint  now 

raised 
Bore  liim  slope  downward  to  the  sun  now  (aXieu 
Beneath  the  Azores ;  whether  the  prime  orb, 
incredible  how  owift,  had  thither  rolled 
Diurnal,  or  thi.s  letss  voluble  earth, 
Bv  shorter  fliirlit  to  the  east  had  lefl;  him  there 
Arraying  with  reflected  purple  and  gold 
The  clouds  that  on  his  western  throne  attend. 
Now  en  me  still  evening  on,  and  twilight  gray 
Had  in  her  solwr  livery  all  things  clad ; 
Silence  accompanied  ,  for  beast  and  bird. 
They  to  tlieir  gra*«y  couch,  these  to  their  nests 
Were  slunk,  all  but  the  wakeful  nightinijale: 
Shf:  ah  night  long  her  amorous  descant  sung ; 
yiloncf  was  pleaded ;  now  glow<tl  the  firmament 
Witli  living  sapphires;  Hesix'rus,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  nnle  brightest,  till  the  moon, 
Rising  in  (.louded  majesty,  at  length, 
Appaient  queen,  unveiled  her  peerless  light, 
AjmI  o'er  the  dark  her  uIvgt  mantle  threw. 


When  Adam  thus  to  F.ve.  "  Fair  consort,  tbt 
hour 
Of  night,  and  all  things  now  retired  to  rest, 
Mind  UH  of  like  re()nse,  since  G(x]  hath  sc* 
Lal>our  and  rest,  as  day  and  night,  to  men 
Successive;  and  the  timely  dew  of  sleep, 
Nowfallinff  with  soft  slumb'rous  weight,  incline* 
Our  eyelids:  other  creatun^  all  day  long 
Rove  idle,  unemployed  and  li»ss  need  rest: 
Man  hath  his  daily  work  of  IkkU' or  mind 
Api»ointed,  which  declares  his  dignity. 
And  the  regard  of  Heaven  on  all  hiswa^'s; 
While  other  animals  un active  range, 
And  of  their  doin^rs  God  takes  no  account. 
To-morrow,  ere  fresh  morning  stn^ak  the  cast 
With  first  approach  of  light,  we  must  be  risen, 
And  at  our  pleasant  labour  ton'forni 
Yon  flowery  arlmurs,  yonder  alleys  green, 
Our  walk  at  noon,  with  branches  overgrown, 
l^hat  mock  our  scant  manuring,  and  require 
Mon*  hands  than  ours  to  lop  their  wanton  growth' 
Those  bloRsoms  also,  and  tho^  dropping  gums, 
That  lie  bestrown,  unsightly  and  unsmoolh. 
Ask  riddance,  if  W(>  mean  to  tread  with  ease  : 
Meanwhile,  as  Nature  wills,  night  bids  us  rest." 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  with  piTfcct  beauty  adonicd 
"  My  author  and  disiK)ser,  what  thou  bid'st 
Unargu«*<l  1  obey:  so  Go<l  ordains; 
God  is  thy  law,  thou  mine:  to  know  no  more 
Is  woman's  happie£>t  knowledge  and  her  praise 
With  thee  conversing  1  forget  all  time; 
All  seasons  and  their  change,  all  please  alike 
Sweet  is  the  breath  of  morn,  her  rising  sweet, 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  pleasant  the  sun. 
When  first  on  this  delightful  land  he  spreads 
His  orient  beanos,  on  herb,  tree,  fruit,  and  flower, 
Glish^ring  with  dew ;  fragrant  the  fertile  earth 
Alter  soU  showers;  and  8W(>('t  the  coming  on 
Of  grateful  evening  mild ;  then  silent  night, 
With  this  her  solemn  bird,  and  this  fair  moon, 
And  these  the  gems  of  Heaven,  her  starry  trun: 
But  neither  breath  of  morn,  when  she  ascends 
With  charm  of  earliest  birds;  nor  rising  sun 
On  this  delightful  land;  nor  herb,  fruit,  flower, 
Glistering  with  dew ;  nor  fragrance  afler  showwi| 
Nor  gniteful  eveninij  mild ;  nor  silent  night. 
With  this  her  solcuin  bird,  nor  walk  by  moon. 
Or  glittering  starlight,  without  thee  is  sweet. 
But  when^fore  all  night  long  shine  these  ?  for  wIuki 
This  glorious  sight,  when  Kleep  hath  shut  tJl 


eyes 


7" 


To  whom  our  general  ancestor  replie<1. 
"  Daughter  of  Goil  and  man,  accomjilishd  Eve, 
These  have  their  course  to  finish  round  thccarlh| 
By  morrow  evening,  and  from  land  to  land 
In  order,  though  to  nations  yet  unborn, 
Ministering  light  prepan>d,  they  set  and  rije; 
Lest  total  darkness  should  by  night  regaia 
Her  old  possession,  and  extinguish  life 
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In  nature  and  all  things,  which  those  mil  fires 
2*?ot  only  enlighten,  but  ^ith  kindly  heat 
or  various  influence  foment  and  warm, 
Tcm^ier  or  nourish,  or  in  i»art  shed  down 
Their  steUar  virtue  on  all  kinds  that  grow 
On  earth,  made  herchy  apter  to  Receive 
Perfi'ctioTi  from  the  sun's  more  potent  ray. 
Thciie  then,  though  unbeheld  in  deep  of  night, 
Shine  not  in  vain ;  nor  think,  though  men  were 

none, 
That  Heaven  would  wont  spectators,  God  want 

pmiae; 
Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  walk  the  earth 
Unseen,  both  when  wc  wake,  and  when  we  sleep; 
All  t}icsc  with  ceaseless  praise  his  works  bt^hold 
Both  day  and  night :  how  often  from  the  steep 
Of  echoing  hill  or  tliicket  have  we  heard 
Celestial  voices  to  the  midnight  air, 
Sole,  or  responsive  each  to  other's  note, 
Singuig  their  great  Creator  ?  oft  in  bands 
"Wliik  tlicy  keep  watch,  or  nightly  rounding  walk, 
With  heavenly  touch  of  instrumental  sounds 
In  full  harmonic  number  joined,  their  songs 
IH^ide  the  night,  and  lift  our  thoughts*  to  Heaven." 
Thus  talking,  hand  in  hand  alone  they  passed 
On  to  their  blissful  bower:  it  was  a  place 
Chosen  by  the  sovereign  Planter,  when  he  framed 
AU  things  to  mans  delightful  use;  the  roof 
Of  tidckest  covert  was  interwoven  shade 
Laurel  and  myrtle,  and  what  higher  grew 
Of  firm  and  fragrant  leaf:  on  eitlier  side 
Acanthus,  and  each  odorous  bushy  shrub, 
Fenced    up  the  verdant  wall;    each  beauteous 

flower, 
Iris  all  hues,  roses,  and  jessifraine 
Reared  high  tlieir  flourishing  heads  between,  and 

wrought 
Mosuc ;  under  foot  the  violet, 
Cnx*cs,  and  hyacinth,  with  rich  inlay 
Broidcrcd  the  ground,  more  coloured  than  with 

stone 
Of  roftliefct  emblem:  other  creature  hero, 
Bc&ct,  bird,  insect,  or  worm  durst  enter  none. 
Such  was  their  awe  of  man.     In  shadier  bower. 
More  Mcred  and  sequestered,  though  but  feigned. 
Pan  or  Sylvanus  never  slept,  nor  nymph 
Nor  fauns  haunted.     Here,  in  close  recess. 
With  flowers,  garlands,  and  sweet  swelling  herl»s, 
E^pouficd  Eve  decked  first  her  nuptlil  bed, 
And  heavenly  choirs  the  hymensan  sung. 
What  day  the  genial  angel  to  our  sire 
Brought  her,  in  naked  beauty  more  adorned, 
More  lovely  than  Pandora,  whom  the  god 
Kndowi-d  with  all  their  gifts,  and  O  too  like 
In  sail  event,  when  to  the  unwiser  son 
Of  Japbct  brought  by  Hermes,  she  ensnared 
Mankind  with  her  fair  looks,  to  be  avenged 
On  him  who  had  stole  Jove's  authentic  fire. 
Thus,  at  their  shady  lodge  arrived,  both  stood, 


Both  turnetl,  and  under  o[kmi  bky  adored 

The  God  that   made  both  sky,   air,  cartli,  and 

Heaven 
Whii'h  they  Iwheld,  the  moon'j  resplendent  glol^ 
And  starry  i»olo :  "  Thou  also  mad  at  the  night, 
Maker  onmi^iotent,  and  thou  ihe  day, 
"Which  we,  in  our  apjwinted  work  employed 
Have  finished,  happy  in  our  mutual  help 
And  mutual  love,  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss 
Ordained  by  thee;  and  this  delicious  place 
For  us  too  large,  whore  thy  abundance  wants 
Partakers,  and  uncropt  falln  to  tiie  ground. 
But  thou  bust  promii^Hl  fnnn  us  two  a  race 
To  fill  the  eartli,  who  shall  with  us  extol 
Thy  gomlness  infinite,  l)oth  when  wc  wake. 
And  when  wc  8i*ek,  as  now,  thy  gift  of  sleep." 

This  sidd  unanimous,  and  other  rites 
Ohs<?r\ing  none,  but  adonition  pure 
Whirh  Go<l  likes  l)est,  into  their  inmost  Iwwer 
Handed  they  went ;  and,  eawd  the  putting  off 
These  troulilesome  disjjuises  which  we  wear. 
Straight  side  by  side  were  laid ;  nor  turned,  I  ween, 
Adam  from  his  fuir  simhisc,  nor  l*Ae  the  rites 
Mysterious  of  connubial  lr»ve  n.'fu.«(?d : 
WhatfVfr  hyiw^rites  aufjt<'n-ly  talk 
Of  purity,  and  place,  and  innocenee, 
Defaming  as  impure  what  Goil  deelap?s 
Pure,  and  commands  to  some,  leaves  free  to  all 
Our  Maker  bids  increase;  who  bids ubstsiin 
But  our  destroyer,  foe  to  God  and  man? 
Hail,  weilded  love,  mysterious  law,  true  source 
Of  human  offspring,  sole  propriety 
In  Paradise  of  all  thiu'Ts  common  else  1 
By  thee  adult'rous  lust  was  driven  from  men 
Among  the  bestiid  henls  to  range ;  by  thee, 
Foundetl  in  reason,  loyal,  just,  and  pure. 
Relations  dear,  and  all  the  charities 
Of  father,  son,  and  brother  first  were  known. 
Far  Ihj  it  tiiat  I  should  write  thee  sin  or  blame. 
Or  thuik  thee  unbefitting  holiest  place, 
Per|)etual  fuuntiiin  of  domestic  sweets. 
Whose  bed  is  undeftled  and  chaste  pronounretf, 
Present,  or  ]>aRt,  as  saints  and  patriarchs  u:<ed  I 
Here  love  his  golden  shafts  empl<ii|j's,  here  lights 
His  constant  lamp,  and  waves  his  purj)le  wings 
Reiijns  here  and  revels ;  not  in  the  bouixht  smile 
Of  harlots,  loveless,  joyless,  unendeannl. 
Casual  fruhion :  nor  in  court  amoum, 
Mixed  dance,  or  wanton  mask,  or  midnight  ball, 
Or  serenade,  which  the  staned  lover  sings 
To  his  proud  fair,  Iwst  quitted  with  disilain. 
These  lulled  by  nightingales,  embracing  slept. 
And  on  their  naked  limbs  the  flowerj'  roof 
Showered  ri"»es,  which  the  morn  repaired.  Sleep  %iTi^ 
Blest  pair ;  and  O  yet  happiest,  if  ye  seek 
No  happier  state,  and  know  to  know  no  n,orc. 

Now  had  nigiit  measured  with  her  sbatlo\v}'  c«>iis 
Halfway  up  hill  this  vast  sublunar  vault, 
And  from  their  ivory  port  the  cherubioi, 
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Forth  issuiiii;  at  the  accustomed  hour,  stouJ  anncil 
To  their  night  watches  in  warhko  purade, 
When  Gabriel  to  Ivis  next  in  power  thus  ppakc, 

"  Uzzlel,  half  these  draw  ofT,  and  coast  the  soutli 
Witli  strictest  watch :  these  other  wheel  tlic  nortli; 
Our  circuit  meets  full  west."  As  llanic  tliey  part, 
Half  wheehn^  to  tlie  shield,  h:dt'tothe  sjiear. 
From  these,  two  strong  and  suhtlc  sjuriLs  he  c.ilU»d 
That  near  liim  :$tood,  and  gave  them  thus  in  charge. 

"  Ithuriel  and  Zephon,  with  winged  s|»eeil 
Search  tiiroiigh  tliia  garden,  leave  unsearchcd  no 

nook : 
But  cliiefly  where  those  two  fair  creatures  lodge, 
Now  laid  perhajM  asleep,  seeure  (»f  harm. 
This  evening  from  the  sun's  dfcline  arrived 
\Vlio  tells  of  some  infornil  spirit  aeon 
Hilherward  bent  (who  could  have  thought?)  es- 
caped 
The  l>:ira  of  Iiell,  on  errand  had  no  dmilit : 
Suc!i  where  ye  find,  srize  f.i::t  and  hither  bring.'* 

So  .saung,  on  he  led  his  radiant  files, 
Dazzling  the  moon;  thesi*  to  tlie  bower  direct 
In  senrcli  of  whom  they  souglit  j  him  tliere  they 

fiimd 
Squat  like  a  toad,  close  at  the  ear  of  Eve, 
Asjayin;;  bv  his  dtivilishart  to  reacli 
The  or;jans  of  her  funcv,  and  wilh  them  for;:o 
IlIus.ons  as  he  list,  phantasms  and  dreams  j 
Or  if,  inspiring  venom,  he  might  taint 
The  animal  spirits,  that  from  pure  bKx^l  arise 
Like  gentir  breaths  from  rivers  pure,  thence  raise 
At  lea-^t  dlstimiH'red,  di:«eontented  thoughts, 
Vain  lii'iM's,  vain  aisus,  inorditvate  desires, 
Eluwn  up  witli  Iiigh  conceits  eng«'n<liTing  pride. 
Iliin  thus  iiitiMit  Ithuriel  with  his  s[k\\t 
Tuuehed  lightly;  for  nofalseliood  can  endure 
Touch  of  etlestial  tempt»r,  but  n'turns 
Of  fon-c  to  its  own  likeness :  up  he  starts 
Discovered  and  surprised.     As  when  a  spark 
Lights  on  a  hecip  of  nitrous  {towder,  laid 
Fit  fi>r  tlie  tun  some  mairazine  to  store 
Against  a  rumoured  war,  the  smutty  grain. 
With  sudden  blaze  diffused,  intlames  the  air : 
So  started  up  in  his  own  shape  the  fiend. 
Back  step  tlitJse  two  fair  angels,  half  amazed 
So  sudden  to  InIioM  the  grimly  king ; 
Yet  thus,  uinnoved  with  fear,  accost  him  soon. 

"  Which  of  those  rebel  sjiirits  adjudged  to  ITtrll 
Comest  thou,  escnjwd  thy  prison?  and,  transformed 
Why  sjt'st  ihou  like  on  enemy  in  wait, 
Here  wntehing  at  the  head  of  tliese  that  sleep T' 

"Know  ye  not  then,"  said  Satan,  filled  with 
KCiirn, 
••  Know  ye  nyt  inc?  yc  knew  mo  once  no  mate 
For  you,  thrre  sitting  where  yc  durst  not  soar; 
Not  to  know  nie  argues  yourselves  unknown. 
The  lowest  of  your  throng;  or,  if  you  know, 
Why  nsk  ye,  and  superfluous  begin 
Your  messa;»e,  like  to  end  as  much  in  vain  V* 


To  whom  thus  Zephon,  answering  fcorn  with 
scorn : 
"  Think  not,  revolted  spirit,  thy  sliapc  the  tame, 
Or  undiminislicil  brightness  to  Itc  known, 
As  wlien  thou  stood'st  in  Heaven  upright  aad 

pure; 
That  glory  then,  wlien  thou  no  more  wast  good, 
Departed  from  thee ;  and  thou  reseml.'lest  now 
Thy  sin  and  jilaee  of  doom,  ol>scure  and  foul. 
But  coijie,  for  tliou,  be  siire,  shall  give  account 
To  tiim  who  sent  us,  ^^h•)sl^  eliargi*  is  to  keep 
This  place  inviulable,  and  these  from  harm." 

So  «p:die  the  elierub;  and  this  grave  rebuke, 
Severe  in  youthful  beauty,  added  grace 
Invincible;  abas!ied  thedivil  stixnl, 
And  felt  how  awful  rroixhiess  i.^,  and  saw 
Virtue  in  her  shajni  how  lovely ;  saw,  and  pined 
Tlisloss  ;  but  chielly  to  find  her  olhservcd 
His  lustre  visibly  impaired;  yet  seemed 
TFudaunfed.    "  If  I  nnist  contend,"  said  he, 
"  Best  with  the  best,  the  sender  not  the  si'nt, 
Or  all  at  onc4; ;  more  glorv  will  he  won, 
Or  h^s  lie  lost."     "  Thy  fear,"  srud  Zephon  bold, 
"  Will  save  u.-*  trial  what  the  least  can  do 
Single  against  thee  wicked,  and  thence  weak." 
The  fiend  replied  not,  overcome  with  rago ; 
But,  like  a  pn»ud  st<( d  reined,  went  haughty  on. 
Champing  his  iron  curb :  to  strive  or  fly 
He  held  it  vain ;  awe  from  alcove  liod  quelled 
His  heart,  not  else  dismayed.    Now  drew  tlicy 

nigli 
The  western  p.)int,  where  those  half-rounding 

guards 
Just  met,  ami  elo-ing  ntooil  in  squadron  joined, 
Awniting  next  command.     To  whom  their  c!ncf, 
Gabriel,  from  the  front  tlius  called  aloud, 

"  O  friends !  I  hear  the  tread  of  nimble  fort 
Hasting  this  way.  and  now  by  glimpse  ditfccm 
lthurii-1  and  Zephon  through t.he  shade; 
And  with  thnm  comes  atliird  of  n'gal  iK)rt, 
But  faded  splendour  wan ;  who,  by  his  gait 
And  fierce  demeanour,  stvms  the  prince  of  hcll^ 
Not  likely  to  part  hence  without  contest  ■ 
Stami  firm,  for  in  his  lo*)k  defiance  lowers.'* 
He  scaK'c  had  ended,  when  those  two  a^ 

proached, 
And  brief  related  whom  they  brought,  where 

found, 
How  busied,  in  wliat  form  and  po?'.ture  couched. 

To  whom  with  stern  regard  thus  Gabriel  fi(>akc. 
"  Why  hast  thou,  Satan,  broke  tlic  bounds  pre- 

se.rilH?d 
To  thy  trjnsgressione,  and  disturbed  the  char'^e 
Of  others,  who  approve  not  to  transgress 
By  thy  example,  but  have  |)ower  and  right 
To  question  thy  bold  entrance  on  this  place: 
Employed,  it  seems,  to  violate  sleep,  ami  those 
Whose  dwelling  Go<l  hath  planted  liere  in  blijw  P 
To  whom  thus  Satan  with  contemptuous  brow 
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"Gal«riel,  thou  hadst  in  Heaven  the  esteem  of 

wwe, 
And  fuch  I  hold  thee;  but  this  question  asked 
Pats  me  in  donl>t.  Liven  there  who  loves  his  pail .  7 
Who  would  not,  finding  way,  break  looee  from 

hell, 
Though  thither  doomed  ?    Thou  wouldst  thyself 

no  doubt, 
And  boldly  venture  to  whatever  place 
Farthest  from  pain,  where  thou  miglitest  hope  to 

change 
Torment  with  ease,  and  soonest  recompense 
Dele  with  delight,  which  in  this  place  I  sought ; 
To  thee  no  reason,  who  knowest  only  good. 
But  cnl  hast  not  tried :  and  wilt  object 
His  will  who  lK>nnds  us  1  lot  him  surer  bar 
His  iron  gates,  if  he  intends  our  May 
In  that  dark  durance :  thus  much  what  was  asked. 
The  ppst  is  true,  they  found  me  whore  they  say ; 
But  that  implies  not  violence  or  harm." 

Thus  he  in  scorn.    The  warlike  angol,  moved, 
Disdainfully  half  smiling,  thus  replied. 
"  O  I«w  of  one  in  Heaven  to  jud^o  of  wise, 
Since  Satan  fell,  whom  folly  overthrow, 
And  now  returns  him  from  his  prifson  Vaped, 
G ravel V  in  doubt  whether  to  hold  them  wise 
Or  not,  who  ask  what  boldness  brought  him  hither, 
Unlicensed,  from  his  bounds  in  hell  prcscrilx^d ; 
So  wise  he  judges  it  to  fly  from  pain, 
However,  and  to  escajK;  his  punishment ! 
So  judge  thou  still,  presumptuous!  till  the  wrath 
Which  thou  incurrcst  by  flying,  meet  thy  flight 
Sevenfold,  anil  scourge  that  wis<lom  back  to  hell, 
Which  taught  thee  yet  no  bettor,  that  no  pain 
Can  equal  anger  infinite  provokeil. 
Bat  wherefore  thou  alone?  wherefore  with  the© 
Came  n^-t  all  hell  broke  loose  1  is  pain  to  them 
Lefts  poin,  less  to  be  fled  ?  or  thou  than  they 
l^fvi  hardy  to  endure!  Courageous  chief! 
The  first  in  flight  from  pain!  hatlst  thou  alleged 
To  thy  deserted  host  this  cause  of  flight, 
ThoQ  snrely  hadst  not  come  sole  fugitive." 
To  which  the  fiend  thus  answered,  frowning 
stem, 
*■  >Cot  that  I  less  endure  or  shrink  from  pain, 
Insuhing  angel !  well  thou  knowest  I  stood 
Thy  fiercest,  when  in  battle  to  thy  aid 
The  IdauFting  vollied  thunder  made  all  speed, 
And  fieconde<l  thy  else  not  dreaded  spear. 
But  still  thy  words  at  ra:idom,  as  before, 
Argue  thy  inexperience  what  Ix'hooves, 
From  hard  a«says  and  ill  successes  past, 
A  (kithful  leader,  not  to  hazard  all 
Tbrou^h  ways  of  danger  by  himself  untried : 
I  thpr^fore,  I  alone  first  undertook 
To  wing  the  desolate  abyss,  and  spy 
ThL»  new  created  world,  whenH)f  in  hell 
Fame  is  not  silent,  here  in  hope  to  find 
Better  abode,  and  my  afllicted  Ty)wers 
5  r2 


To  settle  here  on  earth, or  in  mid  air; 
Though  for  possession  put  to  try  once  more 
"What  thou  and  thy  gay  legions  dare  against; 
Whose  easier  business  wore  to  serve  their  Lord 
High  up  in  TIeavon,  with  songs  to  hymn  his  throns 
And  practised  distanci's  to  cringe,  not  fight." 

To  whom  the  warrior  angel  soon  replied. 
"  To  say  and  stRiight  unsay,  protending  first 
Wise  to  fly  pain,  professing  next  the  spy. 
Argues  no  leader  but  a  liar  traccsl, 
Satan,  and  could Vt  thou  faithful  add  1  O  name, 
O  sacn'd  name  of  faithfulness  profaned ! 
Faithful  to  whom  ?  to  thv  relieHious  crew  1 

m 

Army  of  fiends,  fit  body  to  fit  head. 

Was  this  your  dUciplinc  and  faith  engnginl, 

Your  militur}'  obodionce,  to  dissolve 

Allegiance  to  the  acknowledged  Power  supreme? 

And  thou,  sly  ljyf>«>crit{',  who  now  wouldst  seem 

Patron  of  libortv,  who  more  than  thou 

Once  fawned.  an«l  cringnl,  and  sorvib'ly  adored 

Heaven's  awful  Monanrh  1  whrercfore,  but  in  hope 

To  disirossoss  him.  an<l  thyself  to  reign  1 

But  mark  what  I  arnH?dthoc  now,  avaunt; 

Flv  thither  whonoo  thou  flodst !  if  from  this  hour 

Within  these  hallowed  limits  thou  appear, 

Back  to  the  infernal  pit  I  drag  thee  chained. 

And  seal  thee  so,  as  henccfort!i  not  to  scorn 

The  facile  gates  of  hell  too  slightly  barred." 

So  threatened  he :  but  Satan  to  no  Ihreatt* 
Gave  heed,  but  waxing  more  in  rage,  replied. 

"  Then  when  I  am  thy  captive  talk  of  chains, 
Proud  limitary  cherub!  but  ere  then 
Far  heavier  load  thjpself  expect  to  feel 
From  my  prcvailinfif  arm,  though  Heaven's  King 
Ride  on  thy  wings,  and  thou  with  thy  compeers. 
Used  to  the  yoke,  drawest  his  triumphant  wheels 
In  progress  through  the  road  of  Hea  von  star-paved." 

While  thus  he  spake,  the  angelic  squailron 
bright 
Turned  fiery  red,  sharpening  in  mooned  horns 
Their  phalanx,  and  began  to  hem  him  round 
With  ported  spears,  as  thick  as  when  a  field 
Of  Ceres  ripe  for  har\'est  waving  bends 
Her  beardi^  grove  of  ears,  which  way  the  wind 
Sways  them;  the  careful  ploughman  doubting 

stands, 
Lest  on  the  threshing-floor  hi.^  h*»peful  sheaves 
Prove  chaff.     On  the  other  side,  Satan,  alarmed, 
Collecting  all  his  miirht,  ililated  stoo<l. 
Like  Teneriff  or  Atlas,  unremoved  : 
His  stature  reached  the  sky,  and  on  his  crest 
Sat  horror  plumed ;  nor  wanted  in  his  grasp 
Wliat  seemed  both  s|)ear  and  shiohl :  now  dread- 
ful (lewis 
Might  have  ensued,  not  only  Paradise 
In  this  commotion,  but  the  starry  cope 
Of  Heaven  |)erhaps,  or  all  the  elements 
At  least  had  gone  to  wrack,  disturbed  and  tOTii 
With  violence  of  this  conflict,  had  not  s/x'n 


»l 


MILTOX'S  WORKS. 


Book  f . 


Tlio  r.tomfil,  tDprcvont  fiiu'h  ln^rrijl  frny, 
riling  tort!i  in  Ileavni  In.-.  gDldoii  sfalo:i,  yet  seen 
IJctvvixt  A<trra  ami  tlio  si'oriiion  sign, 
WhcHMii  all  thing:*  cn':ttod  fir:»t  he  wrijjljrd, 
Tlir*  jHMiduloiis  ronnti  oiirlh  witli  halanrttl  air 
In  count*. TiK)iso,  now  pondrrs  all  ovcritK, 
Rattles  ami  roahns:  in  tlicsfr  ho  put  two  weights, 
Tliosfiiml  oarh  of  parting  and  of  fight; 
The latt»T  qiiiok  up  flew,  and  kickid  the  Injam ; 
"Which  Gahrifl  spying,  tliur?  lKi:?pako  the  fiend. 
"  Sutiin,  I  know  thy  strcMigth,  and  thou  kuowest 

mine, 
Neither  our  own,  but  given ;  what  folly  then 
To  l)oas;t  what  amis  c.in  do!  since  tliine  no  more 
Than  Heaven  JM»^Jnit.^,  nor  mint*,  though  doubled 

now 
To  tnimple  thee  as  mirc :  for  i»roof  look  up, 
And  read  thy  lot  in  yon  cclcrstial  sign, 
Where  thou  art  weighed,  and  sliowii  how  light, 

how  weak, 
If  thou  resist."     The  fiend  looked  uj>,  and  knew 
Ills  mounted  soale  alofl;  iiormoru;  buttled 
Munnuring,  and  with  hi.n  lied  the  shades  of  night. 

BOOK  V. 


TIIE  ARta.MENT. 

I\Ii>.':iln5  apprcfciclun!,  Evr  rol.itcs  in  AiIami  h'lr  trnublrs^ne 
drr^'.iu;  h"  liki-j'ir  no?,  yol  mnifJin-i  her;  i]ii;y  conio  l^rth  In! 
tliiMfilny  la»irtun«:  their  momlnir  hvmn  nl  the  (fior  of  their' 
lum'cr.  Clml,  to  render  nwn  InexcufoiWi*,  N»n<h  Rnphacl  to 
atlia<»ib<h  tiiiii  of  his  olK-ilicnro,  oi'  \m  fnn  etrtatc,  of  his  cnC' 
my  nc'ir  ui  hainl,  who  }ic  Us,  ami  why  hU  enciiiy,  nnii  whai- 
f vi?r  i-l*'  liny  av;jil  Ailim  to  know.  R:iph:(t.'l  c^nit-s  di.nvn  to 
Piratlisr ;  his np[varnnre (lejvribtN! ;  hlHenininrr diivcriutl hy 
Aclini  nfnr  oir  f^iiiin;^  ai  thi^  (ioor  of  his  bower ;  he  enrs  niu  to 
liiettt  him,  brines  liim  to  hiti  l<xhc,  cntcnaiiis  him  with  tho 
choicer  .'mils  ol'  Piinuii'cgiit  lo'^eiiier  by  Eve  ;  tlivir  JL^oumc 
at  t:i!ili- ,  Kiphi*-'  ]H>rfiii'i)is  UU  im-Kvigc,  iniinlj  Aibjn  of  his 
■T.ifi*  '.n'l  of  hi:i  enemy;  rt- l.itcs  at  Adrni'd  n"qm'!»t,  who  tiiat 
enemy  i«,  and  how  he  came  In  be  so,  he!:inniM«;  from  hw  flrrt 
revi.li  In  Heaven,  and  the  occasion  iheri'of;  hnw  he  drew  his 
k'siions  aHer  him  to  the  |>Nrts  of  the  n«>rth,  and  (hens  Incited 
Uieiii  lo  rt-lM.'!  witli  him,  ix^rsuailiii?  all  but  only  Ab«licl  a  se- 
r>[ili.  w!>o  In  argument  disiuades  and  opposes  hiin,  tlicn  for- 
Rikcs  h!m. 


N'OTT  mom,  ner  rosy  steim  in  the  eastern  clime 
Advancing,  sowed  tho  earth  with  orient  iK*arl, 
When  Adam  waked,  so  customed ;  for  Ids  sleep 
Was  airy  light,  from  pure  »ligestioii  bred, 
A  nd  te(n|K'ratc  vapours  bland,  which  the  only  sound 
Of  leaves  and  fmning  rills,  Aurora's  fan, 
Lightly  dispersed,  ami  the  shrill  matin  song 
Of  birds  on  c\erv  iMmuh ;  so  muc:h  the  more 
I  Its  wonder  was  to  find  un wakened  Eve 
With  ireua:£  discomiK.»6ed,  and  glowing  cheek 
Ah  liimugh  unquiet  rest;  ho  on  his  side 
LfNiriing  half  raised,  with  looks  of  cordial  love 
iliin;;  over  her  cQamouredi  and  bohekl 


TJr'auty,  \N!:i.'!i,  whethrr  waking  or  asloop, 
Shot  f^irtli  priMi!i:ir  graces",  then  with  voice 
.Mihl,  as  when  Zephyrus  on  Flora  bnvilhefl, 
ITer  b:in<l  s«»f\  tuuching,  whi-<|K*riM]  thus.  "  Awakc, 
ATy  fairrrtt.  my  ef»potjsed.  my  latesl  found, 
Heaven's  l:ist  bi'M  girt,  my  ever  new  delight ! 
Awake:  the  morning s!iiin*s,  and  the  fnsh  /irld 
Calls  i;s;  we  li>se  t\\v  prime,  lo  mark  how  spring 
Our  tended  plants,  how  blows  the  citron  grove, 
Wliat  drojis  the  myrrh,  and  what  the  luilmy  reed 
How  nature  paints  her  colours,  how  thnbcc 
Sits  on  the  bloom  extracting  liquid  sweet." 

Such  whis|nring  waked  her,  but  with  startletl  ejB 
On  Adam,  wIumu  embracing,  thus  she  sjtakc. 

"  O  sole  in  wliom  my  thoughts  find  all  repose. 
My  glory,  my  perfit'tion !  glad  I  s«h» 
Thy  face,  and  morn  returni'<l ;  for  1  this  night 
(Such  night  till  t!iis  I  never  passed)  have  dreamed, 
If  dreamed,  not,  as  I  oft  am  wont,  of  thee, 
Works  of  day  pJis't,  or  morrow's  next  dt»s!gn, 
l»ut  of  iiflcme  niul  trouble,  which  my  mind 
Knew  never  till  this  irksome  night :  mothought 
Close  at  mine  ear  one  called  me  forth  to  wulk 
With  gentle  ^oice;  I  thought  it  thine:  it  Baid, 
'Why sleepest thou, Tve?  nowisthe]ileasanttiuie, 
The  ciK>l,  the  silent,  save  when^  silence  yields 
To  the  niuht-warblinfjbird,  that  now  awake 
Ttincs swettest  hi'' lovc-lalK.»un'd jsiing ;  now  reigni 
Ftdl  orK'd  the  numn,  and  with  more  pleasing  light 
Shadowy  sets  ofl'the  face  of  things;  in  vain, 
If  none  regard;  Heaven  wakes  with  all  his  cyci^ 
Whom  tolh-hold  but  thee,  Nature's  desire? 
In  whose  sight  all  tilings  joy,  with  ravishment 
Attracted  by  thy  InMuty  still  to  gaze. 
I  rosf>  as  at  thy  call,  bi^  found  thee  not; 
To  find  thee  I  directi'd  then  my  walk ; 
And  on,  metliought,  alone  I  passed  through  xrayu 
That  brought  me  on  a  sudden  to  tlic  tree 
Of  intenlicttMl  knowledge:  fair  it  seemed, 
Much  fairer  to  my  fancy  than  hy  day : 
And,  as  I  wondering  Wked,  beside  it  stood 
Om^  shaped  and  winged  like  one  of  those  from 

Heaven 
By  us  oft  »'en;  his  dewy  locks  distilli^l 
Ambrosia;  on  that  trt»e  he  also  gazed; 
And  *  O  fair  plant,'  said  he,  'with  fruit  surchar;gcd, 
Deigns  none  to  ease  thy  load  and  taste  thy  sweet, 
Xor  Gixl,  nor  man?  is  knowletlge  so  d^iiisedl 
Or  envy,  or  what  reserve  forbids  us  taste  1  ^ 

Forbid  who  will,  none  shall  frcm  me  withhold 
Longer  thy  ofTen-d  gt>od ;  why  else  set  here  V 
This  said,  he  pausinl  not,  but  with  venturous  arm 
He  ]ilucked,  he  tasted ;  me  damp  horror  chilled 
At  such  lK>ld  words,  vouclicd  with  a  deed  eo  bold* 
But  he  thus,  overjoyed.     '  O  fruit  divine, 
Sweet  of  thyself,  but  mu  Ji  niore  sweet  thus  croj4, 
Forbidden  here,  it  seem?,  as  only  fit 
For  gods,  yet  able  to  make  god^  of  men ! 
And  why  not  gnds  of  men,  sintc  good,  the  mora 
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ComniunicAt»-J,  more  alniii'htiit  jjro\v««, 
Th«*  author  not  iinpai n'<1,  luit  hoiiouroil  morel 
IIiTri  liuppy  croaturo,  fair  nnjTplir.  Kvo, 
Partakp  thus  hlso;  h;ij)pv  tlu»ugh  tlioii  art, 
Ilflppic-r  thou  niaycst  l>c,  worthier  must  not  he: 
Ta-'4r  tlurf,  ami  Ik»  liencrforth  among  the  gocls 
Thyi«Hf  a  gotlilth^s.  not  to  eartli  confined, 
But  somotimos  in  th«^  air,  as  wo.  soinctinios 
Awrend  to  Hoawn,  hy  merit  thine,  and  see 
Whnt  Hfi*  tlicgofls  live  there,  and  sueh  live  thou.* 
So  Wr  ing,  he  6rcvr  nig!i,  and  to  me  held, 
E\en  lo  niy  mouth  of  that  same  fruit  held  part 
Which   he  had  plucked;   the  pleasant  savoury 

ffnx-ll 
So  quiekencJ  api»etite,  that  I,  methourrht, 
Could  not  but  ta.*«te.     Forthwith  up  to  the  clouds 
With  him  I  flew,  and  underneath  lieheld 
The  earth  outstretched  immense,  a  priwj)<»ct  wide 
And  various:  wondTintj  at  mv  fWfrhi  andchan«;c 
To  this  hi<rh exaltation:  cuddonlv 
My  gui<le  was  gone,  and  I,  methought  sunk  down, 
And  ftll  a*leep;  but  O  how  glad  T  waked 
To  finil  this  but  a  dream!"  ThusKve  her  night 
Rehted,  and  thus  Adam  answered  sad. 

"  Beat  image  of  myself,  and  dearer  half, 
The  trouble  of  thy  thoughts  this  night  in  sleep 
Ailccts  nic  equally;  nor  can  I  like 
This  uncouth  dream,  of  evil  spmng,  I  fear; 
V«t  c\i\  whence?  in  thee  can  harl»our  none, 
Created  pure.     But  know,  that  in  the  soul 
Are  many  lesser  faculties,  that  serve 
Reason  as  chief;  among  tliesc  fancy  next 
^    Her  office  holds ;  of  all  external  things, 
"Wliich  the  five  watchful  senses  represent, 
She  forms  imaginations,  airy  shapes, 
Which  reason,  joining  or  disjoining,  frames 
An  what  we  affirm  or  what  deny,  and  call 
Our  knowledge  or  opinion;  then  retires 
Into  her  private  cell  when  nature  rests. 
Oil  in  her  absence  mimic  fancy  wakes 
To  imitate  her;  but,  mi.<«joining  shapes, 
"Wil  J  work  produces  oft,  and  most  in  dreams, 
IQ  matching  words  and  deeds  long  past  or  late. 
Some  such  resemblances,  methinks,  I  find 
Of  oar  last  e%'cning*8  talk,  in  this  thy  dream, 
But  with  addition  strange ;  yet  be  not  sad. 
£^il  into  the  mind  of  God  or  man 
Mav  oame  and  go,  so  unapproved,  and  leave 
No  8|*t  or  blame  behind :  which  gives  me  hope, 
Thai  what  in  sleep  thou  didst  abhor  to  dream, 
I     "Waking"  thou  never  wilt  consent  to  do. 

Be  not  dwheartened  then,  nor  cloud  those  looks, 
Tliat  wont  to  !«  more  cheerful  and  serene, 
TLan  when  fair  morning  first  smiles  on  the  world ; 
kml  lu-t  UF  to  our  fresh  employments  rise 
Axnon  I  he  gioves.  the  fountains,  am!  the  flowers, 
That  open  now  their  choicest  Inwonied  smells, 
Reaer^cU  from  ni<rht,  and  kept  for  thee  in  store." 


So  cheered   he   Ins  fair  sfiouse,  and    she  wa» 
cheer'd; 
But  silent Iv  a  jjentle  tear  let  full 
From  eitlier  eye,  and  wi])ed  them  with  her  hair; 
Two  other  preciou:^  drops  that  ready  stood. 
Each  in  their  crystal  sluice,  he  ere  they  fell 
Ki^ivd,  as  thcuraciouR  si^xns  of  sweet  remorse 
And  pious  awe,  that  feared  to  have  oflfended. 

So  all  was  cleared,  and  to  the  field  they  hasto. 
But  first,  from  under  shady  arhorous  roof, 
Soon  as  they  forth  were  come  to  ojjcn  sight 
Of  dayspriiig,  and  the  sun,  who  scarce  uprisen, 
With  wheels  vet  hoverinji  o'er  the  ocean  brim, 
Sljot  parallel  to  the  eartli  his  dewy  ray, 
Discovering  in  wide  landscape  all  the  east 
Of  Paniiliso  and  Kden's  happy  plains. 
Lowly  thcv  bowetl  adorinjr,  and  l»effan 
Their  orisons,  each  morning  duly  paid 
In  Vfirious  ptvlo :  for  neither  various  stvlc 
Nor  holy  rapture  wanted  they  to  praise 
Their  Maker,  in  fit  strains  pronounced,  or  sung 
Unmeditated  ;  such  prompt  eloquence 
Fh)wed  frum  their  lips,  in  prose  or  numerous  vcrs« 
More  timeable  than  needed  lute  or  harp 
To  add  more  sweetness;  an<l  they  thus  began. 

"  These  are  thy  glorious  works,  Parent  of  good, 
Almighty !  thine  this  universal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair:  thysi^lf  how  wondrous  then! 
Unspeakable,  who  sltst  above  these  Heavens, 
To  us  invisible,  or  dindy  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  works;  yet  these  declare 
Thy  goo«]ncss  beyond  thought,  and  power  divine. 
Sjwak,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Anijels:  for  vc  behold  him,  and  with  sonus 
And  choral  symphonies,  day  without  night. 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing;  ye  in  Heaven, 
On  earth  join  all  ye  creatures  to  extol 
Ilim  first,  him  last,  him  mi<lst,  and  without  end. 
Fairest  of  stars,  last  in  the  train  of  night, 
If  lutter  thou  belong  not  to  the  dawn, 
Sure  pledge  of  day,  th.it  crown 'st  the  smihng  morn 
With  thy  bright  circlet,  praise  him  in  thy  sphere^ 
While  day  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 
Thou  Sun,  of  this  great  world  lx)th  eye  and  soul, 
Acknowledge  him  thy  greater,  sound  his  praise 
In  thy  eternal  course,  l)oth  when  thou  climbest. 
And  when  high  noon  has  gained,  and  when  thou 

fallcst. 
Moon,  that  now  meetest  the  orient  sun,  now  flieat 
With  the  fixed  stars,  fixed  in  their  orb  that  fliea. 
And  ye  five  other  wandering  fires,  that  move 
In  mystic  dance,  not  without  song,  resound 
His  [»raise,  who  out  of  darkness  called  up  light. 
Air,  ami  yc  elements,  the  cKh^t  birth 
Of  nature's  womb,  that  in  quaternion  run 
Perix'tual  circle,  multiform;  and  mjx 
And  nourish  all  things;  let  your  ceaseless  changa 
Vary  to  our  great  Maker  sUU  new  praLse 
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Yc  mists  and  cxhaVtions,  that  now  rise 
From  liill  or  Ktoaiiiing  lake,  dusky  or  {pray 
Till  the  sun  paint  your  ilcecy  fskirts  with  gold, 
In  honour  to  tae  world's  gn'at  Author  rise ; 
Whether  to  deck  with  cluuds  tiu^  uncolourcd  sky, 
Or  wet  the  thinity  earth  with  Tallin nr  showers, 
Ili:4ng  or  fulling,  fitill  advance  his  praise. 
Ilis  praise^  ye  windd,  that  from  four  quarters  blow, 
Brcatlic  soft  or  loud;   and  wave  your  toi>s,  ye 

pines. 
With  every  plant  in  sign  of  worship  wave. 
Fountains,  and}e  that  warl)le,  as  ye  flow, 
Melodious  murmurs,  warbling  tune  bis  praise. 
Join  voices  all  yc  living  souls:  yc  birds, 
That  singing  up  to  Heaven  gate  ascend. 
Boar  on  your  wings  and  in  your  nutcs  bis  praise. 
Ye  that  in  waters  glide,  and  yc  that  walk 
The  earth,  and  stately  tread,  or  lowly  cn:ep, 
Witness  if  I  be  silent,  morn  or  even. 
To  bill,  or  valley,  fountain,  or  fresh  shade, 
Alade  vocal  b}'  my  song,  and  taught  his  praise. 
Ilnil !  universal  Lord,  be  lH>unteous  still 
To  give  us  only  good;  and  if  the  night 
Have  gathered  aught  of  e\il,  or  concealed, 
Disperse  it,  as  now  light  dis^K^ls  the  daik.*' 

So  prayed  they  innocent,  and  to  their  thoughts 
Firm  peace  recovered  soon  and  wonted  calm. 
On  U>  I  heir  morning's  rural  work  they  1ku>Uj, 
Among  sweet  dews  and  flowers,  where  any  row 
Of  fruit  trees  over-woody  reached  too  far 
Their   pamj>ered   boughs,  and  needed  hands  to 

check 
Fruitless  embraces:  or  thev  led  the  vhio 
To  wed  her  elm;  she,  s[>oused  alx)ut  him  twines 
II(  r  marriageable  arms,  and  with  her  brings 
Her  dower,  the  adopted  clusters,  to  adorn 
His  barrLii  leaves.     Them  thus  employed  beheld 
With  pity  Heavrn's  high  King,  and  to  him  called 
llaphael,  the  sociable  spirit,  that  deigned 
To  travel  with  Tobias,  and  secured 
His  marriage  with  the  seven-times  wedded  maid. 

"  Raphael,"  said  he,  "  thou  hearest  what  stir  on 
earth 
Satan  from  hell  escaped  through  the  darksome 

gulf, 
Hath  raised  in  Paradise,  and  how  disturbed 
This  night  the  human  pair;  how  he  designs 
In  tliem  at  once  to  ruin  all  mankind. 
Gro,  therefore,  half  this  day  na  friend  witli  friend 
Converse  with  Adam,  in  what  bower  or  shade 
Thou  findest  him  from  the  heat  of  noon  rcUred, 
To  respite  his  day  labour  with  repast. 
Or  witn  rej^ose;  and  such  discourse  bring  on, 
As  may  advise  him  of  bis  happy  state, 
Happiness  in  his  power  left  free  to  will, 
Lefl  to  his  own  free  will,  his  will  though  free. 
Vet  mutable;  whence  warn  him  to  beware 
Ho  swerve  not,  loo  secure;  tell  him  withal 
llu  danger  and  from  whom;  what  enemy, 


Late  fallen  himself  from  Heaven,  is  itlotting  now 
The  fall  of  others  from  like  state  of  blifM; 
Cy  violence?  no,  for  that  shall  he  witliatoodi 
Hut  bv  (h-ceit  and  lies:  this  let  him  know. 
Lest  w.'UulU  trangn  ssing  he  pretend 
Surprisal,  unadmonishcd,  unforewanicd." 
So  si>ake  the  eternal  Father  and  fulfilled 
All  justici*:  nor  delayifl  the  winged  saint 

j  At^er  his  charge  received;  but  from  auiong 
Thousand  celestial  ardours,  where  he  stood 
Veiled  with  his  gorgeous  winds,   up  springing 

hght. 
Flew  through  the  midst  of  Heaven ;  th*  anjrelio 

choirs. 
On  each  hand  parting,  to  his  speed  gave  way 
Through  all  the  empyreal  road ;  till  at  the  gate 
Of  Heaven  arrived,  the  gate  self-opened  wide, 
On  goldi-n  hinges  turning,  as  by  work 
Divine  the  soxereign  arciiitect  had  framed. 
I-^roni  hence,  no  cloud,  or,  to  obstruct  his  sight, 
Star  inti-r{>Oi^d,  however  small  he  sees, 
Not  unconform  to  other  shining  glolies, 
Earth,  and  tlie  garden  of  God,  vvitli  cedars  crowned 
Al)ove  all  hills.     As  when  by  night  the  glass 
Of  (Jahleo.  less  assund,  observes 

j  Imagined  lands  and  regions  in  the  moon; 
Or  pilot,  frum  amidst  tlie  Cyclades 
DeKis  or  Samos  firot  apjiearing,  kens 

j  A  cloudy  spot.     Down  tliither  prone  in  flight 

I  He  si)eeds,  and  through  the  vast  ethereal  sky 
Siiils  ln'tween  worlds  and  worlds,   with   stead) 

wing 
Now  on  the  [Hilar  winds,  then  with  quick  fan 
Winnows  tlie  buxom  air;  till,  within  soar 
Of  towering  eagles,  to  all  the  fowls  he  seems 
A  phoenix,  giizi'd  by  all  as  that  solo  burd, 
When,  to  enshrine  his  nliques  in  the  sun's 
Bright  tenjple,  to  Egyptian  ThelK'shc  flies. 
At  once  on  the  eastiTU  cHff  of  Paradise 
He  lights,  and  to  his  propT  sliajit^  n'turns 

I A  seraph  winged:  six  wi:igs  he  wore,  to  shade 
His  lineaments  divine  ;  the  pair  that  clad 
Each  shoulder  bro;)d,  came  mantling  o'er  Iiis  brcott 
With  regal  ornunient;  the  middle  pair 
Girt  like  a  i^tarrv  zone  his  waist,  and  round 
Skirted  \\U  louis  and  thicrhs  with  di>wnv  Ltold 
And  colours  dipt  in  Heaven;  the  third  his  feet 
Shadowed  fiom  (.illier  luutl  with  feathered  mail, 
Sky-tinctured  grain.     ]^?ke  iMaia's  son  he  stood. 
And  shook  his  plumes,  that  Heavi  nly  frof^anct 

filled 
The  circuit  wide.     Straight  knew  him   al^  •tm 

bands 
Of  angels  under  wattdi;  and  U)  his  state, 
And  to  his  me.ss;ige  high,  in  honour  nse; 
For  on  some  niessa<i('  thev  «ruesse<.I  him  Liound. 
Their  glittering  U'lits  he  pas.s4>d,  and  now  is  coin0 
Into  the  bUssful  Held,  through  groves  of  myrrh, 
And  flowering  odours,  cassia,  nard,  and  balm; 
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*m  of  iwcptii;  for  Nature  here 
as  in  her  priiiio,  and  played  at  will 
fancies,  pouring  forth  more  sweet 

c  rule  or  art;  enormous  bliss. 

igh  the  ppicy  forest  onward  come, 

•rned,  as  in  tho  door  he  sat 

1  bower,  while  now  the  mounted  sun 
direct  his  fer\'id  ravs  to  warm 

noeit  womb,  more  warmth  than  Adam 

vitliin,  due  at  her  hour  prepared 

savoury  fruits,  of  taste  to  pleaso 

lite,  and  not  disrelirih  thirst 

19  draughts  between,  from  milky  stream, 

"ape:  to  whom  thus  Adam  called. 

lilhrr,  Eve,  and,  worth  thy  sight,  behold 

imong  those  trees,  what  glorious  shape 

way  moving;  seems  another  morn 
id-noon ;  some  great  behest  from  heaven 

aps  he  brings,  and  will  vouchsafe 

>  Ik*  our  guest.    But  go  with  speed, 

thy  Ktores  contain  bring  forth  and  pour 

',  fit  to  honour  and  receive 

ilv  stranjjer:  well  we  mav  afford 

their  own  gifts,  and  large  Ijrstow 

bestowed,  where  nature  multiplies 

iTTowth,  and  by  disburdening  grows 

ul,  Tvhieh  instructs  us  not  to  spare." 

n  thus  Eve.    "  Adam,  earth's  hallowed 

pircd,  small  store  will  sen'e,  where  store, 
«,  ripe  for  us  hangs  on  the  stalk; 
bv  frugal  storing  firmness  gains 
.  and  superfluous  moist  conrtumes: 
haste,  and  from  each  bough  and  brake, 
I  and  juiciest  gourd,  will  pluck  such 

in  our  angel  guest,  as  he 
shall  confi*5s.  thnt  hero  on  earth 
liajjonsed  his  l>ountirs  ns  in  TTeavrn." 
'g,  with  dcsjntrhful  looks  in  haste 

on  hwpitablo  thoughts  intent 
Aro  to  choose  for  delicacy  IvKt, 
ler  w  contrived  as  not  to  mix 
4  well  join«-d,  inelegant,  but  bring 
'^Tt:»«t«*  uphold  with  kindliost  cfiange; 
n  thm,  and  fn>m  each  ternlor  stalk 

T  firth  all  bearing  mother,  violds 

tAA  or  Woflt,  or  middle  sliorc 

y-*fT  tSc  Punir  con-st,  or  wlicre 

:'rri;nr..l.  fmit  of  Ml  kimls,  in  coat 

»'T*^..vth  riiul.  orWnnlod  husk,  or  shrll, 

•I        <  * 

'»  '^r*.  triliute  Inrj^o,  and  on  tho  lui.ir<l 

'  '^•'^»»i»»*',).iriM^  l::inil;  for  drink  tlie  grape 

^^^  ujoffi-nsivc  must,  and  rnontlis 

-^■y  ^  ^■<*Try;  nn.l  fmrn  MV«t  t  kornols  pft'ssM 
^•■^Ti.hilo,.tcT,niiiH;  n.)r  thoso  to  hold 

^  fit  vi's-«-!a  i-iirc;  tJK  n  strow«  tho  gn>und 
'  '^  and  idouTs  from  tho  shrub  unfuirtd. 


Meanwhile  our  primitive  great  sire,  to  meet 

His  godlike  guest,  walks  forth,  without  more  train 

Accompanied  than  with  his  own  complete 

Perfections;  in  himself  was  all  his  state, 

More  solemn  than  the  tedious  ]K)mp  that  waits 

On  princes,  when  their  rich  retinue  long 

Of  horses  led,  and  grooms  besmeared  with  gold, 

Dazzles  the  crowd,  and  sets  them  all  agape. 

Nearer  his  presence  Adam,  though  not  awed. 

Yet  with  submiss  approach  and  reverence  meek, 

As  to  a  su^wrior  nature  bowing  low 

Thus  said.    "  Native  of  Heaven,  for  other  place 

None  can  than  Heaven  such  glorious  shape  contain; 

'  Since,  by  descending  from  the  thrones  above, 

!  Those  happy  places  thou  hast  deigned  a  while 

To  want,  and  honour  Ihcw,  vcuchsafc  with  u« 

Two  only,  who  yet  by  sovereign  gift  possess 

This  spacious  ground,  in  yondor  shady  bower 

To  rest,  and  what  the  garden  choicest  bears 

To  sit  and  taste  till  this  meridian  heat 

Be  over  and  the  sun  more  cool  decline." 

Whom  thus  tho  angelic  >irtue  answered  mild, 

"  Adam,  I  therefore  came ;  nor  art  thdii  such 

Created,  or  sucfi  place  hast  here  to  dwell. 

As  may  not  oft  invite,  though  spirits  of  Heaven, 

To  visit  thee:  lead  on  thon  whore  thy  bower 

O'ershades;  for  these  mid- hours,  till  evening  rise, 

I  have  at  will"     So  to  the  sylvan  lodge 

They  came,  thnt  like  Pomona's  arbour  smiled, 

With  flowerets  decked,  and  fragrant  smells;  but 

Eve, 

Undccketl,  save  with  herself,  more  lovely  fair 

Than  wootl  nymph,  or  the  fairest  goddess,  feigned 

Of  three  that  in  mount  Ida  naked  strove, 

Stood  to  entertain  her  guest  from  heaven :  no  veil 

She  needetl,  virtue  proof;  no  thought  infirm 

Altered  her  cheek.     On  whom  the  angel  "  Hail" 

Bestowed,  the  holy  salutation  used 

Long  after  to  blest  Mary,  second  Eve. 

"  Hail!  mother  of  mankind,  whose  fruitful  womb 

Shall  fdl  the  world  more  numerous  with  thy  sons 

Than  with  these  various  fruits  the  trees  of  God 

Have  heaped  this  table!"     Rai<ofl  of  grassy  turf 

Thoir  table  was,  and  mossy  scats  had  round, 

And  on  her  anij»lo  sjpmre  frnm  siJo  to  side 

All  autumn  j»ilod,  though  spring  and  autumn  heie 

Danced  hand  in  hand.  Awhile  discourw  t!>oy  hold: 

No  fear  lest  dinner  cool;  whon  tlius  U'gan 

Our  Autlior.  "  Heavor.lv  strangor,  pli*iis«»  to  tosto 

Tlidfo  bounties,  which  our  Nouri»«lior,  fnmi  wnora 

All  jwrfocf  good,  uninoasufi'tl  out,  do»;i.*«MuU, 

To  us  ft»r  foixl,  and  Hir  dolight  liath  oaus«*d  ^ 

Tho  cartli  to  yitld;  unsa\oury  fi»ml  |HTha|>s 

To  spiritual  natures;  oidy  this  1  Icnow, 

I  That  one  oelostial  Father  givts  to  all." 

To  whom  the  Angvl.     "  Thon-fure  what  heglvn 
i  . 

(Whoso  prai«o  K*  e\or  sung)  tc  man,  in  part 

Sjiirilual,  may  of  j)ur«'st  spirits  Ik»  found 

No  ingratoful  fiKnl:  and  t*yn\  aliko  Mioso  purr? 
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IntcUigential  subvtaiccB  require, 

Ab  doth  your  rational ;  and  both  contain 

Within  them  every  lower  faculty 

Of  8cndc,  whereby  they  hear,  nee,  vmell,  touch, 

taste, 
Tasting  concoct,  (litest,  osumilato, 
And  corporeal  to  incorporeal  turn. 
For  know,  whatever  was  created,  needs 
To  be  sustained  and  fed;  of  elements 
The  grosser  feeds  the  purer,  earth  the  sea, 
Earth  and  the  sea  feed  air,  the  air  those  fires 
Ethereal,  and,  as  lowest,  first  the  moon ; 
Whence  in  lier  visage  round  those  spots,  unpurged 
Vapours  not  yet  into  her  subsUmce  turned. 
Nor  doth  the  moon  to  nourishment  exhale 
From  her  moist  continent  to  higher  orbs 
The  sun,  that  light  imparts  to  all,  receives 
From  all  Ids  alimental  rccom|)cn8c 
In  humid  exhalations,  and  at  even 
Sups  with  the  ocean.  Though  in  Heaven  the  trees 
Of  life  ambrosial  fruitage  bear,  and  vines 
Held  nectar;   though  from  off  the  boughs  each 

mom 
We  brush  mellifluous  dews,  and  find  the  ground 
Covered  with  penrly  grain:  yet  God  hath  here 
Varied  his  bounty  so  with  new  delight?, 
As  may  coni]>arc  with  Heaven;  and  to  taste 
Think  not  !  shall  be  nice."    So  down  they  sat, 
And  to  their  viands  fell ;  nor  seemingly 
The  angrl,  nor  in  mist,  the  common  gloss 
Of  theologians ;  but  with  keen  despatch 
Of  real  hunger,  and  cx)ncoctive  heat 
To  transubstantiate:  what  redounds,  tr!in!(])ires 
Through  spiritH  with  e:is4! ;  nor  wonder,  if  by  fire 
Of  sooty  coal,  th'  empiric  alcliymist 
Can  turn,  or  holik  it  posstible  to  turn, 
MetaLt  of  drossiest  ore  to  jK^rfect  gold, 
As  from  tl»e  mine.     Meanwhile  at  table  Evo 
Ministrrcd  naked,  and  their  flowing  cups 
Whh  pleasant  litjuorH  crowned  :  O  innw^nce 
Pesening  Paradise !  if  rvrr,  tlien, 
Then  had  tlie  sons  of  Goil  excus«^  to  have  l^een 
Enamoureil  at  that  siglit ;  but  in  those  hearts 
Love  untibidinousnMgned,  nor  j<'alousy 
Was  understood,  theinjun'd  lo\er'3  hell. 

Thus  when  with  meats  and  drinks  they  had 
sufiiced, 
Not  burdened  nature,  sudden  mind  arose 
In  Adam,  not  to  let  th'  occasion  pas^, 
Given  him  by  tliis  great  conference,  to  know 
Of  things  nl»ov€»  this  world,  and  of  their  being 
Who  dwell  in  Heaven,  who.-se  excellence  he  saw 
Transcend  hi&  own  so  far,  whose  radiant  forms, 
Divine  effulgence,  whose  high  [wwer  so  far 
lixcenh-d  human,  and  his  wary  siveeh 
Thus  to  ill' empyreal  minister  he  framed. 

"  Inhabitant  with  God,  now  know  I  well 
Thy  favour,  in  tin?  honour  done  to  man, 
I  Fader  ivhose  lowly  n'knf  thou  hast  vouchsafed 


To  enti'r,  and  these  earthly  fruits  to  taste, 
Food  not  of  angels,  yet  accepted  so. 
As  that  more  willingly  thou  couldst  not  mtid 
At  Heaven's  high  feasts  to  have  fed:  yet  what 
compare  1'* 

To  whom  the  winged  hierarch  replied : 
"  O  Adam,  one  Almighty  is,  from  whom 
All  things  proceed,  and  up  to  him  retnm; 
If  not  depraved  from  good,  created  all 
Such  to  ])erfection,  one  firflt  matter  all. 
Endued  witli  various  forms,  various  degrees 
Of  sul>stance,  and,  in  things  that  live,  of  life; 
But  more  refined,  more  spirituous,  ami  pure, 
As  nearer  to  him  placed,  or  nearer  tending 
Each  in  their  several  active  spheres  assigned, 
Till  body  up  to  spirit  work,  in  l>ounds 
ProiKirtioned  to  each  kind.     So  fiom  the  root 
S])rings  ligiiter  the  green  stalk,  from  thence  the 

leaves 
More  airy,  last  the  bright  consummate  flower 
Spirits  odorous  breathes :  flowers  and  their  fruit, 
Man's  nourishment,  by  gradual  scale  sublimed. 
To  vital  spirits  asjure,  to  animal, 
To  intellectual ;  givo  both  life  and  f9ense, 
Fancy  and  understanding ;  whence  the  soul 
Reason  receives,  and  n.*ason  is  her  beinir. 
Discursive,  or  intuitive ;  discourse 
Is  oftest  yours,  the  hitter  most  is  ours. 
Differing  but  in  degree,  of  kind  the  same. 
Wondi'r  not  then,  what  God  for  you  saw  good 
If  I  refuse  not,  but  convert,  as  you, 
To  proper  substance :  time  may  come,  when  nieii 
With  angels  may  participate,  and  find 
No  inconvrnienl  diet,  nor  tO(»  light  fare; 
And  from  these  cori>oral  nutriments  perhnjv 
Your  bodies  may  at  last  turn  all  to  sjnrit, 
Improved  by  tract  of  time,  and  winged  ascend 
Ethereal,  as  we,  or  may  ot  choice 
Here  or  in  heavonlv  Paradises  dwell ; 
If  ve  l>e  found  olw'dient,  and  retain 
Unalterably  firm  ids  love  entire, 
Whose  pn>:;reny  you  are.     Mennwliilc  enjoy 
Your  fill  what  ha]>pineH.s  this  happy  stato 
Can  comprehend,  mcnpable  of  mori*." 

To  whom  the  jtatriarrh  of  mankind  replied. 
"  O  favourable  sjiirit.  propitious  jruest. 
Well  hast  tiiou  taught  the  way  that  might  direct 
Our  knowlejljjc,  and  the  scale  of  nature  set 
From  centre  to  circumferene*',  whereon, 
In  contemplation  of  crcatrd  things, 
By  steps  we  might  aseend  to  Gtxl.     But  s.iy. 
What  meant  that  caution  ioirwd.  *  If  ve  Ix"  found 
Olvdient  V  can  we  want  olMtlimee  then 
To  him,  or  ]v>ssihly  his  love  desert. 
Who  fonned  us  from  thr  ilust.  and  placed  us  hen, 
Full  to  the  utmost  measun*  of  what  bli.s« 
Human  desires  can  sei>k  or  ai^preliend  ■'* 

To  whom  the  angel.     *'  Son  of  Heaven  of  1 
earth, 
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Attend:  that  thou  art  happy,  owe  to  God; 
That  tlioii  contiiiucst  such,  owe  to  thyself, 
That  is,  to  tliy  ol)et!iriicc ;  tliert'in  stand. 
This  was  that  caution  given  thee ;  he  advised. 
God  made  tliee  [terfi-ct,  not  inuiiutable  ; 
And  good  he  made  tliec,  but  to  {x^rsevcre 
H*.-  k'fl  it  in  thy  ]fowor;  ordained  thy  will 
By  nature  free,  not  overruled  by  fate 
In«'xtri<'able,  or  strict  necessity  ; 
Our  voluntary  s«'rvice  he  requires, 
Not  our  niHressitated ;  such  with  hiin 
Finds  no  acceptance,  nor  can  find ;  for  how 
Can  hearts,  not  free,  be  tried  whether  they  serve 
Willing  or  no,  who  will  but  what  they  must 
Bv  destiny,  and  ran  no  other  choose  1 
M\s(-If  and  all  the  anirclic  host,  thnt  titand 
In  r'ight  of  God  enthroned,  our  happy  state 
Hold,  a«  you  yours^  while  our  ol)edicncc  liolds; 
On  other  surety  none ,  freely  we  serve, 
Brcnubc  we  freely  love,  as  in  our  will 
To  low  or  not;  in  this  we  stand  or  fall : 
And  some  are  fallen,  to  disoU'dience  fallen, 
A  nd  sBo  fn>m  Heaven  U)  dcejH'st  hell ;  O  fall 
From  wliat  high  state  of  bliss  into  what  wo!" 

To  whom  our  great  progenitor.     "  Thy  words 
Att*nli\i',  and  with  n)orc deli^lited ear, 
Di^ini'  instructor,  I  have  heard,  th:in  when 
C.':«-ni?  ic  S4>u2s  bv  niijlit  from  nrifrhlxmrintr  nills 
Ai -rial  i:uisi<'  send:  nor  knew  I  not 
Ti»  Iw?  I»«.»th  will  and  deed  created  free; 
Vit  t!»;»t  we  never  shill  forget  to  love 
Our  ?MaKer,  and  ol>ey  him,  whose  comma.id 
Sjp;il«^  i"?  yet  so  just,  my  constant  thoughts 
A>*'-:nil  II.O,  arul  still  assure:  tlio'  what  timu  tellest 
Ilath   ^va-v^ul  in  Heaven,  some  doubt  within  me 

IIM»vr, 
But  n:*''"'*  desire  to  hear,  if  thou  consent, 
T'.v  fu'l  'I'l.ition,  which  must  needs  l>e  strange, 
V-.'^kftfi'.  i.'f  sncred  silence  to  be  heard: 
A  ii«-  ^vi-  hnvp  yet  h^ri^e  day,  for  Kcan*e  tlie  su?i 
H-tii  llnifihed  half  his  journey,  anti  scarce  l>egins 
rli-  *'t?nT  half  in  the  great  zone  of  Heaven." 
Tl.u**  Adam  ma«le  requ«*st;  and  Raphael, 
After  »ihort  pause  as-senting,  tiius  began. 
'-  I  U^r  ii  m;itter  thou  enjuini'st  me  O  prime  of  men, 
S  td  t:t?»k  and  hartl;  f«)r  hi>w  sliall  I  relato 
To  ti  tit  nan  sense  the  invisible  exploits 
Of  Wi  rring  spirits  t  how,  without  remorse, 
Th<'  f'lin  of  so  many  glorious  once. 
And  {xrfi'cl  while  they  stood?  how,  last,  unfold 
T'  r  »f  vn'ts  of  another  world,  jierhafjs 
Ni-t  liH^fiil  to  n-veaH  yet  for  thy  good 
TI  U  i.t  i!jj4i»*"nsed;  onil  what  surmounts  the  reach 
Of  iMM'in  s<*nsr»,  1  ^hall  delineate  so, 
E"  i'l'irnui-^  spirituaJ  to  corporeal  forms, 
A -J  !-:-iv  expri's-s  them  hot:  tbougli  wliat  ifeartli 
p.*"  1  lit  till-  sh;i<l«)w  of  Tlprjv^Pj  and  things  tlierein 
F-j«'!,  t.i  i:t!^iT  lil'-e.  Tno»-«?th;»n'^n  <'art!i  is  ihonglit? 
•'  ,\s  M't  ills  WfjflJ  w;is  o^*.  and  Chaos  wild 


Reigned  where  lnej>ti  H«*ovens  now  roll,  when 

earth  now  fr.st3 
Upon  her  eciitie  p&is^d  :  when  on  a  day 
(For  time,  though  In  eternity,  a])plied 
To  motio.i,  nu^asuri*s  all  things  durabio 
By  presi.'[.t,  jiast,  and  future,)  on  such  a  day 
As  Heuv«?n's  great  year  brings  forth,  the  ein[>yrcal 

host 
Of  aiigels,  by  imperial  summons  called, 
Innumerable  Ix^fore  the  Almiirhtv's  throne 
Forthwith,  from  nil  the  ends  of  Heaven  appeared 
Under  their  hierarchs  in  onl-.-rs  bri«rht : 
Ten  thousand  thousand  ensi^rns  hisrh  advanecd. 
Standards  and  <;onfalons  'twixt  van  and  rear 
Stream  in  the  air,  and  for  disnnction  serve 
Of  hierarchies,  of  orders,  and  degiws; 
Or  in  their  glitterinrx  tissui's  oe.tr  emblazed 
Holy  memorials,  nets  of  zeal  and  love 
Recorded  eminent.     Thus,  when,  in  orbs 
Of  circuit  inexpn-snible  they  stoo.1. 
Orb  within  orb,  t!«o  Father  infuiite, 
Rv  whom  in  bliss  iTnlH>somed  sat  the  Son, 
Amidst,  as  from  a  flaming  mount,  whose  top 
Brightness  had  mailo  invi^ibh?,  thus  spake. 

"  Hear,  all  ye  angels,  progeny  of  light. 
Thrones,  doniinatiiUH,  princedoms,  virtues,  powcxv, 
Hear  mv  decree,  which  unrevoked  shall  stand. 
Tliis  d.iy  I  have  l)egot  whom  1  dirlarc 
My  only  Son,  and  on  this  holy  hill 
\Tin\  have  anointed,  whom  nc  ..o\v  behold 
At  my  right  hand;  \oiir  Head  I  him  ap{>f)int; 
And  by  myself  have  sworn  to  him  shall  l>ow 
All  knees  in  Heaven,  and  sliall  confess  hun  Lord 
Under  his  jireat  viee^reront  reiirn  abide 
United  as  one  individual  soul, 
F(^r  ever  happy:  him  who  di.solvys, 
Me  disobeys,  breaks  union,  ami  that  day. 
Cast  out  from  CukI  antl  M-  sst'd  vision,  falls 
Into  utter  darknes-s,  deep  ingnlphe»l,  his  place 
Ordained  without  reilemptinn,  without  end." 

"  So  spuke  t!ie  Omni|)ot«nl,  and  with  hisword* 
All  s«'emed  well  pleased ;  all  seemed,  but  were 

not  all. 
That  day,  as  otlier  solemn  d.iys,  they  sjvnt 
In  st^ng  and  «Iance  alH»ut  t!ie  sa<T<'il  hill; 
Mystical  dance,  which  xcnd'-r  starry  sjilicre 
Of  planets  and  of  fixed  in  all  her  wheels 
Resembles  near«*st,  mazes  intricate. 
Eccentric,  intervolved,  vet  reijolar 
Then  most,  when  mo 4  irregular  tliey  seen., 
And  in  their  mentions  hannonv  divine 
So  smooths  her  charming  torn  s.lh;it  (urXn  owr:  ear 
Listens  delighted.     Kvening  now  aiiiiroaclied 
(F(»r  wo  have  als)  our  evening  anil  our  murn, 
We  ours  for  chang«'  ilih*it;;Me,  ni»t  niM-d;) 
F«>rlhwith  from  d;ini-;'  to  suect  rejtast  they  tii;n 
Desirous;  .ill  in  rireles  .-iS  t!iey  stj>.»:l, 
Tal'lesan^  set.  inul  on  a  *;iiiMi':'  pilrd 
AVitIi  an;!..-is'  food,  aiid  rul.ii  hI  nci-lar  Cow-i 
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I*\  ^icarl,  in  diamond,  and  massy  gold, 

Fri;t  of  delirious  \\nvs.  the  growth  of  Heaven. 

On  flowers    reposed,   and  with   fresh    flowVcts 

crowned, 
Thev  oat,  thov  drink,  and  in  communion  sweet 
Gtuaflf  immort.'dlty  and  joy,  sccun* 
Of  surfeit,  where  full  measure  only  bounds 
Excetv,    before    the    all-liounteous    King,    who 

(showered 
With  co|jious  hand,  rejoicing  in  their  joy. 
Now  wlien  ambrosial  night,  with  clouds  exiialed 
From  that  liigh  mount  of  God,  whence  light  and 

sliade 
Spring  lioth,  the  face  of  brightest  IIeav*n  had 

chang'd 
To  grateful  twilight  (for  night  comes  not  there 
111  darker  veil,)  and  roseate  dews  disj^sed 
All  but  the  unsleeping  eyes  of  God  to  restj 
Wide  over  all  the  plain,  and  wider  far 
Than  all  this  globous  earth  in  plain  outspread 
(Such  arc  the  courts  of  Goil,)  lie  angelic  throng. 
Dispersed  in  bands  and  files,  their  camp  extend 
By  living  streams  among  the  trees  of  life, 
pavilions  numlterless,  and  suildcn  reared, 
Celestial  talK'rnacles,  where  they  slept 
Fanned  with  coi>I  winds;  t:avc  those  who  in  their 

courst? 
Melodious  hymns  aliout  the  sovereign  throno 
Alternate  all  night  lung:  but  not  so  waked 
Satan ;  so  call  him  now,  his  former  name 
Is  hcani  no  more  in  Heaven  ;  he  of  the  Arst, 
If  not  the  first  archangel,  great  in  power. 
In  favour  and  pre- eminence,  yet  fraught 
With  envy  against  the  Son  of  God,  that  day 
Honoured  by  hiti  great  Fatlier,  ami  proclaimed 
Messiah  King  anointed,  could  nut  bear, 
Thniugh  prliie,  tiiat  i^ight,  and  thought  himself 

impoircd. 
Divp  malice  tlience  coiircixing,  and  disdain 
SiMm  :is  midiii>xht  In'tiu-ilit  on  t!ie  dusky  hour 
I-'ii».nd!i«  :st  to  sKep  and  silence,  lie  resolved 
Witn  >ill  his  legions  to  ilisloilge,  and  leave 
Unwor.sl.ipprd,  uunlieyfil,  l!ie  thrutie  supreme, 
Cunte;i:i.tui)us,  and  his  next  sulwrdiiuitc 
Awakening,  thus  to  !iim  in  stsrrit  spake. 

"  Sh'tpcstlliou,  Companion  dear,  what  sleep  can 
close 
Thy  eviliils  ?  and  reinembeivst  what  decree 
Of  yisUnlay,  so  late  hatii  iiassetl  tlie  lips 
or  Heaven's  Almighty.  Thou  to  me  thy  tlioug'its 
\Va«-  wunt,  1  mine  to  thee  was  woiil  tii  iiiij>art; 
II»it!i  w.ikiu:;  we  wctv.  one;  how  then  can  now 
'I'liv  hUK\)  dissent  I  ?,'i  w  iawstlii.u  t.eest  imposed; 
Me.v.'  laws  irum  iiim  who  n  igns,  uew  ndnds  may 

raise 
til  .;s  who  serve,  new  cr.unr.ils,  to  debate 
VViii.t  do:(!iliiil  iiiay  cnsui-:   liiore  in  ti.is  |ilacc 
I'll  lit t IT  is  not  salo       y\ss,'iiiMe  thuu 
..:!  all  thobc  luytiads  \\!.u-i-  «ve  lead  llic  chief; 


Tell  them  that  by  command,  ore  yet  dim  night 
Her  shadowy  cloud  withdraws,  I  am  to  haste, 
And  all  who  under  mc  their  banners  wa\-e, 
Homeward  with  flying  march,  wliere  we 
The  quarters  of  the  north;  there  to  prepare 
Fit  entertainment  to  receive  our  King, 
The  great  ^lessiah,  and  his  new  coinmandi, 
Who  speedily  through  all  the  hierarchies 
Intends  to  pass  triumphant,  and  give  laws." 

"  So  spake  the  false  archangel,  and  infused 
Bad  influence  into  the  unwary  breast 
Of  his  associate;  he  together  calls, 
Or  several  one  by  one,  the  regent  powers, 
Under  him  regent;  tells,  as  he  was  taught, 
That,  the  most  high  commanding,  now  ere  night, 
Now  ere  dim  night  had  disencumbered  Heaven, 
The  great  hierarchal  standard  was  to  move: 
Tells  the  suggested  cause,  and  casts  lictwecn 
Ambiguous  words  and  jealousies,  to  sound 
Or  taint  integrity:  but  all  olieyed 
The  wonted  signal,  and  superior  voice 
Of  their  gn^at  |K>tentate:  for  great  indeed 
[lis  name,  and  high  was  his  degree  in  heaven: 
His  countenance  as  the  mornini:  star  that  suidcs 
The  starry  flock,  allurt>d  them,  and  with  lies 
Drew  after  him  the  third  part  of  Heaven's  host 
Meanwhile  th'  Eternal  eye,  whose  sight  discerns 
Abstrusest  thoughts,  from  forth  his  holy  mount, 
And  from  within  the  golden  lamfM  that  burn 
Xightly  Wforc  him,  saw  without  their  light 
Rebellion  rising;  saw  in  whom,  how  spread 
Among  the  sons  of  morn,  what  multitudes 
Were  b:inded  to  oppose  his  high  decree; 
And,  smiling,  to  his  only  Son  thus  said. 

"  Son,  thou  in  whom  my  glory  I  Uphold 
In  full  resple:idence,  heir  of  all  my  n tight, 
Nearly  it  now  cx)nrerns  us  to  be  sure 
Of  our  omni{)Otence,  and  witii  what' arms 
We  mean  to  hold  what  anciently  we  claim 
Of  drily  or  empire;  such  a  foe 
U  rising,  who  iiitenils  to  erect  his  throne 
I-!<|ual  to  ours,  throughout  t!ie  spacious  north; 
Nor  so  eontmt,  hath  in  his  thou:;!it  (o  trv. 
In  battle,  what  our  power  is,  or  our  rLglit. 
Let  u>ad\ise,  and  to  tiiis  ha/iird  draw 
With  speed  what  loroe  is  lell,  and  all  employ 
In  our  defence,  leat  unawares  we  lobC 
This  our  higli  place,  uur  sanctuary,  our  hill." 

To  wiioai  tlie  Son,  witli  calm  a.'^jx'Ck  and  eleoi 
Lightning  di\ine,  inelfable,  senMie, 
.Made  answer.     *'  Mighty  Tatlwr,  thou  thy  foes 
Just!)'  best  in  derision,  an(l,Sit.'Uie, 
Laughest  at  their  vain  designs  and  tumulis  viav 
Matter  to  me  of  glory,  wliomtluir  hute 
Illustrates;  when  tlieysce  all  n.'gal  jiower 
Given  U)  ({Uell  tlieir  pride,  and  in  i-vent 
Ivnow  wlietlier  I  In*  I'exUTous  to  xuhdue 
Thv  riUis,  or  be  found  the  uttrM  in  ij<  au'ji.* 
i£>o  spake  the  Son;  but  Sataii  witli  p'-'Mis 
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Far  was  advanced  on  <wingcd  speed;  an  host 
Innumerable  as  the  stars  of  niirht, 
Or  stars  of  momiug,  dew  drops,  which  the  sun 
Impcaris  on  every  leaf  and  every  flower. 
Regions  they  passed,  the  mighty  regencies 
Of  scraphini,  and  potentates,  and  thrones, 
In  their  triple  degrees;  regions  to  which 
All  thy  dominion,  Adam,  is  no  more 
Than  what  this  garden  is  to  all  the  earth. 
And  all  the  sea,  from  one  entire  globose 
Stretched  into  longitude ;  wliich  having  passed, 
At  lentrth  into  the  limits  of  the  north 
They  come,  and  Satan  to  his  royal  seat 
Hi^h  on  a  hill,  for  blazing,  as  a  mount 
Raised  on  a  mount,  with  pyramids  and  towers 
From  diamond  quarries  hewn,  and  rocks  of  gold. 
The  palace  of  great  Lucifer  (so  call 
That  structure  in  the  dialect  of  men 
Interpreted,)  which  not  long  aAcr  he, 
Ailecting  all  equality  with  God, 
In  imitation  of  that  mount  whereon 
Me&sirih  was  declared  in  sight  of  iieaven 
The  Mountain  of  the  Congregation  called : 
For  thither  he  assembled  all  his  train, 
Pretending  so  commanded^  to  consult 
About  the  great  reception  of  their  King, 
Thither  to  come,  and  with  calumnious  art 
Of  counterfeited  truth  thus  held  tlicir  cars. 

" '  Thrones,  dominations,  princedoms,  virtues, 
powers. 
If  these  magnific  titles  yet  remain 
Kot  merely  titular,  since  by  decree 
Acotlicr  now  hath  to  bin isc-lf  engrossed 
All  ^-ower,  and  us  eclipsed,  under  the  namo 
Of  lining  anointed,  for  whom  all  this  haste 
Of  i:ii«lnight  march,  and  hurried  meeting  here; 
This  only  to  consult  bow  we  may  Ix^st, 
With  what  may  be  devisi'd  of  iiunourd  new, 
Rtxtive  hiin  coming,  to  rect'ive  from  us 
KiiCv;-tri!jutc  yit  unpaid,  prostration  vile, 
Tl^  much  to  one,  but  double  how  endured. 
To  uiicund  to  bis  image  now  proclaimed? 
Eiit  wliat  if  belter  counsels  might  erect 
Our  minds,  and  teach  us  to  ca^t  off  this  yokel 
"Will  y  V  submit  your  necks,  anJ  choose  to  bend 
The  s'jpplc  knee?  ye  will  not,  if  I  trust 
To  know  ye  right,  or  if  ye  know  yourselves 
Jsitivc*  and  sons  of  Heaven  jH)ss<'8sed  before 
By  nonC;  und  if  not  equal  all,  yet  free, 
PTquilly  free;  for  orders  and  degroesj 
Jar  iiA  with  liberty, but  well  consist. 
"Who  cm  in  reason,  tlien,or  riglit,  assume 
Mi,n^rchy  over  such  as  live  by  right 
Ili>  (-quaU,  if  in  power  and  Bplendour  less, 
In  frcidom  equal?  or  can  introduce 
Ljiw  and  f<Jicl  on  u;?,  will)  without  law 
Elf  nA  'i  much  lessi  for  tliis  to  be  our  Lord, 
And  lix^k  far  adoration  to  the  abuse 

G 


Of  those  imperial  titles,  which  assert 
Our  l)eing  ordained  to  govern,  not  to  sen'c.* 

"  Thus  far  his  XxAd  di^icourse  without  control 
Had  audience;  when  among  the  seraphim 
Abdiel,  tlian  whom  none  with  more  zeal  adored 
The  Deity,  and  divine  commands  obeyed, 
Stood  up,  and,  in  a  flame  of  zeal  severe. 
The  current  of  his  fury  thus  opposed. 

" '  O  argument  blasphemous,  false,  and  proud! 
Words  which  no  ear  ever  to  hear  in  Iieaven 
Ex])ected,  least  of  all  from  thee,  ingrate, 
In  place  thyself  so  high  above  thy  peers. 
Canst  thou  with  impious  obloquy  condemn 
The  ju»t  decree  of  God,  pronounced  and  sworn, 
That  to  his  only  Son,  by  right  endued 
With  regal  sceptre,  every  soul  in  Heaven 
Shall  bend  the  knee,  and  in  that  honour  due 
Confess  him  rightful  King?  unjust,  thou  say'st, 
Flatly  unjust,  to  bind  with  laws  the  frco 
And  equal  over  equals  to  let  reign, 
One  over  all  with  unsucceeded  jiower. 
Slialt  thou  give  law  to  God?  shalt  thou  dispute 
"With  him  the  points  of  lilvrty,  who  made 
Thee  what  thou  iftt,  and  formed  the  poi:«cra  of 

Heaven  , 

Such  «\s  be  pleased,  and  circumscri!»cd  their  Iwing'? 
Yet,  by  experience  taught,  we  know  how  good. 
And  of  our  good  and  of  our  dignity 
How  provident  he  is ;  how  far  from  thought 
To  make  us  less,  bent  rather  to  exalt 
Our  happy  state,  under  one  head  more  near 
United.     But  to  grant  it  thee  unjust. 
That  equal  over  equals  monarch  reign: 
Thyself,  though  groat  and  glorious,  dost  thou  count, 
Or  all  angelic  nature  joined  in  one, 
Equal  to  him,l>egotton  Son?  by  whom. 
As  by  his  word,  themighty  Father  made 
All  things,  even  tliee:  and  all  the  spirits  of  Heaven 
By  him  crer4l«'d  in  their  bright  degrees, 
Crowned  tlicm  with  glory,  and  to  their  glory  name<1 
TIsroni\s,  dornin;ilion'^,  princedoms,  virtues,  {lowera, 
Es«*enlial  |K);vers;  nor  by  Ids  reign  obscured, 
But  more  illustrious  nr.ule:  since  he,  the  head 
One  of  our  num!>er  thus  reduced  Invomes; 
His  laws  our  law>»;  all  honour  to  hirn  done 
Returns  our  own.     Ceafe  then  this  impious  rage, 
And  tempt  not  thejse:  butha::tonto  apjx'asc 
The  incensed  Father,  and  the  incensed  Sim, 
While  pardon  may  In*  foi\pd,in  time  besongiit.' 

"  So  sjjake  the  fervent  nngol;  but  his  zeal 
None  seconded,  as  out  of  season  jndgrd, 
Or  singular  and  njsh;  whereat  reji»ieed 
The  apostate,  and  more  haughty  tlius  repliec? 
'  That  we  were/ornied  then,  save st  thou  ?  and  tbu 

work 
Of  sccondarvljands,  bv  t.tsk  transferred 
Fruin  Father  to  his  Son 7  strange  pt/mt  and  new! 
Doctrine  which  wo  would  know  whence  learned 
who  saw 
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Whon  this  creution  was?  murnilK-n'st  thou 
Thy  making,  while  the  Maker  gave  tlioe  Itoing 
Wc  know  no  time  when  w«?  were  not  as  iiowj 
Know  none  Ivlbri*  us,  soIf-U'^ot,  self  raiidHl 
Hy  our  own  quirkoning  {wwer,  when  fatal  course 
lluil  ein:led  hU  full  orb,  the  birth  mature 
Of  this  our  native  neavon,ct bengal  sims. 
Our  puitiicince  is  our  own;  our  own  ri^^ht  hand 
Shall  teach  us  highest  JeetU,  b\'  proof  to  try 
Who  is  uur  iM^uul :  then  thou  Khult  Miold 
Whether  by  nuppliealion  wr  intend 
Address,  and  to  be;;irt  the  nlmiglity  throno 
Beseeching  or  Ix'sitrging.     This  n-jwrt, 
Thette  tidintTH,  carry  to  tlie  anointed  King; 
And  (ly,  OP!  evil  intenvpt  l!iy  lliglit.' 

"  Ho  said,  and,  as  the  sj4)und  of  waters  deep, 
Hoarse  nmniiureeliord  to  hii^  words  applause 
Through  the  infinite  lu«tj  nor  K»ss  for  tliai 
The  flaming  seraph,  fearless  though  alone 
Enc4impaKS4<d  round  with  ft)eH,  tlnis  answen'd  bold. 

"  '  O  alienate  from  God,  O  spirit  aeeur^'ed, 
Forsaken  of  all  good!  I  see  thy  fall 
Determined,  and  tliy  iiaple^s  crew  involved 
In  this  |K.>rndious  fraud,  contn^on  cj.read 
Both  of  thy  crime  and  punishnK-nt:  heneeforth 
No  more  W  troubled  how  to  quit  the  vtikc 
Of  (fOfl's  Messtiuh;  those  niduigent  laws 
Will  not  1)0  now  vouebsafLtl:  otliertlerrees 
Againrit  thee  arc  gone  forth  witliont  n-eall; 
That  gcdden  sceptre,  wbii^b  tbeii  <li'I»t  nject, 
la  now  an  iron  rod  to  brui^H*  and  bn-.ik 
Thv  disolx-dienee.     Well  t!iou  ilidst  ad\ise; 
Vet  not  fur  thy  advice  or  tlireats  I  fiy 
These,  wicked  tents  devott-d,  li.sl  t!ie  wrath 
ImjM'ndent,  raging  into  sudden  Hasne, 
Distinguish  ni't:  for  s«ion  exjHM't  \o  feel 
His  thundi-r  on  thy  head,  devuiiring  drv.. 
Then  who  created  tlu-e  lameiitiiiii  learn, 
When  who  can  uncreale  tliee  tium  slialt  know.* 

"  So  spake  tlie  seraph  AIkIicI,  faithful  found 
Among  the  faitblestt,  failliful  only  he; 
Among  the  innumerable  false,  unmoved, 
Unshaken,  unseduced,  unterri/ied. 
His  loyally  he  kept,  Ids  lo\e,  his  7A\'d; 
Nor  nundicr,  nor  example,  with  biin  wrought 
To  swerve  from  truth,  or  change  his  constant  mind 
Though  single.  From  amid»t  them  fortii  he  pas^e^l, 


fii'hl  dowrlh^il:  S.iMn  and  fil«  pnwrrw  niln*  nmW  niahi:  ht 
ralit  a  omncil.  invent*  devilish  eneirieii.  which.  In  ilie  iwvwMi 
diiy'A  Aelii,  put  Miciuid  nnil  hU  nnsii'Lf  in  mhih}  dHmnhv :  lw 
ilicy  ai  knff^n,  piillin!;  up  iiKiiiiiuiiiii%  overwhelineil  ImrJi  ihr 
fiive  and  <iiacliiiu:«ol  r^^iuiti:  >-«,l,  ilic  luiiiuli  imi  »i  uhiiii^ 
r^ml  vn  iIm;  lliird  dny,  mmhN  Mi-ssiah  his  s^in,  CxV  wlinin  ht 
had  ri*<5p.  »c.I  ihf  ijlory  nf  thr>t  virimy ;  ho,  \i  ilw  jviwrr  of  hli 
Father,  (oniin?  to  the  placr,  nnd  raimne  hII  hh  H^irtiw  lo 
■and  4tdl  nil  either  nide^  with  hiflcharim  and  ihundrr  drivlrn 
iatij  iiie  uiiiiei  ot  iiut  cocoiieii,  |HjrKucs  litem,  uiuble  tu  tviia, 
IfAM-sha  ihu  Willi  oTiK'tjvrii;  n^liicli  iifieiung,  ihi-y  leap  d:iMni 
with  hiirr.»r  and  rjinfdMnn  liiio  ihe  \A.v'c  of  pnni.^imrn:  p*^ 
iniYfl  f(ir  ihcin  in  ilf*  dt-rp:  McA'mh  rttura*!  with  uiunrtph  10 
his  Father. 


"  A  hi.  night  the  dreadless  angel,  unpursned, 
Through  Heaven's  uidechamjUkign  lu.-Kl  his  way; 

till  morn, 
Waked  by  the  circling  hours,  wiili  rosy  hand 
Unbarred  I  lie  gati.4  of  light.     There  is  a  cave 
Within  the  mount  i»f  God,  fnat  by  hie  throne, 
Where  ligl.t  and  darkness  in  j>or|ietunl  round 
Lodge  and  dislodge  by  turns,  which  makes  througa 

Heaven 
Gratefid  \ieissitudes,  like  day  and  night  : 
Ligl.t  issues  forth,  and  at  the  other  door 
Obseipiious  d.irkness  enters,  till  her  hour 
To  veil  the  Ileaxen,  thou;rb  darkness  tiirre  mi^ht 

well 
Seem  twili;;l;t  ben*:  and  now  went  forth  the  mom. 
Such  as  in  bi-T'iest  Heaven,  arraved  in  ;rold 
T jopyreal ;  fr»»ni  Ik  fore  her  vanished  nig'it, 
Shot  through  v\it!i  orient  beams;  vpjiei*  all  the 

phdn. 
Covered  with  thick  cnjbattled  sqnailrons  bright, 
fMiariois,  and  (Lunintr  arms,  and  fierv  fteeds. 
Refecting  blaze  on  blaze,  first  met  his  \ievv: 
War  he  pereiivcil,  wur  in  priviiirt,  and  f  nind 
Alri'ady  known,  what  he  for  news  had  tljough 
To  haxe  repurt«'d  :  gladly  then  lnf  mixed 
.Am-Mig  thosi'  frirn.lly  jiDwers,  who  hi:o  n-ceivcd 
Willi  joy  and  aecLuiuitiiin^  louil,  tliat  ene, 
That  t»f  somanv  ii;vri:uls  fallen,  vet  one 
Returned  not  hn^t .  on  to  thef^acreii  hill 
They  KnI  him  hig!i  a[>plauded,  and  pn-sent 
UefonMhe  seat  supreme;  from  whence  a  voice 
Frwin  mi<lsta  golden  cloud  tlius  milil  w;-.s  be:inl. 
"'SiTvant  of  Cioil,  well  done;  well  hast  t!»ou 

fourrht 


Long  way  through  hostile  scorn,  which  he  sus-  The  U.tter  fight,  w!»o  single  hast  maintained 


tained 

Su{Mrior.  nor  of  violence  feared  aught; 
And  witii  retortid  scorn  his  back  iu:  turned 


Atrainst  re\olted  uiultitudeslhe  caust* 

()f  truth,  in  word  migbtit  r  than  tliey  in  arms; 

And  f«jr  the  trstimony  •)f  truth  bust  burnc 


3n  those  proud  towers  to  swill  destruction  doomed."  Universal  nproach,  f.r  worse  to  bear 

^  I  Than  ^iolenee;  fortius  was  nil  thy  care 
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To  stand  approved  in  sight  of  Ood.  thoii:;Ii  worMi 
'JudgCfl  thee  jxTVirse:  the  I'asier  c«Miiiui  st  now 

Remains  thte,  nidi-d  by  t!.is  host  of  fnetj-.ls, 
'  Rack  on  thv  foe>  more  I'liirimis  to  n  f'lr-.j 


THE  ai;(;i:mi:nt. 

ftnphnci  coijtiiiui-.*  id  rvLu;  h  iw  Mi.  ii.n  I  nn.I  nnl.rlol  were   Than  Si-oriu'd  tljo'i  di.Ist  di-pirt,  and  t-^  snbdne 
liinh  111  h;j'.:i»  iKiiiii*  «i;..n  .lad  hw  ir.:;-!*    Tin:  fifrt  Ry  force,  who  rCll^on  for  ihi  ir  L w  ri'ft:.-,'-. 
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Rignt  Tcaflon  for  their  la  nr,  and  for  their  king 
Mcwioli,  who  by  right  of  merit  rrigns. 
GO|  Michael,  of  celestial  armies  prince, 
And  thou,  in  military  prowess  next, 
Gabriel,  lead  forth  to  battle  these  my  sons 
iu\inciblc;  lead  forth  my  armed  saints, 
By  thousands  and  by  millions,  ranged  for  fight, 
Equal  in  number  to  that  godless  crew 
Rebellious;  them  with  fire  and  hostile  arms 
Fearless  assault;  and,  to  the  brow  of  Heaven 
Pursuing,  drive  them  out  from  God  and  bliss 
Into  tlieir  place  of  punishment,  the  gulf 
Of  Tartarus,  which  ready  opens  wide 
His  fiery  Chaos  to  receive  their  fall.' 

'*  So  spake  the  sovereign  voice,  and  clouds  began 
To  darken  all  the  hill,  and  smoke  to  roll 
In  dui4y  wreatlis,  reluctant  flames,  the  sign 
Of  wrath  awaked ;  nor  with  less  dread  the  loud 
Ethereal  trumpet  fitmi  on  high  'gan  bbw : 
At  wliich  command  the  powers  militant. 
That  stood  for  Heaven,  in  mighty  quadrate  joined 
Of  union  irresistible,  moved  on 
In  silence  their  bright  legions,  to  the  sound 
Of  ixistmmental  harmony,  that  breathed 
Heroic  ardour  to  adventurous  deeds 
Under  their  godlike  leaders,  in  the  cause 
Of  God  and  his  Messiah.    On  tliey  move, 
Indiswlubly  firm,  nor  ob\-ious  hill, 
Nor  straitening  vale,  nor  wood,  nor  stream  divides 
Their  perfect  ranks ;  for  high  above  the  ground 
Their  inarch  was,  and  the  passive  air  upboro 
Th'*ir  nimble  tread ;  as  when  the  total  kind 
Of  birds,  in  orderly  array  on  wing, 
Came,  summoned  over  Eden,  to  receive 
Their  names  of  thee ;  so  over  man}'  a  tract 
Of  Heaven  they  marched,  and  many  a  province 

wide 
Tenfold  tlie  length  of  this  terrene :  at  last, 
Var  in  th'  horizon  to  the  north  appeared 
Trom  skirt  to  skirl  a  fiery  regiun,  stretch 
\u  battailous  a8[>ect,  and  nearer  view 
BrLstled  with  u^^ght  lK*ani8  innumerable 
Of  rigid  sfjcars,  and  helmets  throngt>d,  and  sliields 
Various,  with  boastful  argument  {K>rtniyed, 
The  1  andcd  powers  of  Satun,  hasting  on 
Witli  furious  exhibition ;  fur  tlicy  wceniHl 
That  selfsame  day,  by  figlit  or  by  surpruMS 
To  win  the  iiiount  of  God,  and  on  his  throne 
To  set  the  envier  of  his  state,  the  proud 
Artpircr ;  but  their  thoughts  proved  fond  and  vain 
In  the  miilway:  though  strange  to  us  it  seemed 
At  first,  tiiat  angel  sliould  witii  angel  war. 
And  in  fierce  hosting  meet,  wiio  wont  to  meet 
So  oil  in  lesttvaU  of  joy  and  love 
(.'fiaiiiniuus,  as  sons  ut'  one  great  Sire, 
Hymning  llic  LttrrnaJ  Father:  but  the  shout 
Ut'  \uiH\v  now  lK'«;an,  and  rushing  sound 
Of  </iist.t  endi-d  soon  eacli  mililcr  tliouglit. 
UiiCh  iii  the  u iiJat.  exultid  u^  a  God, 


The  apoftate  in  his  sunbright  chariot  sat, 
Idol  of  majesty  divine,  enclosed 
With  flaming  cherubim  and  gulden  shields ; 
Then  lighted  from  his  gorgeous  throne,  for  now 
'Twixt  host  and  host  but  narrow  space  was  left, 
A  dreadful  interval,  and  front  to  front 
Presented  stood  in  terrible  array 
Of  hideous  length :  before  the  cloudy  van. 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle  erc  it  joined, 
Satan,  with  vast  and  haughty  strides  advanced 
Came  towering,  armed  in  adamant  and  gold; 
Abdicl  that  sight  endured  not,  where  he  stood 
Among  the  mightiest,  bent  on  highest  deeds, 
And  thus  his  own  undaunted  heart  explores. 

" '  O  Heaven,  that  such  resemblance  of  the 
Highest 
Should  yet  remain,  where  faith  and  fealty 
Remain  not:  wherefore  shoidd  not  strength  and 

might 
There  fail  where  virtue  fails,  or  weakest  prove 
Where  boldest,  though  to  sight  unconquerable  1 
His  puissance,  trusting  in  th'  Almighty's  aid, 
I  mean  to  try,  whose  reason  I  have  tried 
Unsound  and  false ;  nor  is  it  aught  but  just. 
That  he,  who  in  del>ate  of  tnith  hath  won. 
Should  win  in  arms,  in  l)ot)i  diiiputes  alike 
Victor,-  though  brutish  that  contest  and  foul. 
When  reason  hath  to  deal  with  force,  yet  so 
Most  reason  iti  that  reason  overcome/ 

"  So  pondering,  and  from  his  armed  peers 
Forth  stepping  opposite,  half-way  he  met 
His  daring  foe,  at  this  prevention  more 
Incensed,  and  thus  secTurely  him  defied. 

" '  Proud,  art  thou  met?  thy  hoj^  was  to  haTi 
reached 
The  heiglit  of  thy  aspiring  unop|X)scd, 
The  tlironc  of  God  unguarded,  and  his  side 
Abandoned,  at  the  terror  of  thy  |»ower 
Or  })otent  tongue:  fix)! !  not  to  tliink  how  vain 
Against  the  Omniimtent  to  rise  in  arms; 
Wlin  out  of  smallest  things  could,  without  end, 
Have  raised  incessant  armies  to  defeat 
Thy  folly ;  or  with  solitary  hand 
Reaching  beyond  all  limit,  at  one  blow. 
Unaided,  could  have  finislied  thee,  and  whelmed 
Thy  logions  uiiilor  durkiiess:  but  thou  sc-est 
All  arc  not  of  thy  train;  there  be  who  faith 
Prefer,  and  piety  toGwI,  though  then 
To  thee  not  visible,  when  I  alone 
Seemed  in  thy  world  erroneous  to  dissent 
From  all:  my  sect  thou  serst;  now  learn  too  lata, 
How  few  sometimes  may  know,  when  thousand! 
err.' 

"Whom  tlie  grand  foe,  with  scornful  eye  askance. 
Thus  answersd.  '  I'll  fur  tluH^,  but  in  wished  hour, 
Of  my  rcvengo,  lirst  sought  fur,  thou  n;turnrst 
From  fli«!)it,  lu'ditious  ung(*ll  to  receive 
Thy  mcritJtl  pvv;»rd,  the  lir*t  assay 
Of  tills  right  hand  provoked,  since  first  that  tonffiM 
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Inspired  with  contradiction,  durst  oppose 
A  third  part  of  the  Goils,  in  synod  met 
Their  deities  to  assert,  ivh),  while  they  feel 
Vigour  divine  witliin  theu,  can  allow 
Omnipotenco  to  none.    But  well  thou  comcst 
Before  thy  fellows,  ambitious  to  win 
From  me  some  plume,  that  thy  success  may  show 
Destruction  to  the  rest :  this  pause  between 
(Unanswered  lest  thou  boast)  to  let  thee  knowj 
At  first  I  thought  that  liberty  and  Heaven 
To  heavenly  souls  had  been  all  one ;  but  now 
I  sec  that  most  through  sloth  had  rather  8er\'e, 
Ministering  spirits,  trained  up  in  feast  and  song! 
Such  hast  thou  armed,  the  minstrelsy  of  Heaven, 
Senility  with  freedom  to  contend, 
As  both  their  deeds  compared  this  day  shall  prove.' 

"  To  whom  in  brief  thus  Abdirl  stern  replied, 
'  Apostate!  still  thou  err'st,  nor  end  wilt  find 
Of  erring,  from  the  path  of  truth  remote: 
Unjustly  thou  depravest  it  with  the  name 
Of  servitude,  to  sen*e  whom  God  ordains, 
Or  nature:  God  and  nature  hid  the  same. 
When  he  who  rules  is  worthiest,  and  excels 
Them  whom  he  governs.     This  is  servitude, 
To  sen'o  the  unwise,  or  him  who  hath  rebelled 
Against  his  worthier,  as  thine  now  sene  thee, 
Thyself  not  free,  but  to  thyself  inthralletl  j 
Yet  lewdly  darest  our  ministering  upbraid. 
Reign  thou  in  hell  thy  kingdom ;  let  me  serve 
In  Heaven  God  ever  blest,  and  his  divine 
Behests  obey,  worthiest  to  be  obeyed ; 
Vet  chains  in  hell,  not  rtmlms  exjwct ;  meanwhile 
From  me  returned,  as  erst  thou  saidst,  from  flight. 
This  greeting  on  thy  impious  crest  receive.* 

"  So  saying,  a  noble  stroke  he  lifted  high. 
Which  hung  not,  but  so  swifl  with  tom{)e«t  fell 
On  the  proud  crest  of  Satan,  that  no  sight, 
Nor  motion  of  swifl  thought,  less  cuuld  his  t«hield, 
Such  ruin  intrrcept:  ton  paces  huge 
He  back  rccoiioil ;  tlie  tenth  on  Iwuded  knee 
His  massy  spear  upstayed;  as  if  on  e:irth 
Winds  under  ground,  or  waters  forchig  way. 
Sidelong  had  pushixl  a  mountain  from  his  seat. 
Half  sunk  with  nil  his  ]iines.    Amcizcinent  seized 
The  relvl  tlirones,  hut  greater  rage,  to  sec 
Thus  foiled  their  mightiest;  ours  joy  filled,  and 

shout. 
Presage  of  viftorj',  and  fierce  desire 
Of  botlle:  whereat  Michael  hid  sound 
Th'  arehangd  trumiK-t;  tlirough  the  vast  of  heaven 
It  suundcd,  and  tlie  f:iithful  uriiiies  rung 
Hosunna  to  tlie  ITii;Iiest:  nor  stood  at  smo 
The  advrrse  le^^ioiis,  nor  less  hideous  joined 
The  i;orrid  sh(K*k.     Now  stoniiinfr  furv  rose. 
And  chuuDur  such  as  heard  in  I.Ieaycn  till  now 
W'ls  nevi'r;  arms  on  armour,  elasliing  brayed 
ilorrihlc  di»k'ord,  and  the  inaddini;  wheels 
Of  bra/en  cliariots  r.igod;  dire  wur  the  noiiiC 
Of  conflict;  over  head  the  dismal  hiss 


Of  fiery  darts  in  flanung  volleys  flew, 
And,  flying,  vaulted  cither  host  with  fire. 
So  under  fiery  cope  together  rushed 
Both  battles  main,  with  ruinous  assault 
And  inextinguishable  rage ;  all  Heaven 
Resounded,  and,  had  earth  been  tlien,  all  earth 
Had  to  her  centre  shook.  What  wonder,  when 
Millions  of  fierce  encountering  angels  fought 
On  eitlier  side,  the  least  of  whom  could  wield 
These  elements,  and  arm  him  with  the  force 
Of  all  their  regions:  how  much  more  of  power 
Army  against  army  numberless  to  raise 
Dreadful  combustion  warring,  and  disturb, 
Though  not  destroy,  their  happy  native  seat; 
Had  not  the  Eternal  King  omnipotent, 
From  his  strong  hold  of  Heaven,  high  overruled 
And  limited  their  might;  though  numbered  sucb 
As  each  divided  lefrion  miirht  have  seemed 
A  numerous  host ;  in  strength  each  armed  hand 
A  legion ;  led  in  fight,  yet  leader  seemed 
Each  warrior  nnglc  as  in  cliief,  expert 
When  to  advance,  or  stand,  or  turn  the  sway 
Of  battle,  open  when,  and  when  to  close 
The  ridges  of  grim  war:  no  thought  of  flight, 
None  of  retreat,  no  unliecoming  deed 
That  argued  fear;  each  on  himself  relied, 
As  only  in  his  ann  the  moment  lay 
Of  victory :  deeds  of  eternal  fame 
Were  done,  but  infinite ;  for  wide  was  spread 
That  war  and  various;  sometimes  on  firm  ground 
A  standing  fight,  then,  soanng  on  main  wing, 
Tormented  all  the  air ;  all  air  seemed  theu 
Conflicting  fire.     Long  time  in  even  scale 
The  battle  hung;  till  Satan,  who  that  day 
Pro<ligiou3  power  had  shown,  and  met  in  arinii 
No  equal,  ranging  through  the  dire  attack 
Of  fighting  seraphim  confused,  at  length 
Saw  where  the  sword  of  Michael  smote,  and  felled 
Scjuadrons  at  once ;  with  huge  two-handed  sway 
r>randis]ied  aloft,  the  horrid  edge  came  down 
Wide  wasting;  such  destruction  to  withstand 
Tie  hasted,  and  opjwised  the  rocky  orb 
Of  tenfold  adamant,  his  ample  shield, 
A  vast  circumference.     At  his  aj)proaeh 
The  jrreat  archanj«.*I  from  his  warlike  toil 
Surceased,  and  glud,  as  lu»|jing  here  to  end 
Intestine  w^ar  in  Heaven,  the  arch  foe  sulHlned, 
Or  captive  drti;^ged  in  chains,  with  hostile  frown^ 
And  visage  all  in.lHined,  first  thusWgan, 

"  *  Author  of  evil,  unknown  till  thy  R*>olt, 
Unnamed  in  Heaven,  now  plenteous  a«  thou  sees! 
These  acts  of  hateful  strife,  hateful  to  all, 
Though  hea\'ie8t  by  just  measure  on  thyself 
And  thv  adl\erents:  how  hast  thou  disturln^il 
Heaven's  blessed  i)eace,  and  into  nature  brought 
Misery,  uncreated  till  the  crime 
Of  thy  reU'liion  I  how  hast  thou  instilled 
Thy  malice  into  thousands,  once  upright 
And  faithful,  now  provinl  false !  Rut  thiiik  n\*  hfua 
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To  trouble  holy  rest ;  Heaven  casts  theo  out 
From  all  her  confinm :  Heaven,  the  seat  of  bliss, 
Brooks  not  the  works  of  violence  and  war. 
Hence  tlien,  and  evil  go  with  thee  along, 
Thy  ofispring,  to  the  place  of  evil,  hell ; 
Thou  and  thv  wicked  crew !  there  mingle  broils, 
Ktc  this  avenging  sword  begin  thy  doom, 
Or  some  more  suddnn  vengeance,  winged  from  God, 
Pprcijiitate  thee  with  augmented  pain  !* 

"  So  Fpake  the  prince  of  angrls ;  to  whom  thus 
The  adversary.     '  Nor  think  thou  with  wind 
Of  airy  threats  to  awe  whom  yet  with  deeds 
Thou  canst  not.  Hast  thou  turned  theleast  of  these 
To  flight,  or  if  to  fall,  hut  that  thoy  ri«c 
Unvanquished,  easier  to  transact  with  mc 
That  thou  shouldst  ho^)e,  im^jerious,  and  with 

threats 
To  chase  mc  hence  1  err  not,  that  so  shall  end 
The  strife  which  thou  callest  evil,  but  we  style 
The  strife  of  glorj' ;  which  we  mean  to  win, 
Or  turn  this  Heaven  itself  into  the  hell 
Thou  fablest ;  here  however  to  dwell  free, 
If  not  to  reign :  meanwhile  thy  utmost  force, 
And  join  him  named  Almighty  to  thy  aid, 
I  fly  not,  but  have  sought  thee  far  and  nigh.' 

*•  They  ended  parle,  and  both  addressed  for  fight 

Unspeakable  ;  for  who,  thougl\,  with  the  tongue 

Of  angels,  can  relate,  or  to  what  things 

Liken  on  earth  conspicuous,  that  may  lift 

Human  imagination  to  such  height 

Of  godlike  power  1  for  likest  gods  they  seemed. 

Stood  they  or  moved,  in  stature,  motion,  arms, 

Fit  to  decide  the  empire  of  great  Heaven. 

Now  waved  their  fiery  swords,  and  in  the  air 

l^lade  horrid  circles ;  two  broad  suns  their  sluelds 

Bbzcd  opposite,  while  expectation  stood 

In  horror ;  from  each  hand  with  speed  retired. 

Where  erst  was  thickest  fight,  the  angelic  throng, 

And  left  large  field,  unsafe  within  the  wind 

Of  such  commotion ;  such  as,  to  sot  forth 

Great  things  by  small,  if,  nature's  conconj  broke. 

Among  the  constellations  war  were  sprung. 

Two  planets,  rushing  from  aspect  malign 

Of  fiercest  opposition,  in  mid  sky 

Should  combat,  and  their  jarring  spheres  confound. 

Together  both  with  next  to  Almighty  arm 

Uplifted  imminent,  one  stroke  they  aimed 

That  might  determine,  and  not  need  repeat, 

Ai  not  of  power  at  once ;  nor  odds  appeared 

In  might  or  swift  prevention;  but  the  sword 

Of  Michael,  from  the  armoury  of  God, 

VfsLt  given  him  tempered  so,  that  neither  keen 

Nor  solid  might  resist  that  edge :  it  met 

The  sword  of  Satan,  with  steep  force  to  smite 

Ikscending,  and  in  half  cut  sheer;  nor  stayed. 

But  with  swift  wheel  reverse,  deep  entering,  shared 

All  his  right  side:  then  Satan  first  knew  pain. 

And  writhed  him  to  and  fro  convolve<l ;  so  soro 

The  griding  sword  with  discontinuous  wound 
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Passed  through  him :  but  the  ethereal  pubstanci! 

closed. 
Not  long  divisible ;  and  from  the  gash 
A  stream  of  nectarous  humour  isssiiin*!  flowed 
Sanguine,  such  as  celestial  spirits  may  bleed, 
And  all  his  armour  stained,  erewhile  so  bright. 
Forthwith  on  all  sides  to  his  aid  was  run 
By  angels  many  and  strong,  who  interposed 
Defence,  while  others  bore  him  on  their  slueldf 
Back  to  his  chariot,  where  it  stood  retired 
From  off  tlie  files  of  war ;  there  they  him  laid 
Gnashing  for  anguish,  and  despite  and  shame, 
To  find  himself  not  matchless,  and  his  pride 
Humbled  by  such  rebuke,  so  far  beneath 
His  confidence  to  equal  God  in  power. 
Yet  soon  he  healed  ;  for  spirits  that  live  throughout 
"Vital  in  every  part,  not  as  frail  man 
In  entrails,  heart  or  head,  liver  or  reins. 
Can  not  hut  bv  annihilating  die : 
Nor  in  their  liquid  texture  mortal  wound 
Receive,  no  more  than  can  the  fluid  air : 
All  heart  they  live,  all  head,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
All  intellect,  all  si^nsc ;  and  as  tliey  please. 
They  limb  tliemselvcs,  and  colour,  shape,  or  sue 
Assume  as  likes  tlioin  best,  condense  or  rare. 

"  Meanwhile  in  other  parts  like  deeds  deserved 
Memorial,  where  the  mi^ht  of  Gubriul  foufflit. 
And  with  fierce  ensigns  pierced  the  deep  array 
Of  Moloch,  furious  king;  who  him  defied. 
And  at  his  chariot  wheels  to  drag  him  bound 
Threatened,  nor  from  the  Holy  One  of  Heaven 
Refrained  his  tongue  blasphemous ;  but  anon, 
Down  cloven  to  the  waist,  with  shattered  arms 
And  uncouth  pain  fled  liellowing.    On  each  wing 
Uriel,  and  Raphael,  his  vaunting  foe. 
Though  huge,  and  in  a  rock  of  diamond  anncd 
Vanquished  Adramelech  and  Asmadai, 
Two  potent  thrones,  that  to  be  less  than  Gods 
Disdained,  but  meaner  thoughts  learned  in  their 

flight, 
Mangled  with  ghastly  wounds  through  plate  and 

mail. 
Nor  stood  unmindful  Alnliel  to  annoy 
The  atheist  crew,  but  with  redoubled  blow 
Ariel,  and  Arioch,  and  the  violence 
Of  Ramiel,  scorched  and  blasted,  overthrew. 
I  might  rt-latc  of  tliousands,  and  their  namcfl 
Eternize  here  on  earth ;  but  those  elect 
Angels,  contented  with  their  fame  in  Heaven, 
Seek  not  the  praisi*  of  men;  the  other  sort. 
In  might  though  wondrous,  and  in  acts  of  war, 
Nor  of  renown  less  eager,  yet  by  doom 
Cancelled  from  Heaven  and  sacred  memory 
Nameless  in  dark  oblivion  let  them  dwell. 
For  strength,  from  truth  divided  and  from  just, 
Illaudable,  naught  merits  but  dispraise 
And  ignominy,  yet  to  glory  aspires 
Vain  glorious,  and  through  infamy  seeks  fame* 
Therefore  eternal  silence  be  their  docm 
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"  Ano  now,  their  nnglilicst  quelled,  Uic  battle.  I"  nature  none;  if  otlier  hidden  cause 


swerved, 

Witti  many  an  inn  Ad  gored;  deformed  rout 
Entered,  and  foul  Jisorder;  all  the  ground 
'VVitii  shivered  armour  strovvn,  and  on  a  heap 
Ciiariot  and  charioteer  lay  overturntHl, 
And  liery  fo<uning  steeds;  wliiit  stood  recoiled 
O'er  weariinl,  through  the  faint  satauic  host 
Defensive  scarce,  or  with  (ule  fear  surprised, 


Left  them  suju'rior,  while  we  can  prcscn-e 
Unhurt  our  mind;!  and  understandin*'  sound. 
Due  search  and  consiiUulion  will  dinelosc.' 

"  IJo  sat;  and  in  tlie  assemhly  next  upstood 
Nisroirh,  of  prim'ipalities  the  prijue: 
As  one  ho  stiwd  escniK'd  from  cruel  fi'-rht. 
Sore  toiled,  UU  riven  arms  to  havoc  hewn, 
And  cloudy  in  asjM'ct  (Inis  answering  spake 


Then  first  wilh  fear  surprised  and  si^nso  of  pain,   •  *  Deliverer  from  new  Innls,  leader  to  frtn; 


Fled  ignominious,  to  such  evil  brought 

By  sinof  disoU'dience;  till  that  liour 

P<k^ot  liable  to  lt:ar,  or  flight,  or  pain. 

For  otherwise  the  inviulaltle  saints, 

In  culiic  phalanx  firm,  advances!  entire, 

Invulnerable,  impenetrably  armed; 

Such  higli  advantages  tiieir  innocence 

Gave  them  above  their  foes,  nut  to  have  sinned, 

Not  to  have  dis4)beyed;  in  fight  they  stood 


Enjoyment  of  our  rights  as  gixls;  yet  hard 
For  gods,  and  too  une<iual  work  we  find, 
Against  unetjiid  arms  to  fight  in  pain, 
Against  unpained,  impassive;  from  which  evil 
l*uin  must  needs  ensur;  far  what  avails 
Valour  or  Mrength,  though  matchless,  quelled  with 
pain 

I  "Whieli  all  sublines.  an«l  makes  remiss  the  hands 
Of  mightiest?  Si-nse  of  pleasure  we  m.iy  well 

I  Spare  out  of  life  fHrrlmps,  and  not  repine. 


Unwearied,  unobiioxinus  to  ix>  pained 

By  wound,  thougli  from  their  place  by  viulcncc  l*"t  I'^<*  content,  wljii;h  is  the  calmest  life: 
moved.  .  Cut  \mi\  is  [H'rfect  misery,  the  worst 

"Now  night  her  course  l)egan,  and  over  Heaven  Of  evils,  and  excessive,  ovi-rturns 


Inducing  darkness,  gratt^ful  truce  imposed, 
And  silence*  on  the  odious  din  of  war: 
Under  iier  cloudy  covert  buth  retinal, 
Victor  and  vanquished:  on  the  foughtcn  field 
Michael  and  his  angels  prevalent 


i  All  patience.     lie  who  therefore  can  invent 
With  what  mori!  forcible  we  may  ofifend 
Our  yet  unwounded  enemies,  or  arm 

j  Oursi'lves  witli  liltt»  di-fi-nce,  to  me  deserves 
No  less  than  for  di-Iivr ranee  what  we  owe.' 


Encamping,  placA'd  in  guard  their  watches  round,       "  ^^'  hento  with  look  composed  Satin  replif:d. 

rt,  I  *  Not  uiiinventi'd  that,  which  thou  aright 


Cherubic  waving  ilres:  on  tiie  other  pa 
■Satan  with  his  relK-lIious  disup[)eared, 
Far  in  tlie  dark  dislodged ;  and,  void  of  rest. 
Ills  potentates  to  council  called  by  night; 
And  in  the  midst  thus  undismayed  l>egan. 

" '  O  now  in  danger  tried,  now  known  in  arms 
Not  to  l)e  overpowered,  comjmnitmsdear, 
Found  worthy  not  of  liijerty  alone. 
Too  mean  pretence!  but,  what  we  more  aflcct, 
Honour, dominion,  glory,  and  renown; 
Who  have  sustained  one  day  in  douUful  fitrht 
(And  if  one  day,  why  not  eternal  days?) 
What  Heaven's  Lord  had  power  fullest  to  send 
Against  us  from  about  his  throne,  and  judged 
SulHcient  to  suIhIuc  us  to  his  will, 
But  proves  not  so:  then  fallible,  it  seems, 
Of  future  we  may  deem  him,  though  till  now 


I  Pielirvi'st  ao  main  to  our  success,  I  brin^T. 

I  '  O 

.  Which  t)f  us  who  In-'holds  the  bright  surface 
!  Of  this  etluTcous  mould  whereon  we  stand. 
I  This  continent  of  spacious  Heaven,  adorned 

With  plant,  fruit,  flower,  ambrosial,  gcins,  w.i 
gold ; 

^NHiose  eye  so  KUjwrficially  surveys 

Thesi*  things  as  not  to  iiiin.l  from  w  hence  they  g-.ow 
;  Deep  underground,  materials  «lark  and  crude, 
I  Of  spirituous  and  fiery  spume,  till,  touched 

Wilh  Heaven's  ray,  and  terajwred,  they  shoot  forth 

So  iH'auteous,  ojx^ning  to  the  ambient  light  1 
I  These  in  their  dark  nativity  the  dc<fp 
;  Shall  yield  us,  jirc'gnant  with  infernal  fiamc; 

Whicli  into  hollow  engines  long  and  round 

Thick  rammed,  at  th'  other  bort»  with  touch  of  fin 


Omniscient  thought.     True  is,  less  firmly  armcti,  Dilated  and  infuriate,  shall  send  forth 

Some  disadvantage  we  endured  and  pain,  jFrom  far,  with  thundering  noisi\  among  ouv  foes 

Till  now  not  known,  but,  known,  as  soon  con-  Such  implfments  of  mischief,  as  shall  dash 


temned ; 
8iitcc  now  wo  find  this  our  empyreal  form 
Incapable  of  mortal  injury, 
*niiierisliable,  and  though  pierced  with  wound, 
Soon  closing,  and  by  native  vigour  healed. 
Of  evil  then  so  small,  as  easy  tliink 
The  remedy;  [ierhapsmore  valid  arms, 
Wra|X)n8  more  violent,  when  next  wc  meet. 
May  serve  tc  l*etter  us,  and  worse  our  foes, 
'h  Mqua?  what  between  us  made  the  odds, 


To  pieces,  and  o'erwhclm  whatever  stands 
Adverse,  that  they  shall  fear  we  have  disarmed 
The  Thunderer  of  his  only  dreaded  bolt. 
Nor  long  shall  Ix?  our  Ial)our;  yet  ere  dawn,^ 
EiTect  shall  end  our  wish.     Meanwhile  revive; 
Abandon  fear;  to  strength  and  council  joimnl 
Think  nothing  hard,  much  less  to  be  despaired.' 
"  He  ended,  and  his  words  their  drooping  cheer 
Enlightened,  and  their  languished  ho})0  revived 
Th'  invention  all  admired,  and  each,  how  hi 
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To  bo  the  ijivcntor  niisecd ;  so  easy  it  sotiiumI 
Oiico  fuun'J,  which,  vet  unfouiK!,  most  would  have 

thought 
lm[TC6si\\ti :  yet,  haply,  of  thy  race 
In  future  days,  if  ixiuUiv  should  a1>oiind, 
Sonu'  oiiL*,  intent  on  inisrhicf,  or  insjurod 
With  devilish  machination,  mi^^ht  doxisc 
Like  inBtrument  to  plague  the  Kons  of  mon 
For  sin,  on  war  and  mutual  shiughti^r  hont. 
Forlliwith  from  council  to  tlio  work  thoy  flew; 
None  ai^ruing  stootl :  innumerahle  hands 
Wcro  ready;  in  a  moment  up  th«'y  turned 
Wide  the  celestial  soil,  and  saw  l)onratIi 
The  originals  of  nature  in  their  crude 
Concef>tion ;  sulphurous  and  nitrous  foam 
Tbcy  found,  they  mingled,  and  with  subtle  art, 
Concocted  and  adjusted,  they  reduced 
To  bLickcst  grain,  and  into  st^re  conveyed  : 
Fart  hidden  veins  digged  up  (nor  hath  this  earth    'A  triple  mounted  row  of  pillars  laiil 
Entrails  unlike)  of  minend  and  stone. 


On  every  side  \\\\]\  s^.-tdowin;:  sfpindrons  deep, 
To  lii  le  tlu"  fr.Mid.     At  iiitt-rview  Imth  stootl 
A  whih';  hut  suddenly  at  head  ajijM'ared 
Siit:in,  and  thus  w,i?i  henrd  roimiKinding  loud. 

"  '  Vanguard,  to  right  and  left  th^*  fn>nt  unfoM 
That  all  may  mv  who  hate  u-?,  how  we  seek 
Peace  and  eomjKisure,  and  with  ojvn  breast 
Stand  H'ady  to  receive  them,  if  they  like 
Our  overture,  and  tuni  not  bark  perverse: 
Rut  that  T  doubt;  however,  witness  Heaven! 
ITeaven,  witness  thou  anon!  whih'  we  discharge 
Fn-ely  our  part:  ye  who  api)ointed ««tand, 
D<>  as  you  have  in  ol large,  and  briefly  touch 
AVhat  we  proi>onnfl,  and  loud  that  nil  may  hear!* 

"  So  scofTmg  in  anjliiguous  words,  he  scarce 
riad  ended,  when  to  right  and  h-ft  the  front 
Divided,  and  to  either  flank  retired; 
Which  to  our  eves  discovered,  n"w  and  stranflro. 


"WbcFeof  to  found  their  engines  and  their  balls 
Of  niitftfive  ruin ;  part  incentive  reed 
Provide,  pernicious  with  one  touch  to  fire. 
So  all,  ere  dayspring,  under  consitious  night, 
Secret  tliey  i]nishi>d,  and  in  order  set, 
llltli  silent  circums)x;ction,  unespietl. 
"Xow  when  fair  morn  orient  in  PIcaven  ap- 
peared, 
Up  rose  the  victor  angels,  and  to  arms 
The  matin  trumpet  sung :  in  arms  they  stood 
Of  goklen  panoply,  refulgent  host, 
Soon  banded ;  others  from  the  dawning  hills 
Loc/k  round,  and  scouts  each  coast  light  armed 

scour, 
Each  quarter  to  descry  the  distant  foe, 
Where  lodged,  or  whether  fled,  or  if  for  fight, 
In  motion  or  in  halt:  him  soon  they  met 
Under  spread  ensigns  moving  nigh,  in  slow 
But  firm  liattalion ;  back  with  6[)ecdiest  sail 
ZopYiiel.  of  cherubim  the  swiftest  wing. 
Came  flying,  and  in  mid  air  aloud  thus  cried. 

"  Arm,  warriors,  arm  for  fight;  the  foe  at  hand. 
Whom  fled  we  thought,  will  save  us  long  pursuit 
This  day;  fear  not  his  flight;  so  thick  a  cloud 
He  comes,  and  settled  in  his  face  I  sec 
Sad  resolution  and  secure :  let  each 
His  a<lainantine  coat  gird  well,  and  each 
Fit  well  his  helm,  gripe  fast  his  orlx>d  shield. 
Borne  cv'n  or  high ;  for  this  day  will  pour  down, 
If  I  conjecture  aught,  no  driz/Jing  shower. 
But  rattUn«r  storm  of  arrows  l)arl)ed  with  fire.* 
**  So  warned  he  them,  aware  themselves,  and 
soon 
In  order  quit  of  all  impe<liment ; 
Instant  without  disturb  they  took  alarm. 
And  onward  moveil  embattled ;  when,  behold  I 
Not  distant  far,  with  heavy  jmce  the  foo 
Approaching,  gross  and  huge,  in  hollow  cub 
Training  his  devilish  enginery,  impaled 


jOn  wheels  (for  like  to  pillars  most  they  seemed. 
Or  h(»llowed  !v>dies  made  of  oak  or  fir, 
With  brandies  h>pt,  in  wootl  or  mountain  felletl,) 
Hrass,  iron,  stony  mould,  had  not  their  mouths 
With  hideous  orifice  fjajK'd  on  us  wide. 
Portending  hollow  trnfc:  at  each  Ijeliind 
A  seraph  sti»(l,  and  in  his  hand  a  reed 
SttM>l  wa^ing  ti|»t  with  fire;  while  we.  Rispense, 
Collected  stooil  within  our  thoughts  amused. 
Not  long;  for  sudden  all  at  once  their  reeds 
Put  fortli,  and  to  a  narrow  vent  applied 
With  nicest  touch.     Immediate  in  a  flame, 
But  soon  obscuH'd  with  smoke,  ,ill  Heaven  ap- 
peared, 
From  those  deep-throated  engines  lielched,  whom 

roar 
Emiwwelled  with  outrageous  noise  the  air. 
And  all  her  entrails  tore,  disgorging  foul 
Their  devilish  glut,  chained  thunderliolts  and  hail 
Of  iron  glol>es ;  which  on  the  victor  host 
Levelled,  with  such  im{)etuous  fury  smote. 
That  whom  they  hit,  none  on  their  feet  might 

stand. 
Though  standing  else  as  rocks,  but  down  they 

fell 
By  thousands,  nnjrrl  on  archangel  rolletl ; 
The  sooner  for  their  arms ;  unarmed,  they  might 
Have  easily,  as  spirits,  evaded  swift 
By  quick  contraction  or  remove;  but  now 
Foul  dissipation  followed,  and  li)rced  rout; 
Nor  sentvl  it  to  relax  their  wrried  files. 
What  should  they  do?  if  on  they  rushed,  repulse 
Re|x»ated,  and  indecent  overthrow 
Doubled,  would  render  them  yet  more  despised, 
And  to  their  f«»esa  laughter:  for  in  view 
Stood  rankled  of  siraphim  another  n)w, 
In  posture  to  displode  their  second  tie* 
Of  thunder:  back  defeated  to  n-turn 
They  worse  abhorred.    Satan  behehl  thru  pilgbl, 
And  to  his  mates  thus  in  derision  calked. 
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O  friends!  why  come  not  on  these  victors 
proud  *? 
Erewliilc  thry  fierce  were  coming ;  and  when  we 
To  entertain  them  fair  with  oj>cn  front 
And  breast  (wliat  could  we  more?)  propounded 

terms 
Of  composition,  straight  they  changed  tlieir  minds, 
FK;w  off,  and  into  strange  vagaries  fell, 
As  they  would  dance ;  yet  for  a  dance  they  seemed 
Somewliat  extravagant  and  wild,  i>erhaj»8 
For  joy  of  offered  peace:  but  I  suppose, 
If  our  proiJOStils  once  again  were  heard, 
"We  sliouid  compel  them  to  a  quick  ri^ult.* 

"  To  whom  thus  Belial,  in  like  gamesome  mood. 
'  Leader!  the  terms  we  sent  were  terms  of  weiglit, 
Of  hard  contents,  and  full  of  force  urged  home, 
Such  as  we  might  jxirceive  amused  them  ail, 
And  stumbled  many:  who  receives  tlicm  riglit 
Had  need  from  head  to  foot  well  und»;rst:uidj 
Not  understood,  this  gift  they  have  besides, 
They  sliow  us  when  our  foes  walk  not  upright.* 

"  So  they  among  thema.'lves  in  i>leasant  vein 


The  rest,  in  imitation,  to  like  anna 

Betook  them,  and  the  neiglil)ouring  hills  uptore; 

So  hiMs  amid  the  air  encountered  hilU, 

Hurled  to  and  fro  with  jarnlat ion  dire, 

That  under  ground  they  fought  in  dismal  shade; 

InfcTual  noise!  war  seemed  aci>il  game 

Totliis  ui»roar-,  horrid  confusion  heaped 

U|K>n  confusion  rose:  and  now  all  Heaven 

Had  gone  to  wreck,  with  ruin  overspread, 

Had  not  the  aliiiiiihtv  Father,  where  he  sits 

Shrined  in  his  sanctuarv  of  Heaven  secure 

Consultin^j  on  tlie  sum  of  thinjis,  foreseen 

This  tumult,  and  iM^rmittojl  all,  advised: 

That  his  great  ])urpose  he  might  so  fulfil, 

To  honour  his  anointed  Son,  avenjied 

Upon  his  enemies,  and  to  declare 

Ail  power  on  him  transferred:  whence  to  his  Sjn, 

Til'  assesst.)r  of  his  throne,  he  thus  l)efian. 

"  '  nrulgence  of  my  glory,  Son  beloved, 
Son,  in  whose  face  invlsiMo  is  beheld, 
Visibly,  what  by  deity  I  ajn, 
And  in  whose  hand  what  by  decree  I  do, 


Stood  scofllng,  heightened  in  their  thoughts  beyond .  Second  Omnipotence !  two  days  arc  past. 


All  doubt  of  victory:  eternal  might 
To  match  with  their  inventions  the}*  j)resumed 
So  easy,  and  of  his  thunder  made  a  scorn, 
And  all  his  host  derided,  while  they  stood 
A  while  in  trouble:  but  they  stood  not  long; 


j  Two  days,  as  we  compute  the  days  of  Heaven, 
Since  Miciiarl  and  liis  powers  went  foith  to  tame 
Tliese  disobedient:  sore  hatli  been  their  fight, 
As  likeliest  was,  when  two  such  foes  met  armed j 
For  to  tiicmselves  I  left  them,  and  thou  knowest, 


Rage  jiTompted  tliem  at  length,  and  found  them  Fiquid  in  their  creation  they  were  formed, 


arms 


Against  such  hellish  mischief  fit  to  opjjose. 
Forlhwitli  (l)chold  the  excellence,  the  power, 
"Wliicii  God  hath  in  his  mighty  angels  placed!) 
Their  arms  away  they  threw,  and  to  the  hills 
(For  earth  hath  this  variety  from  Heaven 
Of  pleasure  situate  in  hill  and  dale,) 


Save  what  sin   hath  impaired,  which  yet   hatl 

wrought 
Insensibly,  for  I  suspend  their  doom; 
Whence  in  periwtual  fight  tliey  needs  nrnst last 
landless,  and  no  sohition  will  be  found: 
War  wearied  hath  performed  what  war  can  do, 
And  to  disorilered  rage  Itt  loose  the  reins, 


Light  as  tile  lightning  glimpse  they  ran,  they  flew;   With  mountains  and  witli  we^jwus  armcil,  which 
From  their  foundations  loosening  to  and  fro,  makes 

They  plucked  the  seated  hills  with  all  their  load,  Wild  work  in  Heaven,  and  dnngerous  to  the  main. 
Rocks,  waters,  woods,  and  by  the  shaggy  toj>s         Two  days  arc  therefore  past,  the  third  is  thine; 


UplitUng  bore  them  in  their  hands :  amaze. 
Be  sure,  and  terror,  seized  the  relnd  host, 
When  coming  towards  them  so  dread  they  saw 
The  bottom  of  the  mountains  upward  turned; 
Till  on  tiiose  cursed  engines*  triple  row 


For  thee  1  have  ordained  it,  and  thus  far 
Have  suflcred,  that  the  glory  may  be  thine 
Of  ending  tiiis  great  war,  since  none  but  Thou 
Can  end  it.     Into  thee  such  virtue  and  jxraco 
Innnensc  I  have  transfused,  that  all  niiiy  know 


They  saw  them  whelmed,  and  all  their  confidence  In  Heaven  and  hell  thy  j)ower  aljove  compare; 


Under  the  weiglit  of  mountains  buried  deep; 
Themselves  invatled  next,  and  on  their  heads 
Mam  promontories  flung,  which  in  the  air 
Came  shadowing,  and   ojjpressetl  whole   legions 

arm^'d; 
Their  armour  helped  their  harm,  crushed  in  and 

bruised 
luio  their  substance  pent,  which  wrought  them 

pain 
Implacable,  and  many  a  dolorous  groan; 


And,  this  perverse  conunolion  governed  thus, 
To  manifest  thee  wortliiest  to  be  heir 
Of  all  things;  to  be  Heir  and  to  be  King 
By  sacred  unction,  by  deserved  right. 
Go  then,  thou  mightiest,  in  thy  Father*s  might, 
Ascend  my  chariot,  guide  the  rajiid  wheels 
That  shake  Heaven's  basis,  bring  forth  all  mv  war 
My  l»ow  and  thunder,  my  almighty  arms 
Gird  on,  and  sword  Ujion  thy  puissant  thigh; 
Pursue  these  sons  of  darkness,  drive  them  out 
From  all  Heaven's  l>ounds  into  the  upper  deep: 


Long  struggling  underneath,  ere  they  could  wind 

Out  of  such  prison,  though  spirits  of  purest  light, '  There  let  them  learn,  as  likes  them,  to  dcspuie 

Purest  at  first,  now  gruss  by  sinning  grown,  |  God,  and  Messiah  his  anointed  King.' 
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"  He  said,  and  on  hu  Son  with  rays  direct 
Shone  full;  he  all  his  Father  full  expressed 
Inefiahly  into  his  face  received ; 
And  thus  the  filial  Godhead  answering  spake. 

"  *  O  Father,  O  Supremo  of  Heavenly  thrones, 
First,  highatt,  holiest,  best,  Uiou  always  scekest 
To  gkirify  thy  Son,  I  always  thee. 
As  is  most  just;  this  I  my  glory  account, 
My  exaltation,  and  ray  whole  delight, 
That  thou,  in  me  well  pleased,  dcclarcst  thy  will 
Fulfilled,  which  to  fulfil  is  all  my  bliss. 
Sceptre  and  power,  thy  giving,  I  assume. 
And  gladlier  shall  resign,  when  in  the  end 
Thou  shalt  be  all  in  all,  and  I  in  thee 
For  ever,  and  in  nxs  all  whom  thou  lovest; 
But  wbom  thou  hatest,  I  hate,  and  can  put  on 
Thy  terrors,  as  I  put  thy  mildness  on, 
Image  of  thee  in  all  things ;  and  shall  soon. 
Armed  with  thy  might,  rid  Heaven  of  these  re- 
belled, 
To  their  prepared  ill  mansion  driven  down, 
To  chains  of  darkness,  and  th'  undying  worm, 
That  fipom  thy  just  obedience  could  revolt, 
Whom  to.  obey  is  happiness  entire. 
Then  shall  thy  saints  unmixed,  and  from  th*  im- 

pme 
Far  Kparate,  circling  thy  holy  mount, 
Unfeigned  hallelujahs  to  thee  sing, 
Hymns  of  high  praise,  and  I  among  them  Chief.' 

"  So  said,  he,  o'er  his  sceptre  bowing,  rose 
From  the  right  hand  of  glory  where  he  sat; 
And  the  third  sacred  morn  began  to  shine. 
Dawning  through  Heaven:    forth  rushed  with 

whirlwind  sound 
The  chariot  of  paternal  Deity, 
Fhiiiing  thick  flames,  wheel  within  wheel  un- 

dlrawn, 
Ilirif  instinct  with  spirit,  but  convoyed 
By  four  cherubic  shapes ;  four  faces  each 
Had  wondrous;  as  with  stars,  their  bodies  all 
And  wing*  were  set  with  eyes,  with  eyes  the  wheels 
Of  berryl,  and  careering  fires  between; 
Over  thrir  heads  a  ciystal  firmament. 
Whereon  a  sapphire  throne,  inlaid  with  pure 
Amber,  and  colours  of  the  showery  arch. 
He,  in  celestial  panoply  all  armed 
Of  nif£ant  Urim,  work  divinely  wrought, 
Ascended;  at  his  right  hand  Victory 
Sat  eagle- winged;  beside  him  hung  his  bow 
And  quiver  with  three-bolted  thunder  stored. 
And  firom  about  him  fierce  eflusion  rolled 
Of  smoke,  and  bickering  flame,  and  sparkles  dire: 
Attended  with  ten  thousand  thousand  saints, 
He  onward  came,  far  ofl'his  coming  shone; 
And  twenty  thousand  (I  their  number  heard) 
Chariots  of  God,  half  on  each  hand,  were  seen: 
He  on  the  wings  of  cherub  rode  sublime 
On  the  crystalline  sky,  in  sapphire  throned, 

nhBrtrioiui  fiu*  and  wide,  but  by  his  own 
6 


First  seen :  them  unexpected  joy  surprised, 
Wlien  the  great  ensign  of  Messiah  blazed 
Aloft  by  angels  borne,  his  sign  in  Heaven; 
Under  whose  conduct  Michael  soon  reduced 
His  army,  circumfuscd  on  either  wing. 
Under  their  Head  embodied  all  in  one. 
Before  him  power  divine  his  way  prepared ; 
At  his  command  th'  uprooted  hills  retired 
Each  to  his  place,  they  lieard  hia  voice,  and  went 
Obsequious;  Heaven  liis  wonted  face  renewed, 
And  with  fresh  flowerets  hill  and  valley  smiled. 
This  saw  his  hapless  foes,  but  stood  obdurcd, 
And  to  rebellious  fight  rallied  their  powers, 
Insensate,  hope  conceiving  from  despair. 
In  heavenly  spirits  could  such  pcrverseness  dwelll 
But  to  convince  the  proud  what  signs  avail, 
Or  wonders  move  th'  obdurate  to  relent? 
They,  hardened  more  by  what  might  most  re* 

claim. 
Grieving  to  sec  Ids  glory,  at  the  sight 
Took  envy ;  and,  aspiring  to  liis  height, 
Stood  re-embattled  fierce,  by  force,  or  fraud 
Weening  to  prosper,  and  at  length  prevail 
Against  Grod  and  Messiah,  or  to  fall 
In  universal  ruin  lost;  and  now 
To  final  battle  drew,  disdaining  flight. 
Or  faint  retreat;  when  the  great  Son  of  God 
To  all  his  host  on  either  hand  thus  spake. 

" '  Stand  still  in  bright  array,  ye  saints,  hen 
stand. 
Ye  angels  armed,  tliis  day  from  battle  rest; 
Faithful  hath  been  your  warfare,  and  of  God 
Accepted,  fearless  in  his  righteous  cause ; 
And  as  ye  have  received,  so  have  ye  done 
Invincibly;  but  of  this  cursed  crew 
The  punishment  to  other  hand  belongs;- 
Vengeance  is  his,  or  whose  he  solo  appoints : 
Number  to  this  day's  work  is  not  ordained. 
Nor  multitude;  stand  only,  and  behold 
God's  indignation  on  these  godless  poured 
By  me;  not  you,  but  me,  they  have  despised, 
Yet  envied ;  against  mo  is  all  their  rage. 
Because  the  Father,  to  whom  in  Heaven  supreme 
Kingdom,  and  power,  and  glory  appertains. 
Hath  honoured  me  according  to  his  will. 
Therefore  to  me  their  doom  he  hath  assigned 
That  tliey  may  have  their  wish,  to  try  with  me 
In  battle  which  the  stronger  proves ;  they  all, 
Or  I  alone  against  them  ;  since  by  strength 
They  measure  all,  of  other  excellence 
Not  emulous,  nor  care  who  them  excels ; 
Nor  other  strife  with  them  do  I  vouchsafe.* 

"  So  spake  the  Son,  and  into  terror  changed 
His  countenance,  too  severe  to  be  beheld. 
And  full  of  wrath  bent  on  his  enemies. 
At  once  the  four  spread  out  their  starry  wings 
With  dreadful  sliade  contiguous,  and  the  orbs 
Of  his  fierce  chariot  rolled,  as  with  the  sound 
Of  toncnt  floods,  or  of  a  numerous  host. 
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He  on  hiB  impious  foes  right  onward  drove, 
Gloomy  as  night ;  undor  iiis  burning  wheels 
The  steadfast  empyrean  shook  throughout, 
All  but  the  throne  itself  of  God.     Full  soon 
Among  them  he  arrived,  in  his  right  hand 
Grasping  ten  thousand  thunders,  which  ho  sent 
Bi^fore  hiin,  such  as  in  their  souls  infixed 
Plagues :  tliey,  astonislied,  all  resistance  lost, 
All  courage ;  down  their  idle  weapons  drop ; 
O'er  shields,  and  helms,  and  helmed  heads  he  rode 
Of  thrones  and  mighty  seraphim  prostrate, 
That  wished  the  mountains  now  might  be  again 
Thrown  on  them,  as  a  shelter  from  his  ire. 
Nor  less  on  either  side  tempestuous  fell 
His  arrows,  from  the  four-fold  visaged  four 
Distinct  with  eyes ;  and  from  the  living  wheels 
Distinct  alike  with  multitude  of  eyes; 
One  spirit  m  them  ruled,  and  every  eye 
Glared  lightning,  and  shot  forth  pemidous  fire 
Among  th'  accursed,  that  withered  all  their 

strength, 
And  of  their  wonted  vigour  left  them  drained, 
Exhausted,  spiritless,  afflicted,  fallen. 
Yet  half  his  strength  he  put  not  forth,  but  checked 
His  thunder  in  mid  volley ;  for  he  meant 
Not  to  destroy,  but  root  them  out  of  Heaven : 
The  overthrown  he  raised,  and,  as  a  herd 
Of  goats  or  tim'rous  flock  together  thronged, 
Drove  them  before  him  thunderstruck,  pursued 
With  terrors,  and  with  furies,  to  the  bounds 
And  crystal  wall  of  Heaven,  which,  opening  wide, 
Rolled  inward,  and  a  spacious  gap  disckMed 
Into  the  wasteful  deep :  the  monstrous  sight 
Struck  them  with  horror  backward,  but  far  worse 
Urged  them  behind:  headk>ng  themselves  they 

threw 
Down  from  the  verge  of  Heaven ;  eternal  wrath 
Burnt  after  them  to  the  bottomless  pit 
Ilell  heard  the  unsufTerable  norse,  hell  saw 
Heaven  running  from  Heaven,  and  would  have 

fled 
AHVighted ;  but  strict  fate  had  cast  too  deep 
Her  dark  foundations,  and  too  fast  had  bound. 
Nine  days  they  fell :  confounded  Chaos  roared, 
And  felt  tenfold  confusion  in  their  fall 
Through  his  wild  anarchy,  so  huge  a  rout 
Encumbered  him  with  ruin ;  hell  at  last 
Yawning  received  them  whole,  and  on  them  closed ; 
Hell,  their  fit  habitation,  fraught  with  fire 
Unquenchable,  the  house  of  wo  and  pain. 
Dibburdened  Heaven  rejoiced,  and  soon  repaired 
Her  mural  breach,  returning  whence  it  rolled. 
Solo  victor,  from  the  expulsion  of  his  foes 
M?sstah  his  triumphal  chariot  turned : 
To  meet  him  all  his  saints,  who  silent  stood 
Eyewitnesses  of  his  alnughty  acts. 
With  jubilee  a^lvanced;  and,  as  they  went. 
Shaded  with  branching  palm,  each  order  bright 
Sung  triumpn,  and  him  sung  victorious  King, 


Son,  Heir,  and  Lord,  to  him  dominion  fpygn^ 
Worthiest  to  reign :  he,  celebrated,  rode 
Triumphant  through  mid  Heaven,  into  the  oouiti 
And  temple  of  his  mighty  Father  throned 
On  high ;  who  into  glory  him  received. 
Where  now  he  sits  at  the  right  hand  of  Miss. 
"  Thus,  measuring  things  in  Heaven  by  thing! 
on  earth. 
At  thy  request,  and  that  thou  may'st  beware 
By  what  is  past,  to  thee  I  have  revealed 
What  might  have  else  to  human  race  been  hid ; 
The  discord  which  befell,  and  war  in  Heaven 
Among  the  angelic  powers,  and  the  deep  fall 
Of  those  too  high  aspiring,  who  rebelled 
With  Satan ;  he  who  envies  now  thy  states 
Who  now  is  plotting  how  he  may  seduce 
Thee  also  from  obedience,  that  with  him 
Bereaved  of  happiness,  thou  may'st  partake 
His  punishment,  eternal  misery ; 
Which  would  be  all  his  solace  and  revonge, 
As  a  despite  done  against  the  most  High, 
Thee  once  to  gain  companion  of  his  wo. 
But  listen  not  to  his  temptations,  w&m 
Thy  weaker ;  let  it  profit  thee  to  have  heard, 
By  terrible  example,  the  reward 
Of  disobedience ;  firm  they  might  have  stood, 
Yet  fell ;  remember,  and  fear  to  transgress." 


BOOK  VII. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Raphael,  at  the  request  of  Adam,  relates  bow  and  wberefiae 
this  world  was  first  created ;  that  Gkxl,  after  the  expelling  ol 
gatan  and  liin  angels  out  of  Hearen,  declared  his  pleaaura  to 
create  another  world,  and  other  creatUTDs  to  dwell  therein; 
sends  his  Son  with  gkn7,  and  attendance  of  angeta;  to  perfiain 
the  work  of  creation  in  six  days;  the  angels  oelebnts  with 
hymns  the  performance  thereof  and  his  lessoenslon  Inte 
Heaven. 


Descend  from  Heaven,  Urania,  by  that  name 
If  rightly  thou  art  called,  whose  voice  divine 
Following,  above  the  Olympian  hill  I  soar, 
Above  the  flight  of  Pegasean  wing, 
The  meaning,  not  the  name  I  call:  for  thoa 
Nor  of  the  muses  nine,  nor  on  the  top 
Of  old  Olympus  dwellest,  but,  heavenly-bom, 
Before  the  hills  appeared,  or  fountain  flowed, 
Thou  with  eternal  Wisdom  didst  converse, 
Wisdom  thy  sister,  and  with  her  didst  play 
In  presence  of  the  Almighty  Father,  pleased 
With  thy  celestial  song.    Up  led  by  thee 
Into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  I  have  presnuned, 
An  earthly  guest,  and  drawn  empyreal  air, 
Thy  tempering :  with  like  safety,  guided  down 
Return  me  to  my  native  element : 
Lest  from  this  flying  steed  unreined  (as  onoe 
Bellerophon,  though  fiom  a  lower  clime,) 
Dismounted,  on  the  Aleion  field  I  Ml 
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rroncoiMi  there  to  wander,  and  forlorn, 
alf  yet  remain*  unsung,  but  narrower  bound 
Ithin  the  viable  diurnal  sphere; 
anding  on  earth,  not  rapt  above  the  pole, 
ore  safe  I  sing,  with  mortal  voice  unchanged 
3  hoarse  or  mute,  though  fallen  on  evil  days, 
1  evil  days  though  fallen,  and  evil  tongues; 

darkness,  and  with  dangers  compassed  round, 
id  solitude;  yet  not  alone,  while  thou 
sitest  my  lumbers  nightly,  or  when  mom 
irples  the  east;  still  govern  thou  my  song, 
-ania,  and  fit  audience  find,  though  few. 
it  drive  far  off  the  barbarous  dissonance 

Bacchus  and  his  revellers,  the  race 

that  wild  rout  that  tore  the  Thracian  bard 
Rhodope,  where  woods  and  rocks  had  ears 

rapture,  till  the  savage  clamour  drowned 
Lh  harp  and  voice ;  nor  could  the  rouse  defend 
r  son.     So  fail  not  thou,  who  thee  implores: 
r  thoa  art  heavenly,  she  an  empty  dream. 
Say,  goddess,  what  ensued  when  Raphael 
e  aiSaUe  archangel,  had  forewarned 
am,  bj  dire  example,  to  beware 
oetacy,  by  what  befdl  in  Heaven, 

those  apostates,  lest  the  like  befall 
Paradise,  to  Adam  or  his  race, 
axged  not  to  touch  the  interdicted  tree, 
liey  transgress  and  slight  that  sole  command, 
easily  obeyed  amid  the  choice, 
afl  tastes  else  to  please  their  appetite, 
oogh  wandering.    He  with  his  consorted  Eve 
e  story  heard  attentive,  and  was  filled 
ith  admiration  and  deep  muse,  to  hear 
tfainga  so  high  and  strange,  things  to  their 

thonglit 
nniff^^g**^^^*  as  hate  in  Heaven, 
A  war  so  near  the  peace  of  God  in  bliss, 
ith  mch  confusion:  but  the  evil,  soon 
(ven  back,  redounded  as  a  fiood  on  those 
m  whom  it  sprung,  impossible  to  mix 
ith  blessedness.    Whence  Adam  soon  revealed 
e  doubts  that  in  his  heart  arose:  and  now 
1  on,  yet  nnless,  with  desire  to  know 
bat  nearer  might  concern  him ;  how  this  world 
Heaven  and  earth  conspicuous,  first  began; 
tieo,  and  whereof  created ;  for  what  cause; 
!iat  within  Eden,  or  without,  was  done 
are  his  noemory;  as  one  whose  drought, 

allayed,  still  eyes  the  current  stream, 
liquid  murmur  heard,  new  thirst  excites, 
ceeded  thus  to  ask  his  heavenly  guest 
Great  things,  and  full  of  wonder  in  our  ears, 
'  differing  from  this  world,  thou  hast  revealed, 
ine  interpreter!  by  favour  sent 
vn  from  the  empyrean,  to  forewarn 
timely,  of  what  might  else  have  been  our  loss, 
loown,  which  human  knowledge  could  not 

reach. 

which  to  the  infinitely  good  we  owe 


Immortal  thanks,  and  his  admonishment 

Receive,  with  solemn  purpose  to  observe   . 

Immutably  hii  sovereign  will,  the  end 

Of  what  we  are.   But  since  thou  hast  vouehnfed 

Gently,  for  our  instruction,  to  impart 

Things  above  earthly  thought,  which  yet  concerned 

Our  knowing,  as  to  highest  wisdom  seemed, 

Deign  to  descend  now  lower,  and  relate 

What  may  no  less,  perhaps,  avail  us,  known; 

How  first  begai\  this  Heaven  which  we  bebokl 

Distant  so  high,  with  moving  fires  adorned 

Innumerable;  and  this  which  yields  or  fills 

All  space,  the  ambient  air  wide  interfused. 

Embracing  round  this  fiorid  earth;  what  cause 

Moved  the  Creator,  in  his  holy  rest 

Through  all  eternity,  so  late  to  build 

In  Chaos,  and  the  work  begun,  how  soon 

Absolved ;  if  unforbid  thou  mayest  unfold 

What  we,  not  to  explore  the  secrets,  ask 

Of  his  eternal  empire,  but  the  more 

To  magnify  his  works,  the  more  we  know. 

And  the  great  light  of  day  yet  wants  to  run 

Much  of  his  race,  though  steep;  suspense  in  Hea 

ven. 
Held  by  thy  voice,  thy  potent  voice,  he  hears, 
And  longer  will  delay  to  hear  thee  tell 
His  generation,  and  the  rising  birth 
Of  nature  from  the  unapparent  deep: 
Or  if  the  star  of  evening  and  the  moon 
Haste  to  thy  audience,  night  with  her  will  bring 
Silence;  and  sleep,  listening  to  thee,  will  watch/ 
Or  we  can  bid  hb  absence,  till  thy  song 
End,  and  dismiss  thee  ere  the  morning  shine.^ 
Thus  Adam  his  iUustrious  guest  besought: 
And  thus  the  godlike  angel  answered  maid, 

"  This  also  thy  request,  with  caution  asked 
Obtain:  though  to  recount  almighty  works, 
What  words  or  tongue  of  seraph  can  sufiice. 
Or  heart  of  man  sufilce  to  comprehend  1 
Yet  what  thou  canst  attain,  which  best  may  serre 
To  glorify  the  Maker,  and  infer 
Thee  also  happier,  shall  not  be  withheld 
Thy  hearing;  such  commission  from  above 
I  have  received,  to  answer  thy  desire 
Of  knowledge  within  bounds;  beyond,  abstain 
To  ask,  nor  let  thine  own  inventions  hope 
Things  not  revealed,  which  th*  invisible  King, 
Only  omniscient,  hath  suppressed  in  night. 
To  none  communicable  in  earth  or  Heaven: 
Enough  is  left  beddes  to  search  and  know. 
But  knowledge  is  as  food,  and  needs  no  leas 
Her  temperance  over  appetite,  to  know 
In  measure  what  the  mind  may  well  contam ; 
Oppresses  else  with  surfbit,  and  soon  turns 
Wisdom  to  folly,  as  nourishment  to  wind. 

"  Know  then,  that,  after  Lucifer  fiom  Heaven 
(So  call  him,  brighter  once  amidst  the  nose 
Of  angels,  than  that  star  the  stars  among) 
Fell  with  his  flaming  legions  through  the  deep 
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Into  liiB  piace,  and  the  great  Son  returned 
Yvitorioutt  with  his  saintii,  the  omnipotent, 
Eternal  Father,  from  his  throne  beheld 
Their  multitude,  and  to  his  Son  thus  spake. 
''At  least  our  envious  foe  hath  failed,  who 
thought 
All  like  himself  rebellious,  by  whose  aid 
This  inaccessible  high  strength,  the  seat 
Of  Deity  supreme,  us  dispossessed, 
He  trusted  to  have  seized,  and  into  fraud 
Drew  many,  whom  their  place  knows  here  no 


more; 


Yet  far  the  greater  part  have  kept,  I  see. 
Their  station ;  Heaven,  yet  populous,  retains 
Number  sufficient  to  possess  her  realms. 
Though  wide,  and  his  highest  temple  to  frequent 
With  ministeries  due,  and  solemn  rites : 
But,  lest  his  heart  exalt  him  in  the  harm 
Already  done,  to  have  dispeopled  Heaven, 
My  damage  fondly  deemed,  I  can  repair 
That  detriment,  if  such  it  be  to  lose 
Self-lost,  and  in  a  moment  will  create 
Another  world,  out  of  one  man  a  race 
Of  men  innumerable,  there  to  dwell, 
Not  here,  till,  by  degrees  of  merit  raised. 
They  open  to  themselves  at  length  the  way 
Up  hither,  under  long  obedience  tried. 
And  earth  be  changed  to  Heaven,  and  Heaven  to 

earth; 
One  kingdom,  joy  and  union  without  end. 
Meanwhile  inhabit  lax,  ye  powers  of  Heaven; 
And  thou  my  Word,  begotten  Son,  by  thee 
This  I  perform ;  speak  thou,  and  be  it  done ! 
My  overshadowing  spirit  and  might  with  thee 
I  send  along;  ride  forth,  and  bid  the  deep 
Within  appointed  bounds  be  Heaven  and  earth, 
Boundless  the  deep,  because  I  AM  who  fill 
Infinitude,  nor  vacuous  the  space. 
Though  I,  uncircumscribed  myself,  retire. 
And  put  not  forth  my  goodness,  which  is  free 
To  act  or  not,  necessity  and  chance 
Approach  not  me,  and  what  I  will  is  fate.* 

"  So  spake  the  Almighty,  and  to  what  he  spake 
His  Word,  the  filial  Godhead,  gave  effect 
Inunediate  are  the  acts  of  God,  more  swift 
Than  time  or  motion,  but  to  human  ears 
Can  not  without  process  of  8{)eech  be  told. 
So  told  as  earthly  notion  can  rtecivc. 
Great  triumph  and  rejoicing  was  in  Heaven, 
When  such  was  heard  declared  the  Almighty's 

will; 
Glory  tliey  song  to  the  Most  High,  good  will 
To  future  men,  and  in  their  dwellings  peace* 
Glory  to  him,  whose  just  avenging  ire 
Had  driven  ouc  the  ungodly  from  his  sight 
And  the  habitations  of  the  just:  to  him 
Glory  and  praise,  whose  wisdom  had  ordained 
Go)d  out  of  evil  tu  create;  instead 
Of  fpihts  malign,  a  better  race  to  bring 


Into  their  vacant  room,  and  thence  diffuse 
His  good  to  worlds  and  ages  infinite. 

"  So  sang  the  hierarchies:  meanwhile  the  Sot 
On  his  great  expedition  now  appeared. 
Girt  with  omnipotence,  with  radiance  crownod 
Of  majesty  divine ;  sapience  and  love 
Immense,  and  all  his  Father  in  him  shone. 
About  his  chariot  numberless  were  poured 
Cherub  and  seraph,  potentates  and  thrones, 
And  virtues,  winged  spirits,  and  chariots  win|«*d 
From  the  armoury  of  God,  where  stand  of  old 
Myriads,  between  two  brazen  mountains  lodged 
AgaiiiRt  a  solemn  day,  harnessed  at  hand. 
Celestial  equipage;  and  now  came  forth 
Spontaneous,  for  within  them  spirit  lired, 
Attendant  on  their  Lord :  Heaven  opened  wida 
Her  ever  during  gates,  harmonious  sound, 
On  golden  hinges  moving,  to  let  forth 
The  King  of  Glory,  in  his  powerful  Word 
And  spirit,  coming  to  create  new  worlds. 
On  heavenly  ground  they  stood:  and  finom  the 

shore 
They  viewed  the  vast  immeasurable  abyss 
Outrageous  as  a  sea,  dark,  wasteful,  wild. 
Up  from  the  bottom  turned  by  furious  winds 
And  surging  waves,  as  mountains,  to  assault 
Heaven's  height,  and  with  the  centre  mix  thepolti 

" '  Silence,  ye  troubled  waves,  and  thou  deep 
peace,* 
Said  then  the  omnific  Word,  '  your  disconi  end  f 
Nor  stayed,  but,  on  the  wings  of  cherubim 
Uplifted,  in  paternal  glory  rode 
Far  into  Chaos,  and  the  world  unborn; 
For  Chaos  heard  his  voice:  him  all  his  train 
Followed  in  bright  procession,  to  behold 
Creation,  and  the  wonders  of  his  might. 
Then  stayed  the  fervid  wheels,  and  in  lus  hand 
He  took  the  golden  compasses,  prepared 
In  God's  eternal  store,  to  circumscribe 
This  universe,  and  all  created  tilings: 
One  foot  he  centered,  and  the  other  tamed 
Round  through  the  Tast  profundity  obscore, 
And  said, '  Thus  far  extend,  thus  far  thy  boan^ 
This  be  thy  just  circumference,  O  world!* 
Thus  God  the  Heaven  created,  thus  the  earth, 
Matter  unformed  and  void:  darkness  profound 
Covered  the  abyss ;  but  on  the  watery  calm 
His  brooding  wings  the  spirit  of  God  oatspieed| 
And  vital  virtue  infused,  and  vital  warmth 
Throughout  the  fluid  mass,  but  downward  pui{il 
The  black,  tartareous,  cold,  infernal  dregs, 
Adverse  to  life :  then  founded,  then  congtubed 
Like  things  to  like,  the  rest  to  several  plate 
Disparted,  and  between  spun  out  the  air; 
And  earth,  self-balanced,  on  her  centre  hung 

" '  Let  there  be  light,*  said  God ;  and  fofthwtt 
light 
Ethereal,  first  of  things,  quinteasenoe  pure, 
Sprung  firom  the  deep,  and,  ftom  her  native 
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To  journey  through  the  a(*ry  gloom  hcgan, 

Sphered  in  a  radiant  cloud,  for  yet  the  sun 

Was  not;  she  in  a  cloudy  tahcrnacle 

Sojourned  the  while.  God  saw  the  light  was  good ; 

And  light  from  darkness,  by  the  hemisphere, 

Divided :  light  the  day,  and  darkness  night, 

He  named.    Thus  was  the  first  day  even  and 

mom: 
Nor  past  uncelebrated,  nor  unsung 
By  the  celestial  choirs,  when  orient  light 
Exhaling  first  from  darkness  they  beheld ; 
Birthday  of  Heaven  and  earth;  with  joy  and  shout 
The  hollow  universal  orb  they  filled. 
And  tooched  their  golden  harps,  and,  hymning, 

praised 
God  and  his  works ;  Creator  him  they  sung, 
Both  when  first  evening  was,  and  when  first  mom. 

"  Again,  God  said, '  Let  there  bo  firmament 
Amid  the  waters,  and  let  it  divide 
7*he  waters  from  the  waters:'  and  God  made 
The  firmament,  expanse  of  liquid,  pure, 
Transparent,  elemental  air,  difiused 
In  circoit  to  the  uttermost  convex 
Of  this  great  round ;  partition  firm  and  sure, 
Tlie  waters  underneath  from  those  above 
Dividing:  for  as  earth,  so  he  the  world 
Bnilt  on  circumfluous  waters  calm,  in  wide 
Crystalline  ocean,  and  the  loud  misrule 
Of  Chaos  far  removed ;  lest  fierce  extremes 
Contiguous  might  distemper  the  whole  frame : 
AtuI  Heaven  he  named  the  firmament :  so  even 
Aod  morning  chorus  sung  the  second  day. 

*'  The  earth  was  formed,  but  in  the  womb  as  yet 
Of  waters,  embryon  immature  involved. 
Appeared  not:  over  all  the  face  of  earth 
M-'un  ocean  flowed,  not  idle,  but  with  w^rm 
Prolific  humour  softening  all  her  globe, 
Frnnented  the  great  mother  to  conceive. 
Satiate  with  genial  moisture ;  when  God  said, 
'  Be  gathered  now  ye  waters  under  Heaven 
Into  one  place,  and  let  dry  land  appear.' 
Imme£ately,  the  mountains  huge  appear 
Emef^nt,  and  their  broad  bare  backs  upheave 
Into  the  clouds;  their  tops  ascend  the  sky : 
So  ht^h  as  heaved  the  tumid  hills,  so  low 
Down  sunk  a  hollow  bottom  broad  and  deep, 
Capacious  bed  of  waters:  thither  they 
Hasted  with  glad  precipitance,  uprollcd, 
As  drops  on  dust  conglobing  from  the  dry ; 
Pait  rive  in  crystal  wall,  or  ridge  direct. 
For  haste;    such  flight  the  great  command  im- 
pressed 
f  >Ti  trie  swift  floods :  as  armies  at  the  call 
Of  truiiijjct  (for  of  armies  thou  hast  heard) 
Croop  to  ihrir  standard,  so  the  water)'  throng, 
Vr^w  rolliii'j  after  wave,  whore  way  thoy  found. 
If  iteep,  with  t.)rrrnt  rapture,  if  throu;;h  plain, 
S^'ft  eXthlnr :  m>r withstood  them  rock  or  hill ; 
But  they,  or  under  ground,  or  circuit  wide 

a 


With  serpent  error  wandering,  found  their  way, 
And  on  the  washy  ooze  deep  channels  wore; 
Easy,  ere  God  had  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 
All  but  within  those  banks,  where  rivers  now 
Stream,  and  perpetual  draw  their  humid  train. 
The  dry  land,  earth ;  and  the  great  receptacle 
Of  congregated  waters,  he  called  seas: 
And  saw  that  it  was  good ;  and  said,  '  Let  tho 

earth 
Put  forth  the  verdant  grass,  herb  yielding  seed, 
And  fruit-tree  yielding  fruit  after  her  kind. 
Whose  seed  Is  in  herself  upon  the  earth.' 
He  scarce  had  said,  when  the  bare  earth,  till  then 
Desert  and  bare,  unsightly,  unadorned, 
Brought  forth  the  tender  grass,  whose  verdure  dad 
Her  universal  face  with  pleasant  green : 
Then  herbs  of  every  leaf,  that  sudden  flowered 
Opening  their  various  colours,  and  made  gay 
Her  bosom,  smelling  sweet;  and,  these  scarce 

blown, 
Forth  flourished  thick  the  clustering  vine,  forth 

crept 
The  smelling  gourd,  up  stood  the  corny  reed 
Embattled  in  her  field,  and  the  humble  shrub. 
And  bush  with  frizzled  hair  implicit:  last 
Rose  as  in  dance,  the  stately  trees,  and  spread 
Their  branches  hung  with  copious  fruit,  or  gem'd 
Their  blossoms:  with  high  woods  the  hills  were 

crowned ; 
With  tufls  the  valleys,  and  each  fountain  side. 
With  borders  long  the  rivers :  that  earth  now 
Seemed  like  to  Heaven,  a  scat  where  gods  might 

dwell. 
Or  wander  with  delight,  and  love  to  haunt 
Her  sacred  shades:  though  God  had  yet  not  rained 
Upon  the  earth,  and  man  to  till  the  ground 
None  was;  but  from  the  earth  a  dewy  mist 
Went  up,  and  watered  all  the  ground,  and  each 
Plant  of  the  field,  which,  ere  it  was  in  the  earth, 
God  made,  and  every  herb,  before  it  grew 
On  the  green  stem ;  God  saw  that  it  was  good : 
So  even  and  mom  recorded  the  third  day. 

"  Again  th'  Almighty  spake, '  Let  there  be  lights 
High  in  the  expanse  of  Heaven,  to  divide 
The  day  from  nijrht;  and  let  them  be  for  signs, 
For  seasons,  and  for  days,  and  circling  years  ^ 
And  let  them  be  for  lights,  as  I  ordain 
Their  office  in  the  firmament  of  Heaven, 
To  give  light  on  the  earth  ;*  and  it  was  so. 
And  God  made  two  great  lights,  great  for  thek 

use 
To  man,  the  greater  to  have  rule  by  day. 
The  less  by  nifrht,  altrm ;  and  made  the  btani, 
And  set  them  in  the  firmament  of  Heavtn 
To  illuminate  the  earth  and  rule  the  day 
In  their  vicissitude,  and  rule  the  ni^ht. 
And  lif'ht  from  darkness  to  divide.     God  saw 
SuTxcy'iniX  hi;*  groat  work,  that  it  was  g  Kh! : 
For,  of  celestial  bodies,  first  the  sun 
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A  mi^ty  Bphere  be  framed,  unlightaome  first, 

Thougit  of  ethereal  mould ;  then  foimed  the  moon 

Globose,  and  every  magnitude  of  atan, 

And  lowed  with  atan  the  Heaven,  thick  aa  a  fidd : 

Of  light  by  far  the  greater  part  he  took. 

Transplanted  from  her  cloudy  shrine,  and  placed 

In  the  sun's  orb,  made  porous  to  receive 

And  drink  the  liquid  light,  firm  to  retain 

Her  gathered  beams,  great  palace  now  of  light. 

Hither,  as  to  their  fountain,  other  stars 

Repairing,  in  their  golden  urns  draw  light. 

And  hence  the  morning  planets  gilds  her  horns; 

By  tincture  or  reflection  they  augment 

Their  small  peculiar,  though  from  human  sight 

80  far  remote,  with  diminution  seen. 

First  in  hb  east  the  glorious  lamp  was  seen, 

Regent  of  day,  and  all  the  horizon  round 

Invested  with  bright  rays,  jocund  to  run 

Hi«  longitude  through  Heaven's  high  road;  the 

gray 
Dawn,  and  the  Pleiades,  before  him  danced, 
Shedding  sweet  influence :  less  bright  the  moon, 
But  opposite  in  levelled  west  was  set. 
His  mirror,  with  full  face  borrowing  her  light 
From  him ;  for  other  light  she  needed  none 
In  that  aspect,  and  still  that  distance  keeps 
Till  night  *,  then  in  the  east  her  turn  she  shines, 
Revolved  on  Heaven's  great  axle,  and  her  reign 
With  thousand  lesser  lights  dividual  holds. 
With  thousand  thousand  stars,  that  then  appeared 
Spangling  the  hemisphere :  then,  first  adorned 
With  their  bright  luminaries  that  set  and  rose, 
Glad  evening  and  glad  mom  crowned  the  fourth 
day. 
**  And  God  said,  *  Let  the  waters  generate 
Reptile  with  spawn  abundant,  living  soul : 
And  let  fowl  (ly  above  the  earth,  with  wings 
Displayed  on  the  open  firmament  of  Heaven.' 
And  God  created  tlic  great  whales,  and  each 
Soul  living,  each  that  crept,  which  plentcously 
The  waters  generated  by  their  kinds. 
And  every  bird  of  wing  afler  his  kind  ; 
And  saw  that  it  was  good,  and  blessed  them,  say- 
ing, 
'  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  in  the  seas. 
And  lakes,  and  running  streams,  the  waters  fill; 
And  let  the  fowl  be  multi;)licd  on  the  earth.' 
Forthwith  the  sounds  and  seas,  each  creek  and 

ba>. 
With  fry  innumerable  swarm,  and  shoals 
Of  libh,  that  with  their  fins  and  shining  scales 
Glide  under  the  green  wave,  in  sculls  that  oft 
Bank  the  mid  sea:  part  single,  or  witii  mate. 


In  jointed  armour  watch :  on  smooth  the  seal. 
And  bended  dolphins  play:  part  huge  of  bulk 
Wallowing  unwieldy,  enormous  in  their  ^ait, 
Tempest  the  ocean :  there  leviathan, 
Hugest  of  living  creatures,  on  the  deep 
Stretched  like  a  proniontoiy,  sleeps  or  swims^ 
And  seems  a  moving  land,  and  at  his  gills 
Draws  in,  and  at  his  trunk  spouts  out,  a  sea. 
Meanwhile  the  tepid  caves,  and  fens,  and  shora^ 
Their  brood  as  numerous  hatch,  from  the  egg  tha* 

soon 
Bursting  with  kindly  rupture,  forth  diKlosed 
Their   callow  young;  but,  feathered   soon  and 

fledged. 
They  summed  their  pens,  and,  soaring  th'  air  sq1>> 

lime. 
With  clang  despised  the  ground,  under  a  doiid 
In  prospect ;  there  the  eagle  and  the  stork 
On  cliffs  and  cedar  tojie  their  eyries  build : 
Part  loosely  wing  the  region,  part  more  wise 
In  common,  ranged  in  figure,  wedge  their  waj, 
Intelligent  of  seasons,  and  set  forth 
Their  aery  caravan,  high  over  seas 
Flying,  and  over  lands,  with  mutual  wing 
Erasing  their  flight :  so  steers  the  prudent  crane 
Her  annual  voyage,  borne  on  winds ;  the  air 
Floats  as  they  pass,  fann'd  with  unnumbered 

plumes: 
From  branch  to  branch  the  smaller  birds  with  song 
Solaced  the  woods,  and  spread  their  painted  wingi 
Till  even,  nor  then  the  solemn  nightingale 
Ceased  warbling,  but  all  night  tuned  her  soft  ItyK 
Others  on  silver  lakes  and  rivers  bathed 
Their  downy  breast ;  the  swan  with  arched  neck, 
Between  her  white  wings  mantUng  proudly,  10 wi 
Her  state  with  oary  feet ;  yet  oft  they  quit 
The  dank,  and,  rising  on  stiff  i>cnons,  tower 
The  mid  adriol  sky :  others  on  ground 
Walk'd   firm;   the  crested  cock,  whose  clanon 

sounds 
The  silent  hours,  and  the  other  whose  gay  train 
Adorns  him,  coloured  with  the  florid  hue 
Of  rainbows  and  starry  eyes.     The  waters  thus 
With  fish  replenished,  and  the  air  with  fowl, 
Evening  and  morn  solemnized  the  fifth  day. 

"  The  sixth,  and  of  creation  last,  arose 
With  evening  harps  and  matin,  when  God  said, 
'  Let  the  earth  bring  forth  soul  living  in  her  kind 
Cattle,  and  creeping  things,  and  beasts  of  the  earth, 
Each  in   their  kind.'     The  earth   obeyed,   and 

straight. 
Opening  her  fertile  womb,  teemed  at  a  birth 
InnumcroUR  living  creatures,  perfect  forms, 


Graze  the  sea  weed,  their  pasture,  and  through  LimU'd  and  full  grown ;  out  uf  the  ground  up  rose^ 

groves  As  from  his  lair,  the  wild  beast  where  he  wons 

Of  I  oral  stray,  or.  sporting  with  quick  glance.         In  forest  wild,  in  thicket,  brake,  or  den; 
Show  to  tile  sun  their  waved  coats  dropt  with  gold;  Among  the  trees  in  pairs  they  row*,  they  walked* 
Or,  IP  tlitir  pearly  slielU  at  ease,  attend  Tlic  cattle  in  the  fields  and  meadows  grccu; 

MoiFt  nutriment ;  or  under  rocks  their  food  |  Those  rare  and  soUtary,  these  in  flocks 
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Putariner  at  on»,  aiJ  in  broad  herds  upsprang. 
The  graasj  clods  now  calved ;  now  half  appeared 
The  tawny  lion,  pawing  to  get  free 
His  hinder  parts,  then  springs  as  broke  from  bonds, 
And  rampant  shakes  hu  brinded  mane;  the  ounce, 
The  lihbard,  and  t!ie  tiger,  as  the  mole 
Rbing,  the  crutubled  earth  above  them  threw 
In  hillocks:  the  swift  stag  from  under  ground, 
Bore  up  his  branching  head:  scarce  from  his  mould 
Bcfacmoth,  biggpst  born  of  earth,  upheaved 
His  vastncss :  fleoccnl  the  flocks  and  bleating  rose, 
As  plants :  ambiguous  between  sea  and  land 
The  river  horse  and  scaly  crocodile. 
At  once  came  forth  whatever  creeps  the  ground. 
Insect  or  worm :  those  waved  their  liinbcr  fans 
For  wings  and  smallest  lineaments  exact, 
In  all  the  liverii's  decked  of  summer's  pride, 
YTith  spots  of  gold  and  purple,  azure  and  green: 
These,  as  a  line,  their  long  dimension  drew. 
Streaking  the  ground  with  sinuous  trace ;  not  all 
Minims  of  naturo ;  some  of  serfient  kind, 
WondnHn  in  length  and  corpulence,  involved 
Their  snaky  folds,  and  added  wings.     First  crept 
The  panimonious  emmet,  provident 
Of  future,  in  small  room  large  heart  enclosed, 
Pattern  of  just  equality,  perhaps, 
Hereafter,  joined  in  her  popular  tribes 
Of  coomionalty:  swarming  next  appeared 
The  female  bee,  that  feeds  her  husband  drone 
Dcliciausly,  and  builds  her  waxen  cells 
With  honey  stored ;  the  rest  are  numberless. 
And  thou  their  natures  kiiow'st,  and  gav'st  them 

names, 
Needless  to  thee  repeated :  nor  unknown 
The  eerjient,  subtk^st  l)east  of  all  the  field, 
Of  huge  extent  sometimes,  with  brazen  eyes 
AtmI  hairy  mane  terrific,  though  to  tlieo 
Not  noxious,  but  obe(li(>nt  nt  thy  call. 

"  Now  Heaven  in  all  her  glory  shone,  and  rolled 
Her  motions,  as  tlie  great  Hrst  Mover's  hand 
Fint  wlioeled  tlieir  course:  earth  in  her  rich  attire 
Consummate  lovely  sniilisl ;  air,  water,  earth, 
By  ibwl,  fish,  beast,  was  flown,  was  swum,  was 

walked 
Frequent ;  and  of  the  sixth  day  yet  remained  : 
There  wanted  yet  the  master  work,  the  end 
Of  all  yrt  done-,  a  creature,  who,  not  prone 
And  brute  as  otlier  cn>utures,  Iiut  endued 
Willi  sanctity  of  reasiMi,  nii;fht  erect 
Ht?«  stiiture,  ami,  upriirht,  with  front  M*rene, 
Govern  tI)P  rest,  nelf-knowing,  and  from  thence 
Mri:rn3niiium9to  rorref*jM>ri<l  witli  Fleaven, 
E-.it  ;:ntrful  to  arknowledire  wheuc4»  his  cjood 
I>fSt«Md-«,  thither  with  heart,  and  voice,  and  eyes, 
Iiirivtinl  in  dev»»tion,  to  adore 
And  wurshif*  Otwl  suprtMne,  who  made  him  chief 
Of  Sill  his  workj* :  then'f«)re  tl»' Ornijii»olent, 
Kt»rri.d  Fjitl»er,  (for  wh^re  is  not  he 
Prei»*nt?)  thiirf  to  his  Son  audibly  spake. 


'* '  Let  us  nuike  now  man  in  our  image,  man 
In  our  similitude,  and  let  them  rule 
Over  the  fish  and  fowl  of  sea  and  air. 
Beast  of  the  field,  and  over  all  the  earth. 
And  every  creeping  thing  that  creeps  the  grounl 
This  said,  he  formed  thee,  Adam,  thee,  O  man, 
Dust  of  the  ground,  and  in  thyjnostrils  breathed 
The  breath  of  life ;  in  his  own  image  he 
Created  thee,  in  the  image  of  God 
Express,  and  thou  becam'st  a  living  soul. 
Male  he  created  thee,  but  thy  consort 
Female,  for  race;  then  blessed  mankind,  and  stid, 
I'  Be  fruitful,  multiply,  and  fill  the  earth. 
Sub<lue  it,  and,  throughout,  dominion  hold 
Over  fish  of  the  sea,  and  fowl  of  the  air, 
And  every  living  thing  that  moves  on  the  earth.' 
Wherever  thus  created,  for  no  place 
Is  yet  distinct  by  name,  thence,  as  thou  know'st, 
He  brought  thee  into  this  deUcious  grove. 
This  garden,  planted  with  the  trees  of  God, 
Delectable  both  to  behold  and  taste : 
And  fireely  all  their  pleasant  fruit  for  food 
Gave  thee;  all  sorts  are  here  that  all  the  eartb 

yields. 
Variety  without  end ;  but  of  the  tree. 
Which,  tasted,  works   knowledge  of  good  and 

evil. 
Thou  may'st  not;  in  the  day  thou  eat*st,  thou 

dicst :  • 

Death  is  the  penalty  imposed ;  beware, 
And  govern  well  thy  appetite,  lest  Sin 
Surprise  thee,  and  her  black  attendant.  Death. 
"  Here  finished  he,  and  all  that  he  had  made 
Viewed,  and  behold  all  was  entirely  good ; 
So  even  and  morn  accomplished  the  sixth  day* 
Yet  not  till  the  Creator  from  his  woik 
Desisted,  tliough  unwearied,  up  returned. 
Up  to  the  Fleaven  of  heavens,  his  high  abode, 
Thence  to  Iwhold  t!iis  new  created  world. 
The  addition  of  hiu  empire,  how  it  showed 
In  prosjyect  fmm  his  throne,  hovv  good,  how  fair, 
Answerinjr  his  jrrcat  idea.     Up  he  rode. 
Followed  witii  ucchmntion,  and  the  sound 
Sytnphonious  often  thousand  har{)s,  that  tuned 
Angelic  harmonies :  the  earth,  the  air 
Resounded,  (thi»u  renieinher'st,  for  thou  heard**^) 
The  Heavens  and  all  the  constellations  rung, 
The  pliinets  in  their  stations  listening  stood. 
While  the  bright  pomp  ascended  jubilant. 
Open,  ye evrrlii sting  gates!  Ihey  sung. 
OjKMi,  ye  Ueuveiig!  your  living  doors;  lei  m 
Tiie  irreat  Creat(»r  iVoin  his  \v(irk  returned 
Miigniliienl,  his  six  days'  \'ork,  a  world  ; 
OiM'ii  find  In  iiei'lorth  oft ;  for  CumI  will  dcii^n 
To  vibit  iA\  the  dwrjjinjjs  of  just  men, 
Deli^htfd  ;  and  with  tre«|ueiit  intercour»«c 
Thither  will  s«'iid  his  winjrcd  nu><iM>ngers 
On  erraiuls  of  sU|N>rnal  grace.     So  sung 
The  glorious  train  ojicendini:;  he  through  Heaven 
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That  opened  wide  her  blazing  portals,  led 

To  God's  eternal  hounc  direct  the  way ; 

A  broad  and  amf  ^e  road,  whose  dust  is  gold 

And  pavement  stars,  as  stirs  to  thee  appear, 

Seen  in  the  galaxy,  that  milky  way, 

Which  nightly  as  a  circling  zone  thoa  seest 

Powdered  with  stars.    And  now  on  earth  the 

seventh 
Evening  arose  in  Eden,  for  the  sun 
Was  set,  and  twilight  from  th#  east  came  on, 
Forerunning  night ;  when  at  the  holy  mount 
Of  Heaven's  high  seate<l  top,  th'  imperial  throne 
Of  Godhead  fixed  for  ever  firm  and  sure, 
The  filial  power  arrived,  and  sat  Iiim  down 
With  his  great  Father:  fbrhe  also  went 
Invisible,  yet  stayed  (such  privilege 
Hath  omnipresence,)  and  the  work  ordained. 
Author  and  end  of  all  things ;  and,  from  work 
Now  resting,  blessed  and  hallowed  the  seventh 

day, 
As  resting  on  that  day  from  all  his  work. 
But  not  in  silence  holy  kept :  the  harp 
Had  work,  and  rested  not;  the  solemn  pipe 
And  dulcimer,  all  organs  of  sweet  8U>p, 
All  sounds  on  fret  by  string  or  golden  wire, 
Tempered  soft  tunings,  intermixed  with  voice 
Choral  or  unison :  of  incense  clouds, 
Fuming  from  golden  censors,  hid  the  mount. 
Creation  and  tRe  six  days'  acts  they  sung: 
Great  arc  thy  works,  Jehovah,  infinite 
Thy  power !  what  thought  can  measure  thee  or 

tonijuc 
Relate  thee!  greater  now  in  thy  return 
Than  from  the  giant  angels :  i\u*c  that  day 
Thy  thunders  magnified ;  but  to  create 
Is  greater  than  created  to  destroy. 
Who  can  impair  thee,  n\ighty  King,  or  bound 
Thy  empire  ?  easily  the  proud  attempt 
Of  spirits  a|)ostate,  and  their  counsels  vain. 
Thou  hast  rei^lled,  while  impiously  they  thought 
l*hee  to  dimmish,  and  from  thee  withdraw 
The  number  of  thy  worshippers.     Who  seeks 
To  lessen  thee,  against  his  purpose  serves 
To  manifest  the  more  thy  might :  his  e^il 
Thou  usest,  and  from  thence  crcatesl  more  good. 
Witness  t!iis  new  made  world,  another  Heaven 
From  Heavpn  gate  not  far,  found«'d  in  view 
Cin  the  clear  hyaliiie,  the  glassy  sea; 
(^f  amplitude  almost  immense,  with  stars 
Numerous,  and  every  star  i)erhai>s  a  world 
Of  destined  habitation;  but  thou  knowest 
Their  seasons:  among  these  tl»c  seat  of  men, 
F.arth,  with  her  netlier  t>cean  circumfiised. 
Their  pleasant  dwelling-placoi     Thrice   happy 

nten, 
A  nd  *-MnH  of  men,  whom  Cod  hath  thus  advanced! 
v'^reated  in  his  imaj^n.  tliere  to  dwdl 
And  \vj)r>»Iiip  liim.  und  in  n»vvard  to  rule 
'  *ver  his  works  on  earth,  in  sea,  or  air, 


And  multiply  a  race  of  worshippers 

Holy  and  just :  thrice  happy,  if  they  know 

Their  happiness,  and  persevere  upright  I 

"  So  sung  they,  and  the  empyrean  rung 
With  hallelujahs:  thus  was  sabbath  kept 
And  thy  request  think  now  fulfilled,  that  asked 
How  first  this  world  and  face  of  things  began, 
And  what  before  thy  memory  was  done 
From  the  beginning ;  that  posterity, 
Informed  by  thee,  might  know :  if  else  tboa 

seekert 
Aught,  not  surpassing  human  measure,  say." 


BOOK  VIII. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

Adam  Inquires  concerning  celestial  motions;  isdoubcfully 
answered,  and  exliorted  to  search  rather  thin^  mors  worthy 
of  knowledge ;  Adam  assents ;  and,  still  desirotia  to  detaia 
Rapliael,  relates  to  him  what  he  remembered  since  hb  own 
creation ;  his  placing  in  Paraili.'<« ;  his  txdk  with  God  concern* 
ing  9(4itude  and  fit  society ;  his  firrt  meeting  and  nuptials  whh 
Ere ;  his  discourse  with  the  angel  thereupon ;  who^  alter  mi- 
monitions  repeated,  departs. 


The  angel  ended,  and  in  Adam's  ear 

So  charming  left  his  voice,  that  he  a  while 

Thought  him  still  8i)eaking,  still  stood  fixed  to 

hear; 
Then,  as  new  waketl,  thus  gratefully  replie<l. 

"  What  thanks  sufficient,  or  what  recompenas 
Equal  have  I  to  rendef  thee,  divine 
Historian,  who  thus  largely  hast  allayed 
The  tliirst  I  had  of  knowledge,  and  vouchsafed 
This  friemliy  condescension  to  relate 
Things,  else  by  me  unsearchable,  now  heard 
Witli  wonder,  but  delight,  and,  as  is  due. 
With  glory  attributed  to  the  high 
Creator  1  something  yet  of  doubt  remains, 
Which  only  thy  solution  can  resolve. 
When  I  behold  this  goodly  frame,  this  world, 
Of  Heaven  and  earth  consisting,  and  compute 
Their  magnitudes ;  this  earth,  a  spot,  a  graia, 
An  atom,  with  the  firmament  compared 
And  all  her  numbered  stars,  that  seem  to  roll 
Spaces  iucomprehenhible  (for  such 
Their  distarice  argues,  anil  their  swifl  return 
Diurnal)  merely  to  officiate  light 
Round  this  opacous  earth,  this  punctual  spot, 
One  day  and  night,  in  all  their  vast  survey 
Useless  besides ;  reasoning,  I  oft  admire 
How  nature,  wise  and  frugal,  could  commit 
Such  dispro|)ortions,  with  sufierfluous  hand 
So  many  noble  Ixxlies  to  create, 
Greater  so  manifo'd,  to  this  one  use^ 
For  aught  ap|H\ir«,  and  on  their  »)rbs  imDOS* 
Such  rob-th  ss  revolution,  jlay  by  da^ 
Re|H»ato<l;  while  tliesiulentary  earth. 
That  better  might  with  fur  less  compass  mov^ 
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Served  by  more  noble  tban  herself,  attains 
Her  end  without  least  motion,  and  receives, 
As  tribute,  such  a  sumless  journey  brought 
Of  incorporeal  speed,  her  warmth  and  light ; 
Speed,  to  dej«cribe  whose  swiftness  number  fails." 

So  spake  our  sire,  and  by  Iiis  countenance  seemed 
Entering  on  studious  thoughts  abstruse;  which 

Eve 
Perceiving,  where  she  sat  retired  in  sight, 
With  lowliness  majestic  from  her  seat, 
And  grace  that  won  who  saw  to  wish  her  stay. 
Rose,  and  went  forth  among  her  fruits  and  flowers, 
To  visit  how  they  prospered,  bud  and  bloom, 
Her  nursery ;  they  at  her  coming  sprung. 
And,  touched  by  her  fair  tendance,  gladlier  grew. 
Yet  went  she  not,  as  not  with  such  discourse 
Delighted,  or  not  capable  her  ear 
Of  what  was  high :  such  pleasure  she  reserved, 
Adam  relating,  she  sole  auditresa ; 
Her  husband  the  relator  she  preferred 
Before  the  angel,  and  of  him  to  ask 
Chose  rather ;  he,  she  knew,  would  intermix 
Grateful  digressions,  and  solve  high  dispute 
With  conjugal  caresses;  from  his  lip 
Nc  t  words  alone  pleased  her.  O  who  meet  now 
Such  pairs,  in  love  and  mutual  honour  joined  1 
With  goddt^ss-like  demeanour  forth  she  went, 
?«ot  unattended,  for  on  her,  as  queen, 
A  pomp  of  winning  graces  waited  still. 
And  from  about  her  shot  darts  of  desire 
Into  all  e^es,  to  wish  her  still  in  siglit. 
And  Rapliael  now,  to  Adam's  doubt  proposed. 
Benevolent  and  facile  thus  replied. 

"  To  ask  or  search  I  blame  thee  not;  for  Heaven 
Is  as  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set. 
Wherein  to  read  liis  wondrous  works,  and  learn 
His  seasons,  hours,  or  days,  or  months,  or  years : 
This  to  attain,  whether  He.iven  move  or  earth. 
Imports  not,  if  thou  reckon  right;  the  rest 
From  man  or  angel  the  great  Architect 
Did  wisely  to  conceal,  and  not  divulge 
His  secrets  to  be  scanned  by  them  who  ought 
Rather  admire;  or,  if  they  list  to  try 
Conjecture,  he  his  fabric  of  the  Heavens 
Hath  led  to  their  disputes,  perhaps  to  move 
Hiss  laughter  at  their  quaint  opinions  wide 
Hereafter,  when  tliey  come  to  niotlol  Heaven 
And  calculate  the  stars,  how  they  will  wield 
The  mighty  frame,  how  build,  unbuild,  contrive 
To  save  api»earances,  ho  v  gird  the  sphere 
With  centric  and  eccentric  scribbled  o'er, 
Crcle  and  epicycle,  orb  in  orb: 
Alriady  by  ll»y  rctisonini^  this  I  gue.ss, 
Who  art  to  lead  thy  ofl}<;)rinij,  ami  su[)j»osest 
That  Ih^Iuh  hri^lil  and  jrrraUT  should  not  serve 
TIjC  Lssi  not  ljri;^lit,  nor  Heaven  sucli  journeys 

run, 
E^art'.i  tsittiiii^  stiP.  wlien  she  alone  receives 
The  benefit:  consider  first,  tiiat  irrvni 

h2 


Or  bright  infers  not  excellence :  the  earth. 
Though,  in  comjmrison  of  Heaven,  so  small, 
Nor  glistering,  may  of  solid  good  contain 
More  plenty  than  tlie  sun  that  barren  sliines, 
Whose  virtue  on  itself  works  no  effect. 
But  in  the  fruitful  earth;  there  first  received, 
His  beams,  unactive  else,  their  vigour  find. 
Yet  not  to  earth  are  those  bright  luminariei 
Officious,  but  to  thee,  earth's  habitant. 
And  for  the  Heaven's  wide  circuit,  let  it  speak 
The  Maker's  high  magnificence,  who  built 
So  spacious,  and  his  line  stretched  out  so  far; 
That  man  may  know  he  dwells  not  in  his  owu; 
An  edifice  too  large  for  him  to  fill. 
Lodged  in  a  small  partition,  and  the  rest 
Ordained  for  uses  to  his  Lord  best  known. 
The  swiflness  of  those  circles  attribute, 
Though  numberless,  to  his  omnipotence, 
That  to  corporeal  substances  could  add 
Speed  almost  spiritual :  me  thou  thinkest  not  slow 
Who  since  the  morning  hour  set  out  from  Heavcc 
Where  God  resides,  and  ere  mid-day  arrived 
In  Eden,  distance  inexpressible 
By  numl>ers  that  have  name.     But  this  I  urgc^ 
Admitting  motion  in  the  Heavens,  to  sJiow 
Invalid  that  which  thee  to  doubt  it  moved : 
Not  that  I  so  aflirm,  though  so  it  seem 
To  thee  who  hast  thy  dwelling  here  on  earth. 
God,  to  remove  his  ways  from  human  sense, 
Placed  Heaven  from  earth  so  far,  that  eartldy  aght| 
If  it  presume,  might  err  in  thin^  too  high, 
And  no  advantage  gain.     What  if  the  sun 
Be  centre  to  the  world,  and  other  stars, 
By  his  attractive  virtue  and  their  own 
Incited,  dance  al>out  him  various  rounds'' 
Their  wandering  course  now  high,  now  low,  then 

hid, 
Progressive,  retrograde,  or  standing  still. 
In  six  thou  seest;  and  what  if  seventh  to  these 
The  planet  earth,  so  steadfast  though  she  seem, 
Insensibly  three  different  motions  move? 
Which  else  to  several  spheres  thou  must  ascribe, 
Moved  contrary  with  thwart  obliquities; 
Or  save  the  sun  his  lal)our,  and  that  swift 
Nocturnal  and  diurnal  rhomb  sup))osed, 
Invisible  elpe  above  all  stars,  the  wheel 
Of  day  and  night ;  which  needs  not  thy  belief, 
If  earth,  industrious  of  hcrs«?lf,  fetch  day 
Travelling  east,  and  with  her  part  averse 
From  the  sun's  beam  meet  night,  her  other  ])arl 
Still  luminous  by  his  ray.     What  if  tliat  light. 
Sent  from  her  through  tlie  wide  transpicuous  ail. 
I  To  tlie  terrestrial  moon  be  as  a  stai, 
,  Euli':liteninj:  her  by  dav,  as  she  by  night 
This  earth?  nx:ij)rt)Cal,  if  land  be  tlierc 
FuMs  and  inlial.itants:  he    spots  thou  soosc 
Ascli»uds,  and  cloudjj  may  rain,  and  rain  prouv^ot 
Fruits  in  lier  softened  soil,  for  some  to  eat 
Allotted  there;  and  other  suns  perhaps, 
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Wi^h  their  attei  Jant  nMwns,  thus  wilt  deacry, 
Communicatinfv  male  and  female  light; 
Which  too  great  aexcs  animate^he  worid, 
Steed  in  each  orb  perhaps  with  some  that  lire. 
For  such  vait  room  in  nature  unpoaacaaed 
By  living  aoul,  desert  and  deaolate, 
Only  to  shine,  yet  scarce  to  contribute 
Each  orb  a  glimpse  of  light,  conveyed  so  fiur 
Down  to  this  habitable,  which  returns 
Light  back  to  them,  is  obvious  to  dispute. 
But  whether  thus  these  things,  or  whether  not; 
WhKher  the  sun,  predominant  in  Heaven, 
Rise  on  the  earth;  or  earth  rise  rn  the  sun; 
He  from  the  east  his  flaming  road  begin ; 
Or  she  from  west  her  silent  course  advance, 
With  inoffensive  pace  that  spinning  sleeps 
On  her  soft  axle,  while  she  paces  even, 
And  boars  thee  soft  with  the  smooth  air  along; 
Solicit  not  thy  thoughts  with  matters  hid; 
Li*ave  them  to  Go<l  above;  him  serve  and  fear; 
Of  other  creatures,  as  him  pleases  liest. 
Wherever  placed,  let  him  dispose:  joy  thou 
In  what  he  gives  to  thee,  this  Paradise 
And  thy  fair  Eve;  Heaven  is  for  thee  too  high 
To  know  what  passes  there;  he  lowly  wise: 
Think  only  what  concerns  thee  and  thy  being; 
Dream  not  of  other  worlds,  what  creatures  there 
Live,  in  what  state,  condition  or  degree ; 
C9ntente<I  that  thus  far  hath  l>een  revealed, 
Not  of  earth  only,  but  of  highest  TTenven." 

To  whom  thus  Adam,  clronHl  of  doubt,  replied, 
"  How  fully  hast  thou  patisficd  nie,  pure 
Intellijrence  of  Heaven,  aiijrl  serene  1 
And  freed  fro»n  intricacies,  tauj^ht  to  live 
The  easit'Kt  way,  nor  with  perplexing  thoughts 
Tc  int«Tnipt  the  sweet  of  life,  from  which 
God  hath  bi<l  dwell  far  off  all  anxious  cares, 
And  not  moU^t  us  uidess  we  ourselves 
Seek  them  with  wand'ring  thoughts,  and  notions 

vain. 
But  apt  the  mind  or  fancy  is  to  rove 
XJnchecke<l,  and  of  her  roving  is  no  end; 
Till  warned,  or  liy  experience  taught,  she  learn, 
That  not  to  know  at  large  of  things  remote 
Prom  use,  obst'.ure  and  subtle,  but,  to  know 
That  which  before  us  lies  in  daily  life. 
Is  the  prime  wisdom:  what  is  more,  is  fume, 
Or  emfttiness,  or  fond  impertinence. 
And  renders  us,  in  tilings  that  most  concern, 
Unpractiseil,  unprcpare<l,  and  still  to  seek. 
Therefore  from  this  high  pitch  let  us  descend 
A  lower  flight,  and  speak  of  things  at  hand 
U.-eful ;  whence  haply  mention  may  arise 
Of  something  not  unseasonable  to  ask, 
By  Huflerunce,  and  thy  wonted  favour,  deigned. 
Thee  1  have  heard  relating  what  was  done 
Ere  my  remembrance:  now  hear  me  relate 
My  story,  which  ]«eriiaps  thou  host  not  heard ; 
And  dav  Ln  vet  not  spent;  till  tlicn  thou  seest 


I  How  subtly  to  detain  thee  I  devise, 
Inviting  thee  to  hear  while  1  relate, 
Fond,  were  it  not  in  hope  of  thy  reply; 
For  while  1  sit  with  thee,  I  seem  in  Heaven* 
And  sweeter  thy  discourse  b  to  my  ear 
Than  fruits  of  palm-tree  pleasanteai  lo  thirst 
And  hunger  both,  from  labour,  at  the  hour 
Of  sweet  re{)ast ;  they  satiate,  and  soon  fill, 
Though  pleasant;  but  thy  words,  with  gmoe  dl 

vino 
Imbued,  bring  to  their  sweetness  no  satiety." 
To  whom  thus  Raphael  answered,  heavenit 

meek: 
"  Nor  are  thy  lips  ungraceful,  sire  of  men, 
Nor  tongue  ineloquent;  for  God  on  thee 
Abundantly  his  gifts  hath  also  poured 
Inward  and  outward  both,  his  image  fair: 
Speaking  or  mute,  all  comeliness  and  grace 
Attends  thee,  and  each  word,  each  motwn  fornis* 
Nor  less  think  we  in  Heaven  of  thee  on  earth 
Than  our  fellow-eervant,  and  inquire 
Gladly  into  the  ways  of  Grod  with  man : 
For  God,  we  see,  hath  honoured  thee  and  set 
On  man  his  equal  love:  say  therefore  on; 
For  I  that  day  was  absent,  as  befell, 
Bound  on  a  voyage  uncouth  and  obscure, 
Far  on  excursion  toward  the  gates  of  hell; 
Squared  in  full  legion  (such  command  we  had) 
To  see  that  none  thence  issued  forth  a  spy, 
Or  enemy,  while  God  was  in  his  work ; 
Lest  he,  incensed  at  such  eruption  bold, 
Destruction  with  creatbn  might  have  mixed; 
Not  that  they  durst  without  his  leave  attempt, 
But  us  he  sends  upon  his  high  behests 
For  state,  as  sovereign  King,  and  to  insure 
Our  prompt  obedience.     Fast  we  found,  fast  shtl 
The  dismal  gates,  and  banicadoed  strong; 
But  long  ere  our  api)roaching  heard  within 
Noise  other  than  the  sound  of  dance  or  tumrr. 
Torment,  and  loud  lament,  and  furious  rage. 
Glad  we  returned  up  to  the  coasts  of  light 
Ere  sabbath  evening:  so  we  had  in  cliarge. 
But  thy  relation  now ;  for  I  attend. 
Pleased  with  thy  words  no  less  than  thou  witc 
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So  spake  the  godlike  power,  anj  thus  our  sire . 
"  For  man  to  tell  how  human  life  began, 
Is  hard;  for  who  himself  beginning  knewl 
Desire  with  thee  still  longer  to  converse 
Induced  me.    As  new  waked  from  soundest  sltvp^ 
Soft  on  the  flowery  herb  I  found  me  laid, 
In  balmy  sweat,  which  with  his  beams  the  sun 
Soon  dried,  and  on  the  reeking  moisture  fed. 
Straight  toward  Heaven  my  wondering  eyes  I 

turned 
And  gazed  awhile  the  ample  sky;  till,  raised 
By  quick  instinctive  motion,  up  I  8[)ruii^. 
As  thitherward  endeavouring,  and  ui)ri«:ht 
Stood  on  my  feet:  al)out  me  rounil  I  &aw 
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Hin,  dale,  and  shadj  woods,  and  sunnj  plains, 
And  liquid  lapse  of  murmuring  streams;  by  these, 
Cnalaires  that  lived  and  moved,  and  walked,  or 

Hew; 
Birds  on  the  branches  warbling;  all  things  smiled; 
With  fragrance  and  with  joy  my  heart  o'erflowed. 
Myself  I  then  perused,  and  limb  by  limb 
Surveyed,  and  sometimes  went,  and  sometimes  ran 
With  supple  joints,  as  lively  vigour  led: 
But  who  1  was,  or  where,  or  firom  what  cause, 
E[new  not;  to  speak  I  tried,  and  forthwith  spake; 
My  tongue  obeyed,  and  resdily  could  name     * 
Whatever  I  saw,  *  Thou  sun,'  said  I,  <  (air  light, 
And  thou  enlightened  earth,  so  fresh  and  gay, 
Ye  hills  and  dales,  ye  rivers,  woods,  and  plains. 
And  ye  that  live  and  move,  fair  creatures,  tell, 
Tell,  if  ye  saw,  how  came  I  thus,  how  herel 
Iioi  of  myself;  by  some  great  Maker  then, 
In  goodness  and  in  power  pro-eminent: 
Tell  me,  how  may  I  know  him,  how  adore. 
From  whom  I  have  that  thus  I  move  and  live, 
And  feel  that  I  am  happier  than  I  know/ 
While  thus  I  called,  and  strayed,  I  knew  not  whi- 
ther. 
From  where  I  first  drew  air,  and  first  beheld 
This  happy  light,  when,  answer  none  returned, 
On  a  green  shady  bank,  profuse  of  flowers 
Pensive  I  sat  me  down ;  there  gentle  sleep 
First  found  me,  and  with  soft  oppression  seized 
My  drowsed  sense,  untroubled,  though  I  thought 
I  then  was  passing  to  my  former  state 
Insensible,  and  forthwith  to  dissolve: 
When  suddenly  stood  at  my  head  a  dream, 
Whose  inward  apparition  gently  moved 
My  fancy  to  believe  I  yet  had  being. 
And  lived;  one  came,  methought,  of  shape  divine. 
And  said,  *  Thy  mansion  wants  thee  Adam;  rise, 
First  man,  of  men  innumerable  ordained 
First  father!  called  by  thee,  I  come  thy  guide 
To  the  garden  of  bhss,  thy  seat  prepared.' 
So  saying,  by  the  hand  he  took  me  raised. 
And  over  fields  and  waters,  as  in  air 
Smooth  sliding  without  step,  last  led  me  up 
A  woody  mountain ;  whose  high  top  was  plain, 
A  circuit  wide,  enclosed,  with  goodliest  trees 
Planted,  with  walks,  and  bowers,  that  what  I  saw 
Of  earth  before  scarce  pleasant  seemed.     Each 

tree, 
Loaden  with  fairest  fruit  that  hung  to  the  eye 
Tempting,  stirred  in  me  sudden  api)etite 
To  pluck  and  eat ;  whereat  1  waked,  and  found 
Before  mine  eyes  all  real,  as  the  dream 
Had  lively  siiodowed:  here  had  now  l)egun 
My  wandfrfinj;,  had  not  lie,  wl»o  was  my  guide 
Up  hither,  from  among  the  trees  appeared, 
Presence  d'vine.     Rejoicing,  but  with  awe. 
In  adoration  at  his  feet  I  fell 
Submias :  he  reared  me, '  and  whom  thou  sought'st 
lam,' 


Said  mildly, '  Author  of  all  this  thou  seest 
Above,  or  round  about  thee,  or  beneath. 
This  Paradise  I  give  thee,  count  it  thine 
To  till  and  keep^  and  of  the  fruit  to  eat: 
Of  every  tree  that  in  the  garden  grows 
Eat  freely  with  glad  heart;  fear  here  no  dearth 
But  of  the  tree  whose  operation  brings 
Knowledge  of  good  and  ill,  which  I  have  sU 
The  pledge  of  thy  obedience  and  thy  faith, 
Amid  the  garden  by  the  tree  of  Ufe, 
Remember  what  I  warn  thee,  shun  to  taste^ 
And  shun  the  bitter  consequence:  for  know. 
The  day  thou  eat'st  thereof,  my  sole  command 
Transgressed,  inevitably  thoushalt  die. 
From  that  day  mortal,  and  this  happy  state 
Shalt  lose,  expelled  from  hence  into  a  world 
Of  wo  and  sorrow.*    Sternly  he  pronounced 
The  rigid  intf^diction,  wluch  resounds 
Yet  dreadful  m  mine  ear,  though  my  choice 
Not  to  incur;  but  soon  his  clear  aspect 
Returned,  and  gracious  purpose  thus  renewea. 
'  Not  only  these  fair  bounds,  but  all  the  earth 
To  thee  and  to  thy  race  I  ^ve:  as  lords 
Possess  it,  and  all  things  that  therein  live. 
Or  Uvc  in  sea,  or  air;  beast,  fish,  and  fowl. 
In  sign  whereof  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
After  their  kinds ;  I  bring  them  to  receive 
From  thee  their  names,  and  pay  thee  fealty 
With  low  subjection;  understand  the  same 
Of  fish  within  their  watery  residence. 
Not  hither  summoned,  since  they  can  not  changs 
Their  element,  to  draw  the  thinner  air.' 
As  thus  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
Approaching  two  and  two;  these  cowering  low 
With  blandishment;    each  bird  stooped   on  hit 

wing. 
I  named  them,  as  tliey  passed,  and  understood 
Their  nature,  with  such  knowledge  God  endued 
My  sudden  apprehension:  but  in  these 
I  found  not  what  methought  I  wanted  still : 
And  to  the  heavenly  vision  thus  presumed. 

"  *  O  by  what  name,  for  thou  above  all  these, 
Above  mankind,  or  aught  than  mankind  higher, 
Surpasscth  fur  my  naming,  how  may  I 
Adore  thee,  Author  of  tliia  univcree, 
And  all  this  good  to  man  1  for  wliose  well  being 
So  amply,  and  with  hands  so  Hberal, 
Thou  hast  provided  all  things:  but  with  me 
I  see  not  who  partakes.     In  solitude 
What  happiness,  who  can  enjoy  alone, 
Or,  all  enjoying,  what  contentment  find  V 
Thus  I  prt^umptuous;  and  tiic  vision  bright 
As  with  a  smile  more  brightened,  thus  replied ; 

"'What  call'st  thou  solitude?  is  not  tlie  cartt; 
With  various  living  creatures,  and  the  air, 
Replenished,  and  dl  these  at  thy  command 
To  come  and  phiv  brfore  tliee?  knowest  thou  no* 
Their  lau;jua«;(!  arul  their  ways?  they  also  know 
And  reason  not  contemptibly  :  with  theso^ 
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Find  pafltime  and  bear  rule ;  thy  realm  U  laige.' 
So  spake  the  universal  Lord,  and  seemed 
So  ordering.     I,  with  leave  of  speech  implored, 
And  humble  deprecation,  thus  replied. 

"'Let  not    my  words  ofiend  thee,  heavenly 
power: 
My  Maker,  be  propitious  while  I  speak. 
Hast  thou  not  made  me  here  thy  substitute, 
And  these  inferior  far  beneath  me  scti 
Among  uncquals  what  society 
Can  sort,  what  harmony  or  true  delight  1 
Which  must  be  mutual,  in  proportion  due 
Given  and  received ;  but  in  disparity, 
The  one  intense,  the  other  still  remiss. 
Can  not  well  suit  with  either,  but  soon  prove 
Tedious  alike ;  of  fellowship  I  speak 
Such  as  I  seek,  fit  to  participate 
All  rational  delight,  wherein  the  brute 
Can  not  be  human  consort ;  they  rejoice 
Each  with  their  kind,  Uon  with  lioness ; 
So  fitly  them  in  pairs  thou  hai*t  couibined : 
Much  less  can  bird  with  beast,  or  fish  witli  fowl 
So  well  converse,  nor  with  the  ox  the  ape : 
Worse  then  can  man  with  beast,  and  least  of  all.' 

"Whereto  th'   Almighty   answered,   not  dis- 
pleased. 
'  A  nice  and  subtle  happiness,  I  see. 
Thou  to  thyself  proposest,  in  the  choice 
Of  thy  associates,  Adam,  and  wilt  taste 
No  pl';asure,  thougli  iji  pleasure,  solitary. 
What  tldnk'st  tliuu  then  of  me,  and  tills  my  state? 
Seem  I  to  thee  sufficiently  possessed 
Of  happiness,  or  not  7  who  am  alone 
From  all  eternity ;  for  none  I  know 
Second  lu  me  or  Uke,  equal  much  less. 
How  have  I  then  with  wiiom  to  hold  converse. 
Save  with  the  creatures  which  1  made,  and  those 
To  me  inferior,  infinite  descents 
Beneath  what  other  creatures  are  to  thee  7' 

"  He  ceased ;  I  lowly  answered.     *  To  attain 
The  height  and  depth  of  thy  eternal  ways 
All  human  thoughts  come  short.  Supreme  of 

things  I 
Thou  in  thyself  art  perfect,  and  in  thee 
Is  no  deficience  found ;  not  so  is  man, 
But  in  degree ;  the  cause  of  his  desire 
By  conversation  with  his  like  to  help, 
Or  solace  his  defects.    No  need  that  thou 
Should 'st  propagate,  already  i^ifinite. 
And  tiirough  all  numbers  absolute,  though  one ; 
But  man  by  number  is  to  manifest 
His  single  imperfection,  and  beget 
L|ike  if  his  like,  his  image  multiplied, 
In  uiity  defective,  wliich  require 
Collateral  love,  and  dearest  amity 
Tlum  in  thy  secrecy,  althoujrh  alone, 
B«!Sl  with  thyself  accompanied,  seek'st  not 
S«icial  comnmnication  ;  yet,  so  pleased. 
Const  raise  thy  creature  to  what  height  thou  wilt 


Of  union  or  oonmimiion,  deified: 

I,  by  conversing,  can  not  these  erect 

From  prone ;  nor  in  their  ways  comp«acrnce  find. 

Thus  1  emboldened  spake,  and  freedom  used 

Permissive,  and  acceptance  fomid ;  which  gained 

This  answer  from  tlie  gracious  voice  divine. 

"  '  Thus  far  to  try  thee,  Adam,  1  was  pleased; 
And  find  knowing,  not  of  beasts  alone. 
Which  thou  hast  rightly  named,  but  of  thyself; 
Expressing  well  the  spirit  witliin  thee  free, 
My  image,  not  imparted  to  the  brute ; 
Whose  fellowship  therefore  unmeet  for  thee 
Good  reason  wast  thou  freely  shouidst  dislike; 
And  be  so  minded  still :  I,  ere  thou  spak'st, 
Knew  it  not  good  for  man  to  bo  alone, 
And  no  such  company  as  then  thou  saw'st 
Intended  thee,  for  trial  only  brought. 
To  see  how  thou  could'st  judge  of  fit  and  meet: 
What  next  I  bring  shall  please  thee,  be  assured, 
Thy  likeness,  thy  fit  help,  thy  other  self, 
Thy  wish  exactly  to  thy  heart  s  desire.' 

"  He  ended,  or  I  heard  no  more;  for  now 
My  earthly  by  his  Heavenly  overpowered. 
Which  it  had  long  stood  under,  strainixl  to  Ui 

height 
In  that  celestial  colloquy  sublime. 
As  \vith  an  object  that  excels  the  sense. 
Dazzled  and  spent,  sunk  down,  and  sought  repair 
Of  sleep,  wliich  instantly  fell  on  me,  called 
By  nature,  as  in  aid,  and  closed  mine  eyes. 
Mine  eyes  he  closed,  but  open  left  the  cell 
Of  fancy,  my  internal  sight,  by  which, 
Al)5tract  as  in  a  trance,  mcthought  I  saw, 
Though  sleeping,  where  I  lay,  and  saw  the  shape 
Still  glorious  before  whom  awake  1  stood ; 
Who,  stooping,  opened  my  letl  side,  and  took 
From  thence  a  rib,  witii  cordial  spirits  warm. 
And  life-blood   streaming  fresh;  wide  was   ths 

wound. 
But  suddenly  with  ficsh  filled  up  and  healed : 
The  rib  he  formed  and  fasliioned  with  his  hands; 
Under  his  forming  hands  a  creature  grew, 
Manlike,  but  dificrent  sex ;  so  lovely  fair, 
That  what  seemed  fair  in  all  the  world,  seemed 

now 
Mean,  or  in  her  summed  up,  in  her  contained 
And  in  her  looks,  which  from  thut  time  infused 
Sweetness  into  my  heart,  unfelt  before. 
And  into  all  things  from  her  air  inspired 
The  spirit  of  love  and  amorous  delight. 
She  disappeared,  and  led  me  dark ;  J  waked 
To  find  her,  or  for  ever  to  deplore 
Her  loss,  and  other  pleasures  all  abjure : 
When  out  of  hope,  behold  her,  not  far  oflT, 
Such  as  1  saw  her  in  my  dream,  udoriieil 
\yith  what  all  earth  or  Heaven  could  liesiow 
To  make  her  amiable :  on  she  came, 
Led  by  her  Heavenly  Maker,  though  un9ec*ii, 
And  guided  by  his  voice;  nor  uninforinod 
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Of  noptud  sanctity,  and  marriage  rites: 
Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  Heaven  in  her  eye, 
In  every  gesture  dignity  and  love. 
I,  Ofverjoycd,  could  not  forbear  aloud. 

"  '  This  turn  hath  made  amends ;  thou  hast  ful- 
filled 
Thy  words,  Creator  bounteous  and  benign, 
Giver  of  all  things  fair !  but  fairest  tins 
Of  aD  thy  gifts !  nor  enviest    I  now  see 
Bone  of  my  bone,  flesh  of  my  flesh,  myself 
Before  me ;  woman  is  her  name,  of  man 
Extracted:  for  this  cause  he  shall  forego 
Father  and  mother,  and  to  his  wife  adhere; 
And  they  shall  be  one  flesh,  one  heart,  one  soul.' 

"  She  heard  me  thus,  and,  though   divinely 
brought,  '^ 

Yet  innocence  and  virgin  modesty. 
Her  virtue  and  the  conscience  of  her  worth, 
That  would  be  wooed,  and  not  unsought  be  won, 
Kot  obvious,  not  obstnudve,  but  retired. 
The  more  desirable ;  or,  to  say  all. 
Nature  herself,  though  pure  of  siniul  thought. 
Wrought  in  her  so,  that,  seeing  me,  shi  turned: 
I  followed  her;  she  what  was  honour  knew. 
And  with  obsequious  majesty  approved 
My  pleaded  reason.    To  the  nuptial  bower 
I  led  her  blushing  like  the  mom :  all  Heaven, 
And  happy  consteUations,  on  that  hour 
Shed  their  aelectest  influence ;  the  earth 
Gave  sign  of  gratulation,  and  each  hill ; 
Joyous  the  birds;  fifesh  gales  and  gentle  airs 
Whispered  it  to  the  woods,  and  from  their  wings 
Flung  rose,  flung  odours  firom  the  spicy  shrub. 
Disporting,  till  the  amorous  bird  of  night 
Sung  spousal,  and  bid  haste  the  evening  star 
On  hiw  hill  top,  to  light  the  bridal  lamp. 

"  Thus  have  I  told  thee  all  my  state,  and  brought 
My  story  to  the  sum  of  earthly  bliss, 
Which  I  enjoy;  and  must  confess  to  find 
In  all  things  else,  delight  indeed,  but  such 
As,  used  or  not,  works  in  the  mind  no  change. 
Nor  vehement  desire ;  these  delicacies, 
I  mean  of  taste,  sight,  smell,  herbs,  fruits,  and 

flowers, 
Walks,  and  the  melody  of  birds :  but  here 
Far  otherwise,  transported  I  behold. 
Transported  touch ;  here  passion  first  I  felt, 
C^ommoCion  strange  I  in  all  enjoyments  else 
Superior  and  immoved;  here  only  weak 
Against  the  charm  of  beauty's  powerful  glance. 
Or  nature  foiled  in  me,  and  left  some  part 
Not  proof  enough  such  object  to  sustain ; 
Or,  from  my  taab  subducting,  took  perhaps 
More  than  enough ;  at  least  on  her  bestowed 
Too  much  of  ornament,  in  outward  show 
Elaborate,  of  inward  less  exact. 
For  well  I  understand  in  the  prime  end 
Of  nature  her  th'  inferior  in  the  mind 
And  inward  faculties,  which  most  excel ; 


In  outward  also  her  resembling  less 
His  image  who  made  both,  and  less  express! og 
The  character  of  that  dominion  given 
O'er  other  creatures :  yet  when  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  seems, 
And  in  herself  complete,  so  wcU  to  know 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  sav. 
Seems  wisest,  virtuousest,  discreetest,  best; 
All  higher  knowledge  in  her  presence  fiilla 
Degraded ;  wisdom  in  discourse  with  her 
Loses  discountenanced,  and  like  folly  shows; 
Authority  and  reason  on  her  wait, 
As  one  intended  first,  not  after  made 
Occasionally ;  and,  to  consummate  all. 
Greatness  of  mind,  and  nobleness,  their  seat 
Build  in  her  loveliest,  and  create  an  awe 
About  her,  as  a  guard  angelic  placed." 

To  whom  the  angel,  with  contracted  brow. 
"  Accuse  not  nature,  she  hath  done  her  part ; 
Do  thou  but  thine;  and  be  not  diffident 
Of  wisdom ;  she  deserts  thee  not,  if  thou 
Dismiss  not  her,  when  most  thou  need'st  her  nigh. 
By  attributing  over  much  to  things 
Leas  excellent,  as  thou  thyself  perceiv'st. 
For  what  admirest  thou,  what  transports  thee  so^ 
An  outside  1  fair,  no  doubt,  and  worthy  well 
Thy  cherishing,  thy  honouring,  and  thy  love; 
Not  thy  subjection :  weigh  with  her  thyself; 
Then  value :  ofitimes  nothing  profits  more 
Than  self-esteem,  grounded  on  just  and  right 
Well  managed ;  of  that  skill  the  more  thou  know* 

est, 
The  more  she  will  acknowledge  thee  her  head, 
And  to  realities  yield  all  her  shows: 
Made  so  adorn  for  thy  deliget  the  more^ 
So  awful,  that  with  honour  thou  may'st  love 
Thy  mate,  who  sees  when  thou  art  seen  least  wiss  • 
But  if  the  sense  of  touch,  whereby  mankind 
Is  propagated,  seem  such  dear  del^ht 
Beyond  all  other,  think  the  same  vouchsafed    ' 
To  cattle  and  each  beast ;  which  would  not  be 
To  them  made  common  and  divulged,  if  aught 
Therein  enjoyed  were  worthy  to  subdue 
The  soul  of  man,  or  passion  in  him  move. 
What  higher  in  her  society  thou  find'st 
Attractive,  human,  rational,  love  still ; 
In  loving  thou  dost  well,  in  passion  not. 
Wherein  true  love  consists  not ;  love  refines 
The  thoughts,  and  heart  enlarges ;  hath  his  seal 
In  reason,  and  is  judicious ;  is  the  scale 
By  which  to  heavenly  love  thou  may'st  ascend, 
Not  sunk  in  carnal  pleasure ;  for  which  cause 
Among  the  beasts  no  mate  for  thee  was  found." 

To  whom  thus,  half  abashed,  Adant  replied. 
"  Neither  her  outside,  formed  so  fair,  nor  aught 
In  procreation  common  to  all  kinds 
(Though  higher  of  the  genial  bed  by  far. 
And  with  mysterious  reverence  I  deem) 
So  much  delights  me,  as  those  graceful  actii 
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Thooe  thousand  decencies,  that  daily  flow 
From  all  her  words  and  actions,  mixed  with  lore 
And  sweet  compliance,  which  declare  unfeigned 
Dnion  of  mind,  or  in  us  both  one  soul ; 
Harmony  to  behold  in  wedded  pair 
More  grateful  than  harmonious  sound  to  the  ear. 
Yet  tlu^sc  subject  not ;  I  to  thee  disclose 
What  inward  thence  I  feel,  not  therefore  foiled, 
Who  meet  with  various  objects,  from  the  sense 
Variously  representing :  yet,  still  free, 
Approve  the  best,  and  follow  what  I  approve. 
To  love  thou  blam'st  me  not,  for  love,  thou  say'st, 
Leads  up  to  Heaven,  is  both  the  way  and  guide : 
Bear  with  me  then,  if  lawful  what  I  ask : 
Love  not  the  heavenly  spirits,  and  how  their  love 
Express  they  1  by  looks  only  ?  or  do  they  mix 
Irradiance,  virtual  or  immediate  touch  V* 

To  whom  the  angel,  v«rith  a  smile  that  glowed 
Celestial  rosy  red,  love's  proper  hue. 
Answered.     "  Let  it  suffice  thee  that  thou  knowest 
Us  happy,  and  without  love  no  happiness. 
Whatever  pure  thou  in  the  body  enjoy'st, 
(And  pure  thou  wert  created)  we  enjoy 
In  eminence,  and  obstacle  find  none 
Of  membrane,  joint,  or  limb,  exclusive  bars ; 
Elasier  than  air  with  air,  if  spirits  embrace. 
Total  they  mix,  union  of  pure  with  pure 
Desiring ;  nor  restrained  conveyance  need, 
As  fl  9eh  to  mix  with  flesh,  or  soul  with  soul. 
But  I  can  now  no  more;  the  parting  sun 
Beyond  the  earth's  green  cape  and  verdant  isles 
Hesperean  sets,  my  signal  to  depart. 
Be  strong,  live  happy,  and  love !  but,  first  of  all. 
Him,  whom  to  love  is  to  obey,  and  keep 
His  great  command ;  take  heed  lest  passion  sway 
Thy  judgment  to  do  aught,  which  else  free  will 
Would  not  admit :  thine,  and  of  all  thy  sons. 
The  weal  or  wo  in  thee  is  placed ;  beware ! 
I  in  thy  persevering  shall  rejoice, 
And  all  the  blest :  stand  fast ;  to  stand  or  fall 
Free  in  thine  own  arbitrament  it  lies. 
Perfect  within,  no  outward  aid  require ; 
And  all  temptation  to  transgress,  repel." 

So  sajring,  he  arose ;  whom  Adam  thus 
Followed  with  benediction.     "  Since  to  part, 
Go,  h<*avenly  guest,  ethereal  messenger. 
Sent  from  whose  sovereign  goodness  I  adore ! 
Gentle  to  me  and  affable  hath  been 
Thy  condescension,  and  shall  be  honoured  ever 
Wxh  grateful  memory :  thou  to  mankind 
Be  good  and  friendly  still,  and  oft  return." 

So  parted  they ;  the  angel  up  to  Heaven 
Flora  the  thick  shade,  and  Adam  to  his  bower. 


BOOK  IX. 

THE  AROUBCENT. 

Btfaiv  having  compaaed  the  earth,  with  meditated  guOa 
Pttunnk  as  a  mist  by  ni(h^  Into  Paradbe;  anian  into  (ha  BV* 


pent  fleeping.  Adam  and  Ere  In  the  mnidng  go  IbMh  li 
their  lAboura,  which  Eve  pnipaeea  to  divide  in  arveni  piaoi^ 
each  labouring  apart;  Adam  ccmaeo's  not,  alleging  iha  daa 
ger,  lest  that  enemy,  of  whom  thej  jreie  fotewarnai^  ahoold 
attempt  her,  found  alone ;  Ert,  loath  to  be  thought  not  dr 
cumspect  or  Arm  enough,  urges  her  going  apart,  the  rather 
desimus  to  make  trial  of  hrr  utrrnsth ;  Adam  at  laat  yiekb; 
the  serpent  finds  her  alone ;  hie  aubtle  approach,  lini  gasiqg; 
then  speaking;  with  much  flatterj  extolling  Eve  abora  al 
other  creaturea  Eve,  wondering  to  hear  the  anpeat  ipnat. 
aria  how  ho  atuuned  (o  human  speech  and  &uch  nndenitand- 
ing  n(A  till  now;  the  serpent  anflwen^  that  by  tasting  of  a  eertafa) 
tree  in  the  garden  he  attained  both  to  speech  and  reaaoo,  tlB 
then  void  of  both ;  Eve  requirea  him  to  bring  her  to  thai  trea^ 
and  finds  it  to  be  the  tree  of  knowledge  forbidden :  tht  ae^ 
pent,  now  groWn  bolder,  wiiti  many  wiles  and  aigumanta  inh 
duces  her  at  length  to  eat ;  ^c,  pleased  with  the  taate^  ddtb^* 
rates  a  while  whctlier  to  impart  thereof  to  Adam  or  not;  at  last 
brings  him  of  the  fruit ;  relates  what  perraaded  ho*  tt>  eaC 
thereof;  Adam,  at  first  amazed,  but  perceiving  hm  km,  re- 
solves, through  vehemence  of  love,  to  perieh  with  Iwr;  and, 
extenuating  the  trespass,  eats  also  of  the  fruit ;  the  eAcM 
thereof  in  them  botli;  they  spek  to  cover  their  naltadiMBi 
then  fan  to  variance  and  accusation  of  one  anotlter. 


No  more  of  talk,  where  God  or  angel  guest 

With  man,  as  with  his  friend,  familiar  used 

To  sit  indulgent,  and  with  him  partake 

Rural  repast :  permitting  him  the  while 

Venial  discourse  unblamcd :  I  now  must  chan^ 

Those  notes  to  tragic ;  foul  distrust,  and  bre«xh 

Disloyal ;  on  the  part  of  man,  revolt. 

And  disobedience :  on  the  part  of  Heaven, 

Now  alienated,  distance  and  distaste. 

Anger  and  just  rebuke,  and  judgment  given, 

That  brought  into  this  worlti  a  world  of  wo^ 

Sin  and  her  shadow  Death,  and  Misery, 

Death's  harbinger:  sad  task !  yet  argurarat 

Not  less,  but  more  heroic  than  the  wrath 

Of  stern  Achilles  on  his  foe  pureued 

Thrice  fugitive  about  Troy  wall ;  or  rage 

Of  Tumus  for  Lavinia  disespouscd ; 

Of  Neptune's  ire,  or  Juno's,  that  so  long 

Perplexed  the  Greek,  and  Cytherea's  son ; 

If  answerable  style  I  can  obtain 

Of  my  celestial  patroness,  who  deigns 

Her  nightly  visitation  unimplored, 

And  dictates  to  me  sliunbering,  or  inspires 

Easy  my  unpremeditated  verse : 

Since  first  this  subject  for  heroic  song 

Pleased  me,  long  choosing,  and  beginning  late; 

Not  sedulous  by  nature  to  indite 

Wan,  liitherto  the  only  argtmient 

Heroic  deemed  *,  chief  mastery  to  dissect 

With  long  and  tedious  havoc,  fabled  knights 

In  battles  feigned ;  the  better  fortitude 

Of  patience  and  heroic  maztyrdom 

Unsung ;  or  to  describe  races  and  garnet, 

Or  tilting  fumituie,  emblazoned  shields. 

Impresses  quaint,  caparisons  and  steeds ; 

Bases  and  tinsel  trappings,  gorgeous  knighta 

At  joust  and  tournament;  then  marshalled  £Mil 

Served  up  in  hall  with  i»wexS|  and  senwrhdi ; 
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The  skin  of  artifice  or  office  mean, 
Noi  that  which  jufUv  gives  heroic  name 
To  person  or  to  poem.    Me  of  these 
Nor  skilled  nor  studioiM,  higher  argument 
Remains,  sufficient  of  itself  to  raise 
That  name,  unless  an  age  too  late,  or  cold 
Climate,  or  years,  damp  my  intended  wing 
Depressed;  and  much  they  may,  if  all  be  mine, 
Not  hers,  who  brings  it  nightly  to  my  car. 

The  sun  was  sunk,  and  after  him  the  star 
Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 
Twifight  upon  the  earth,  short  arbiter 
Twixt  day  and  night,  and  now  from  end  to  end 
Night's  hemisphere  had  veiled  the  horizon  round 
When  Satan,  who  late  fled  before  the  threats 
Of  Gabriel  out  of  Eden,  now  improved 
In  meditated  fraud  and  malice,  bent 
On  man's  destruction,  maugre  what  might  hap 
Of  heavier  on  himself,  fearless  returned. 
By  night  he  fled,  and  at  midnight  returned 
From  cpmpassing  the  earth,  cautious  of  day, 
Since  Uriel,  regent  of  the  sun,  descried 
His  entrance,  and  forewarned  the  cherubim 
That  kept  their  watch;  thence,  full  of  anguish 

driven, 
The  space  of  seven  continued  nights  he  rode 
With  darkness;  thrice  the  equinoctial  line 
He  circled ;  four  times  crossed  the  car  of  night 
From  pde  to  pole,  traversing  each  colure; 
On  the  eighth  returned,  and,  on  the  coast  averse 
Ffom  entrance  or  cherubic  watch,  by  stealth 
Found  unsuspected  way.    There  was  a  place, 
Now  net,  though  idn,  not  time,  first  wrought  the 

change, 
Where  Tigris,  at  the  fi)ot  of  Paradise, 
Into  a  golf  shot  under  ground,  till  part 
Rose  up  a  fountain  by  the  tree  of  life; 
In  with  the  river  sunk,  and  with  it  rose 
Satan,  involved  in  rising  miit,  then  sought 
Where  to  lie  hid;  sea  he  had  searched,and  land, 
From  EAea  over  Pontus,  and  the  pool 
Mcotis,  up  beyond  the  rivef  Ob ; 
Downward  as  far  antarctic;  and  in  length 
West  from  Orontes  to  the  ocean  barred 
At  Daiien;  thence  to  the  land  where  flows 
Ganges  and  Indus:  thus  the  orb  he  roamed 
With  narrow  search,  and,  with  inspection  deep, 
Coosideied  every  creature,  which  of  all 
Most  opportune  might  serve  his  wiles,  and  found 
The  serpent  subtlest  beast  of  all  the  field. 
Him,  aAer  k)ng  debate,  irresolute 
Of  thoughts  resolved,  his  final  sentence  chose 
Fit  vessel,  fittest  imp  of  fraud  in  whom 
To  enter,  and  his  dark  suggestions  hide 
From  sharpest  sight:  for,  in  the  wily  snake. 
Whatever  deights  none  would  suspicious  mark, 
As  from  his  wit  and  native  subtlety 
Pmeeeding,  which,  in  other  beasts  observed, 
Ooobl  migfat  beget  of  diaboUc  power 


Active  within,  beyond  the  sense  of  brute. 
Thus  he  resolved,  but  first,  from  inward  grief, 
His  bursting  passion  into  plaints  thus  poured. 

"  O  earth,  how  like  to  Heaven,  if  not  preferred 
More  justly,  seat  worthier  of  gods,  tub  built 
With  second  thoughts,  reforming  what  was  old! 
For  what  God,  adcr  lM?tter,  worse  would  build  1 
Terrestrial  Heaven,  danced  round  by  other  Hes 

vens 
That  shine,  yet  bear  their  bright  officious  lamps, 
Light  above  light,  for  thee  alone,  as  seems. 
In  thee  concent'ring  all  their  precious  beams 
Of  sacred  influence  I  As  God  in  Heaven 
Is  centre,  yet  extends  to  all,  so  thou. 
Centering,  reccivest  from  all  those  orbs;  in  thee, 
Not  in  themselves,  all  their  known  virtue,  appeart 
Productive  in  herb,  plant,  and  nobler  birth 
Of  creatures  animate  with  gradual  life 
Of  growth,  sense,  reason,  all  summed  up  in  man. 
With  what  delight  could  I  have  walked  thee  round, 
If  1  could  joy  in  aught,  sweet  interchange 
Of  hill  and  valley,  rivers,  woods,  and  plains. 
Now  land,  now  sea,  and  shores  with  forest  crowned. 
Rocks,  dens,  and  caves!  but  I  in  none  of  these 
Find  place  or  refuge;  and  the  more  I  see 
Pleasures  about  mc,  so  much  more  I  feel 
Torment  within  me,  as  from  the  hateful  siegts 
Of  contraries;  all  good  to  me  becomes 
Bane,  and  in  Heaven  much  worse  would  bo  my 

state. 
But  neither  here  seek  I,  no  nor  in  Heaven 
To  dwell,  unless  by  mastering  Heaven's  Suprcm/e, 
Nor  hope  to  be  myself  less  miserable 
By  what  I  seek,  but  others  to  make  such 
As  I,  though  thereby  worse  to  me  redound : 
For  only  in  destroying  I  find  ease 
To  my  relentless  thoughts ;  and,  him  destroyed, 
Or  won  to  what  may  work  his  utter  loss. 
For  whom  all  this  was  made,  all  this  will  soon 
Follow,  as  to  him  linked  in  weal  or  wo; 
In  wo  then;  that  debtruction  wide  may  rage: 
To  mc  shall  be  the  glory  sole  among 
The  infernal  powers,  in  one  day  to  have  marred 
What  he.  Almighty  styled,  six  nights  and  days 
Continued  making,  and  who  knows  how  long 
Before  had  been  contriving  7  though  perhaps 
Not  longer  than  since  1,  in  one  night,  freed 
From  servitude  inglorious  well  nigh  half 
The  angelic  name,  and  thiimer  left  the  throng 
Of  his  adorers:  he,  to  be  avenged. 
And  to  repair  his  numbers  thus  impaired, 
Whether  such  virtue  spent  of  old  now  failed 
More  angels  to  create,  if  they  at  least 
Arc  his  created,  or  to  spite  us  more. 
Determined  to  advance  into  our  room 
A  creature  formed  of  earth,  and  him  endow, 
Exalted  from  so  base  original. 
With  Heavenly  spoils,  our  spoils,   what  lie  d* 
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He  clfcctcd;  man  he  made,  and  for  him  built 
Magni/icent  tills  world,  and  earth  his  scat, 
Him  lord  pronounced;  and,  O  indij^nity! 
Subjected  to  his  ser\icc  angel  wings, 
And  Haming  ministers,  to  watch  and  tend 
Their  earthly  charge:  of  these  the  vigilance 
I  dread;  and,  to  elude,  thus  wrapt  in  mi^t 
Of  midnight  vaiK)ur,  glide  olwcure,  and  pry 
In  every  bush  and  brake,  where  hap  may  find 
The  seriK'nt  »?lecping,  in  whose  mazy  folds 
To  hide  mc,  and  the  dark  intent  I  bring. 
Of  foul  dcscrntl  that  I,  who  erst  contended 
With  gods  to  sit  the  highest,  am  now  constrained 
Into  a  l>east,  and,  mixed  with  Ixrstial  sUme, 
Tliis  essence  to  incarnate  and  imbrutc, 
That  to  the  heiglit  of  Deity  aspired! 
But  what  will  not  ambition  and  revenge 
Descend  to?  wlio  aspires,  must  down  as  low 
As  high  he  soared,  obnoxious  first  or  last 
To  basest  things.    Revenge,  at  first,  though  sweet, 
Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils ; 
Let  it ;  I  reck  not,  so  it  light  well  aimed, 
Since  higher  I  full  short,  on  him  who  next 
Provokes  my  envy,  this  new  favourite 
Of  Heaven,  this  man  of  clay,  son  of  despite, 
Whom,  us  the  more  to  spite,  his  Maker  raised 
FromMust:  spite  then  with  spite  is  bt^  repaid." 

So  saying,  through  each  thicket  dank  or  dry, 
Like  a  black  mist  low  creeping,  he  held  on 
Hid  midnight  search,  where  soonest  he  might  find 
The  8er|x*nt:  him  fast  sleeping  soon  he  found 
In  labyrinth  of  many  a  round  self  roUeii, 
His  head  the  midst,  well  stored  with  subtle  wiles: 
Nor  yet  in  horrid  shade  or  dismal  den, 
Nor  nocont  yet,  but  on  the  grassy  herb 
Fearless  unfcan^d  he  slept;  in  at  his  mouth 
The  Devil  entered,  and  his  brutal  sense. 
In  heart  or  head,  possessing,  soon  inspired. 
With  act  intclligential;  but  his  sleep 
Dirfturln-d  not,  Wiiiting  close  th'  approach  of  morn. 

Now  wlien  as  sacred  light  began  to  dawn 
In  Edon  on  the  humid  flowers,  that  breathed 
Their   morning  incense,  when  all  things  that 

breathe 
From  the  eartli^s  great  altar  send  up  silent  praise 
To  the  Creator,  and  his  nostrils  fill 
With  grateful  smell,  forth  came  the  human  pair, 
And  joined  their  vocal  worship  to  the  choir 
Of  creatures  wanting  voice ;  that  done,  partake 
The  seasor.,  jtrime  for  sweetest  scents  and  airs; 
Ttien  conunune  how  that  day  they  Ixjst  may  ply 
Their  growing  work;  for  much  their  work  outgrew 
The  nands'  despatch  of  two  gardening  so  wide, 
And  Eve  first  to  her  husband  thus  began. 

"  Adam,  well  may  we  labour  still  to  dress 
Tills  garden,  still  to  tend  plant,  herb  and  flower. 
Our  pleasant  task  enjoined;  but,  till  more  hands 
Aid  us,  the  work  under  our  laliour  grows, 
LuxL/ious  by  restraint;  what  we  by  day 


Lop  overgrown,  or  prune,  or  i>rop,  or  bind, 
One  night  or  two  with  wanton  growth  derides, 
Tending  to  wild.     Thou  therefore  now  advise, 
Or  Itear  what  to  my  mind  first  thoughtji  present: 
Let  us  di\ide  our  laltours;  thou  where  choice 
Leads  thee,  or  where  most  needs,  whether  to  wind 
The  woodbine  round  this  arltour,  or  direct 
The  clasping  ivy  where  to  climb;  while  I, 
In  yonder  spring  of  roses  intermixed 
With  myrtle,  find  what  to  redress  till  noon; 
For  while  so  near  each  other  thus  all  day 
Our  tank  we  choose,  what  wonder  if  so  near 
Looks  intenene  and  smiles,  or  object  new 
Casual  discourse  draw  on,  which  intermits 
Our  day's  work,  brought  to  little,  though  begnn 
Early,  and  the  hour  of  supper  comes  uneamcdl* 

To  whom  mild  answer  Adam  thus  rctumed: 
"  Sole  Eve,  associate  sole,  to  me  beyond 
Compare  above  all  living  creatures  dear, 
Well  hast  thou  motionetl,  well  thy  thoughts  em* 

ployed. 
How  we  mio[ht  best  fulfil  the  work  which  \en 
God  hath  assigned  us,  nor  of  me  shalt  pass 
Unpraiscd :  for  nothing  lovelier  can  be  found 
In  woman,  tlian  to  study  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  husl>and  to  promote. 
Yet  not  so  strictly  hath  our  Lord  imposed 
Labour,  as  to  debar  us  when  we  need 
Refreshment,  whether  food,  or  talk  between, 
Food  of  the  mind,  or  this  sweet  intercourse 
Of  lrx>ks  and  smiles:  for  smiles  from  reason  Bam^ 
To  brute  denied,  and  are  of  love  the  food; 
Love,  not  the  lowest  end  of  human  life. 
For  not  to  irksome  toil,  but  to  delight 
He  made  us,  and  delight  to  reason  joined. 
These  paths  and  bowers  doubt  not  but  our  jdnt 

hands 
Will  keep  from  wilderness  with  ease,  as  wide 
As  we  need  walk,  till  younger  hands  ere  long 
Assist  us;  but  if  much  converse  perhaps 
Thee  satiate,  to  short  absence  I  couW  yield ; 
For  solitude  sometimes  is  best  society. 
And  short  retirement  urges  sweet  return. 
But  other  doubt  possesses  me,  lest  harm 
Befall  thee  severed  from  me;  for  thou  knowcst 
What  hath  been  warned  us,  what  malicious  foe, 
Envying  our  happiness,  and  of  his  own 
Despairing,  seeks  to  work  us  wo  and  shame 
By  sly  assault;  and  somewhere  nigh  at  hand 
Watches,  no  doubt,  with  greedy  hope  to  find 
His  wish  and  best  advantage,  us  asunder, 
Hojjeless  to  circumvent  us  joined,  where  each 
To  other  speedy  aid  nught  lend  at  need: 
Whether  his  first  design  be  to  withdraw 
Our  fealty  from  God,  or  to  disturb 
Conjugal  love,  than  wliich  perhaps  no  bU« 
Enjoyed  by  us  excites  his  envy  moie ; 
Or  this,  or  worse,  leave  not  the  faithflil  side 
That  gave  thee  being,  still  shades  thee  and  jootedf 
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The  wife,  where  danger  or  dishonour  lurks, 
Safest  and  seemliest  by  her  husband  stays, 
Who  guards  her,  or  with  her  the  worst  endures." 
To  whom  the  virgin  majesty  of  Eve, 
As  one  who  loves,  and  some  unkindncss  meets, 
With  sweet  austere  comi)08urc  thus  replied. 
"  Offspring  of  Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  earth's 
lord, 
That  such  an  enemy  wc  have,  who  seeks 
Our  ruin,  both  by  thee  informed  I  learn 
And  from  the  parting  angel  overheard. 
As  in  a  shady  nook  I  stood  behind, 
Just  then  returned  at  shut  of  evening  flowers. 
But  that  thou  shouldst  my  firmness  therefore  doubt 
To  God  or  thee,  because  wc  have  a  foe 
May  ternpt  it,  I  expected  not  to  hear. 
His  violence  thou  fearest  not,  being  such 
As  we,  not  capable  of  death  or  pain. 
Can  either  not  receive,  or  can  rei^l. 
His  fraud  is  then  thy  fear,  which  plain  infers 
Thy  equal  fear  that  my  firm  faith  and  love 
Can  by  his  fraud  be  shaken  or  seduced ; 
Thoughts,  which  how  found  they  harbour  in  thy 

breast, 
Adam,  misthought  of  her  to  thee  so  dear?" 

To  whom  with  healing  words  Adam  replied. 
•  Daughter  of  God  and  man,  immortal  Eve ! 
For  such  thou  art,  from  sin  and  blame  entire  \ 
Not  diffident  of  thee  do  I  dissuade 
Thy  absence  from  my  sight,  but  to  avoid 
Th*  attempt  itself  intended  by  our  foe. 
For  he  who  tempts,  tho'  in  vain,  at  least  asperses 
The  tempted  with  dishonour  foul,  suppose^ 
Not  incorruptible  of  faith,  not  proof 
Against  temptation:  thou  thyself  with  scorn 
Ami  anger  wouldst  resent  the  oflered  wrong. 
Though  ineffectual  found ;  misdeem  not  then, 
1/  such  affront  I  labour  to  avert 
From  thee  alone,  which  on  us  both  at  oucc 
The  enemy,  though  bold,  will  hardly  dare. 
Or  daring,  first  on  me  the  assault  shall  light. 
"Sar  thou  his  malice  and  false  guile  contemn ; 
Subtle  he  needs  must  be,  who  could  seduce 
Angels  :  nor  think  superfluous  others'  aid. 
I  firom  the  influence  of  thy  looks  receive 
Aeccae  in  every  virtue;  in  thy  sight 
More  vri«e,  more  watchful,  stronger,  if  need  were 
Of  outward  strength;  while  shame,  thou  looking 

on, 
Shame  to  he  overcome  or  overreached, 
Would  utmost  \igour  raise,  and  raised  umtc. 
WliJ  flhould'st  not  thou  like  sense  within  thee 

feel 
Wlien  I  am  present,  and  thy  trial  choose 
With  ric.  best  witness  of  thy  virtue  tried?" 

So  Kpake  domestic  Adam  in  his  care 
Ajttd  matrimonial  lovej  but  Eve,  who  thought 
Le«B  attrilm^ed  to  her  faith  sincere. 
Thus  Lc-  leply  with  accents  sweet  renewed. 
7  I 


"  If  this  be  our  contrition  thus  to  dwell 
In  narrow /circuit  straitened  by  a  foe. 
Subtle  or  violent,  we  not  endued 
Single  witli  light  defence,  wherever  met. 
How  are  wc  happy,  still  in  fear  of  harm? 
But  harm  precedes  not  sin :  only  our  foe, 
Tcmptuig,  aflronts  us  with  his  foul  esteem 
Of  our  integrity;  his  foul  esteem 
Sticks  no  dishonour  on  our  front,  but  turns 
Foul  on  himself;  tlicn  wherefure  shuimed  or  feared 
By  us?  whoratlicr  double  honour  gain 
From  his  surmise  proved  false,  find  peace  within, 
Favour  from  Heaven,  our  witness,  from  th'  eveut. 
And  what  is  faith,  love,  virtue,  unassayed 
Alone,  without  exterior  help  sustahied? 
Let  us  not  then  suspect  our  happy  slate 
Left  so  iaiiKTfcct  by  the  Maker  wise. 
As  not  secure  to  single  or  combined. 
Frail  is  our  happiness,  if  tliis  be  so. 
And  Eden  were  no  Eden,  thus  exposed.'* 

To  whom  thus  Adam  fervently  replied. 
"  O  woman,  best  are  all  things  as  the  will 
Of  God  ordained  them;  his  creathig  hand 
Nothing  hnpcrfect  or  deficient  left  a 

Of  all  that  he  created,  much  less  man. 
Or  auglit  tliut  might  his  happy  state  secure, 
Secure  from  outward  force ;  wltliin  himself 
The  danger  lies,  yet  lies  within  his  power; 
Against  his  will  he  can  receive  no  harm. 
But  God  loft  free  the  will ;  for  what  obeys 
Reason  is  free;  and  reason  has  made  right, 
But  bid  licr  well  beware,  and  still  erect, 
Lest,  by  some  fair-appearing  good  surprised, 
SIic  dictate  false,  and  misinform  the  will 
Xo  do  what  God  expressly  hath  forbid. 
Not  then  mistrust  but  tender  love  enjoins. 
That  I  should  mind  tlice  oft,  and  mind  thou  ma. 
Firm  wc  subsist,  yet  possible  to  swerve 
Since  reason  not  imjx)ssibly  may  meet 
Some  specious  object  by  the  foe  suborned. 
And  fall  into  deception  unaware. 
Not  keeping  strictest  watch  as  she  was  warneU. 
Seek  not  temptation  then,  which  to  avoid 
Were  better,  and  most  likely  if  from  me 
Thou  sever  not :  trial  will  come  unsought. 
Would'st  thou  approve  thy  constancy,  appnAt* 
First  thyolH?dience;  the  other  who  can  know, 
Not  seeing  thee  attempted,  who  attest  ? 
But  if  thou  think  trial  unsought  may  find 
Us  both  securer  than  thus  warned  thou  seem  st. 
Go:  for  thy  srajr,  not  free,  alwsents  thee  more. 
Go,  m  thy  native  innocence,  rely 
On  what  thou  hast  of  virtue ;  sunmion  all! 
For  God  towards  thee  hath  done   his  part,  do 
thine.' 

So  spake  the  patriarch  of  mankind ;  out  K\e 
Persisted,  yet  submiss,  though  last  replied. 

"  AVith   thy  permission  then,  and  thus  foi»> 
warned, 
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Chiffly  hy  wljat  tliy  own  last  n'asoniiiji  words 

Touolii'il  only,  that,  our  trial,  when  loiu-t  sought, 

May  laul  us  lu»th  iHTliaj'n  fur  Irss  ]in'iiart'il| 

The  willinjjcr  I  sj",  nor  much  cxiJi-ct 

A  foo  so  proud  \\  ill  first  tlw;  w  oalvL-r  st-ck ; 

So  Ih^nt,  tlip  UiOTC'  sliall  ish:iinc  him  his  rt'pulso." 

Thus  faviti'',  from  Iwr  hushand's  htmd  horhand 
Soft  sho  withdfow,  and,likoa  wood-nymph  light 
Oread  or  drN  ad,  or  of  niliu's  train, 
Cct(K>R  hiT  to  tho  grovi's;  hut  Delia's  self 
In  gait  surpassed,  and  grxldess-liko  dejKjrt, 
Though  not  as  nhe  with  bow  and  quiver  armed, 
But  witn  sui.h  gardening  tools  as  art,  yet  rud;?, 
Guiltless  of  iln',  luul  formed,  or  an;;ela  brought. 
To  PnleH,  or  Pomona,  thus  adorned, 
Likest  she  seemed  Pomonn,  when  she  fled 
Vertumnus,  or  to  Cen-s  in  her  prime, 
Yet  virgin  of  Pnwerpina  from  Jove. 
ITer  lnn:ruith  ardent  lo«.>k  his  eve  pursued 
Delighted,  but  desiring  more  hiT  stay. 
0(1  he  to  her  his  charge  of  quick  return 
Repeated;  she  to  him  as  oft  engaged 
To  Ihj  returned  bv  noon  amid  the  liower. 
And  all  thiui's  in  best  ord^r  to  invite 
Noontide  repast,  or  afternoon's  rei)ose. 
O  much  deceived,  nnieli  failing,  hapless  Eve, 
Oftliy  pn-Jrumed  return!  event  iM-rverse ! 
Thou  never  from  that  hour  in  Paradise 
Found'st  either  sweet  repast,  or  s»iund  reiKwcj 
Such   ambusli,    hid   among  sweet   flowers    and 

fihailes, 
Waited  with  hellish  rancour  imminent 
To  intercept  thy  way,  or  send  thoe  back 
DesiK)ilcd  of  innocence,  of  faith,  of  bliss! 
For  now,  and  eince  first  bn\ik  of  dawn,  the  fiend, 
Mere  serpent  in  api^earance,  forth  was*  come. 
And  on  hh  quest,  where  likeliest  he  might  And 
The  only  two  of  mankind,  but  in  them 
The  whole,  included  race,  his  purposi?d  prey, 
In  liower  and  field  he  sought,  where  anytufl 
Of  grove  or  garden-}»lot  moreph^sant  lj«y, 
Their  tendance,  or  plantation  of  delight; 
By  fountain  or  by  shady  rivulet 
He  stiugnt  them  both,  but  wished  his  hap  might 

find 
Eve  6«^parati» ;  he  wished,  but  not  with  hope 
Of  what  so  seldom  chanced ;  when  to  his  wish, 
B«'j'o:id  his  hope,  Eve  separate  he  spies, 
Veiled  m  a  cloud  of  fragrance,  where  she  stood, 
Half  s]>i(^l,  so  thick  the  roses  blushing  round 
Al)out  her  ghnved,  oft  stooping  to  sui*])ort 
Each  flower  of  slender  stalk,  whos*?  head,  though  gay 
Carnation,  pnrjile,  azure,  or  six?cked  with  gold, 
Hung  drooping  nnsustained;  them  she  upstays 
Gently  with  myrtle  band,  mindless  the  whilo 
Herself,  though  fain?rit  nnsuiqiorted  flower, 
Froiv  h"»"  U'st  prop  so  far,  and  storm  so  nigh, 
^etirer  he  drew,  and  many  a  walk  traversed 
Of  HAteliest  covert,  cedar,  pine  or  palio  * 


Then  voluble  and  Iwld,  now  hid,  now  seen, 
Amon;;  thick-woven  arlwrets  and  tlowera 
Imlwrilered  on  each  bank,  theliand  of  Eve: 
Sjjot  Jiore  delicious  than  thi^se  gardens  feigned 
Or  of  revivetl  Adonis,  or  n^nowned 
Alcinous,  host  of  old  Laertes'  son ; 
Or  that,  not  mystic,  when*  the  sapient  king 
Field  dalliance  with  his  fair  Egyptian  spouie. 
Much  he  the  place  admiriHl,  the  person  more. 
As  one  who,  long  in  ]x>pulous  city  jHint, 
Where  houses  thick  and  sewers  annoy  the  air, 
Forth  issuing  on  a  sunnner's  morn,  to  breathe 
Among  the  fileasant  villages  and  farms 
Adjoini'd,  from  each  thing  met  conceives  delight ; 
The  smell  of  grain,  or  tedilrtl  grass,  or  kinc, 
Or  dairy,  eacli  rurail  sight,  each  rural  sound ; 
If  chance  with  nymph-like  step  fair  vii^in  pasa^ 
What  plea^ing  seemed,  for  her  now  ))Ieascs  more; 
She  most,  nnd  in  lu-r  look  sums  all  delight: 
Such  pleasure  to*>k  the  serivnt  to  l)eho]d 
This  flowery  ]»lat,  the  sweet  recess  of  E%-c 
Thus  early,  thus  alone ;  her  heavenly  fonn 
Angi'Iii',  but  morcst^ft,  and  feminine, 
Tier  graceful  iimivence,  her  everj'  air 
Of  gesture,  or  least  action,  overawed 
His  malice,  and  with  rapine  sweet  bereaved 
His  llerceness  of  the  fierce  intent  it  brought ; 
That  space  the  e\il-one  abstracted  stood 
From  his  own  e\  il,  and  for  the  time  reniaincj 
Stu[iidly  good,  of  enmity  disarmed, 
Of  guile,  of  hate,  of  envy,  of  revenge : 
But  the  hot  hell  that  always  in  huu  burns, 
Though  in  mid  Heaven,  soon  ended  Ids  deli^itt| 
And  tortures  him  now  more,  the  more  he  bccm 
Of  pleajjure,  not  for  him  onhiined  :  then  soon 
Fierce  hatt;  he  recollects,  and  all  bis  tliouglita 
Of  mischief  gratulating,  thus  excites. 
"  Thoughts,  whither  have  ye  led  me !  with  what 
sweet 
ComjJidsion  thus  transjwrted,  to  forget 
What  liither  brought  us ;  hate,  not  love,  nor  boT# 
Of  Paradise  for  hell,  hojn?  tliere  to  tasto 
Of  pleasure,  but,  all  pleasure  to  destroy, 
Save  what  is  in  destroying:  other  joy 
To  me  L*i  lost.     Then  let  me  not  let  pass 
Ocx:asion  which  now  smiles ;  behold  alone 
The  woman,  opjwrtune  to  all  attempts, 
Her  husband,  for  1  view  far  round,  not  ni{^, 
Whose  higher  inteUectual  more  I  shun, 
And  stn^ngth,  of  courage  haughty,  and  of  limb 
Heroic  built,  though  of  terrestrial  mould ; 
Foe  not  informidable '  exempt  from  wound,  * 
I  not ;  so  much  hath  hell  debasetl,  and  pain 
Enfeebled  me,  to  what  I  was  ir  Heaven. 
She  fair,  divinely  fair,  fit  love  for  gods ! 
Not  terrible,  though  terror  be  in  love 
And  IxMUty,  not  approached  by  stronger  hato, 
Hate  stronger,  under  show  of  love  well  feigned; 
The  way  which  tn  her  ruin  now  I  tcnd.^ 
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So  spake  the  enemy  of  mankind,  enrltwed 
In  scrncnt,  inmate  bad !  and  toward  Eve 
Addressed  hid  way:  not  with  indented  wave, 
Prone  on  the  ground,  as  since:  but  on  his  real, 
Circular  base  of  rising  folds,  that  toweretl 
Fold  al-ove  fold,  a  surging  maze !  his  head 
Crtstfd  aloft,  and  carbuncle  his  eyes; 
AVith  bunuslied  neck  of  verdant  gokl,  erect 
Amidst  Iu3  dreling  spires,  that  on  the  gratis 
Flcatc-d  redundant;  pleasing  was  his  shape, 
And  lovely ;  ncAer  since  of  serpent  kind 
Lovelier;  not  those  that  in  Illyria  changed 
IlernaoDC  and  Cadnms,  or  the  go<l 
In  Epidaurus;  nor  to  which  transformed 
Amuionian  Jove,  or  Capitoline  was  seen ; 
He  with  Olympias,  tlus  with  her  who  bore 
Scipio,  tlio  height  of  Rome.     With  tract  oblique 
At  first,  as  one  wlio  sought  access,  but  feared 
To  interrupt,  sidelong  he  works  his  way. 
As  fi'bcn  a  ship,  by  skilful  steersman  wrouglit, 
Xigh  river's  mouth  or  foreland,  where  the  wind 
Vec»  oft,  as  oft  so  steers,  and  shifts  her  sails  j 
So  varied  he,  and  of  his  tortuous  train 
Curled  many  a  wanton  wreath  in  siglit  of  Eve, 
To  lure  her  eye ;  she,  busied,  heard  the  sound 
Of  ruKtUng  leaves,  but  minded  not,  as  used 
To  such  disport  before  her  through  the  field. 
From  o'cry  beast,  more  duteous  at  her  call, 
Than  at  Circean  call  the  herd  dLsguLscd. 
He,  bolder  now,  uncalled  before  her  stood, 
But  as  in  gaze  admiring:  oft  he  bowed 
Hit  turret  crest,  and  sleek  enamelled  neck, 
Fawning,  and  licked  the  ground  whereon  slie  trod. 
His  getOie  dumb  expression  turned  at  length 
The  eye  of  Evo  to  mark  his  play ;  he,  glad 
Of  her  attention  gained,  with  serpent  tongue 
Oiganic,  or  impulse  of  vocal  air. 
His  ifauduleut  temptation  thus  began. 

**  Wonder  not,  sovereign  mistress,  if  perhaps 
Thoa  canst,  who  art  sole  wonder !  much  less  arm 
Thj  looks,  the  Heaven  of  mildness,  with  disdain, 
Dfapleascd  that  I  approach  thee  thus,  and  gazo 
Insatiate ;  I  thus  single,  nor  have  feared 
f   Thy  awful  brow,  more  awful  thus  retired. 
Faixvst  resemblance  of  thy  Maker  fair, 
Tliee  all  thiufrs  living  gaze  on,  all  tilings  thino 
By  ciftf  ATid  tliy  celestial  beauty  adore 
With  ravishment  beheld,  there  best  beheld 
Where  universally  admired ;  but  here 
In  this  enclosure  wild,  these  beasts  among. 
Beholders  rude,  and  shallow  to  discern 
Half  wliAt  in  thee  is  fair,  one  man  except, 
Wh.'>  socs  thee  1  (and  what  is  one  1)  who  shouId*st 

be  seen 
A  ^oddpss  among  gods,  adored  and  ser\'ed 
i    By  angels  numberless,  thy  daily  train.". 
1        ho  gluzed  the  tempter,  and  his  proem  tuned : 
I    \^"  the  heart  of  Eve  lus  words  made  way 

I 


Though  at  the  voice  mucli  mar\'elHng ;  at  length, 
Not  unainazrd,  nho  tliua  in  answer  spoke. 

"  What  may  this  iiieanl  language  of  man  pro- 
nounced 
By  tongue  of  brute,  and  human  gense  expressed  1 
Tlie  first,  at  least,  of  these  I  tliouglit  denied 
TolK'asts,"whoin  God,  on  their  creation-day. 
Created  mute  to  all  articulate  sound; 
The  latter  I  demur ;  for  in  their  looks 
Much  reason,  and  in  llicir  actions,  oft  appcan. 
Thee,  serjient,  subtleft  beast  of  all  the  field 
I  knew,  but  not  with  human  voice  endued; 
Redouble  then  this  miracle,  and  say. 
How  cam'st  thou  speakable  of  mute,  and  now 
To  me  so  friendly  grown  alwvc  the  rest 
Of  brutal  kind,  that  daily  are  in  sight  1 
Say,  for  such  wonder  claims  attention  due." 

To  wlioin  the  guileful  tempter  tlmsrephed. 
"  Empress  of  this  fair  world,  rcpplendcnt  Eve  I 
Easy  to  me  it  is  to  tell  thee  all 
What  thou  commandrst,  and  right  thou  shouldst 

be  olieved ; 
I  was  at  fin^t  as  other  beasts  that  graze 
The  trodden  herb,  of  abject  thouglits  and  low. 
As  was  my  food ;  nor  aught  but  food  discerned 
Or  SL'X,  and  apprehended  nothing  high : 
Till,  on  a  day  roving  the  field,  I  chanced 
A  goodly  tree  far  di.^tant  to  behold, 
Loaden  with  fruit  of  fain^st  colours  mixed, 
Rnddy  and  gold :  1  nearer  drew  to  gaze ; 
When  from  the  boughs  a  savoury  odour  blown. 
Grateful  to  apiM:tite,  more  pleased  my  sense 
Than  smell  of  sweetest  fennel,  or  the  teats 
Of  ewe  or  goat  dropping  with  milk  at  even, 
Unsucked  of  lamb  or  kid,  that  tend  their  play. 
To  satisfy  the  sliarp  desire  I  had 
0{  tasting  those  fair  apples,  I  resolved 
Not  to  defer ;  hiniger  and  thirst  at  once, 
Powerful  persuaders,  quickened  at  the  scent 
Of  that  alluring  fruit,  urged  me  so  keen. 
AlK)ut  the  mossy  trunk  I  wound  me  soon. 
For,  high  from  ground,  the  branches  would  r»> 

quire 
Thy  utmost  reach  or  Adam's .  round  the  tree 
All  other  beasts  tliat  saw,  with  like  desire 
Longing  and  envying  stood,  but  could  not  reach. 
Amid  the  tree  now  got,  where  plenty  hung 
Tempting  so  nigh,  to  pluck  and  eat  my  fill 
I  spared  not ;  for  such  pleasure  till  that  houi, 
At  feed  or  fountain  never  had  I  found. 
Sated  at  length,  ere  long  I  might  i^rceive 
Strange  alteration  in  me,  to  degree 
Of  reiLwn  in  my  inward  jwwers,  and  sixicch 
Wantid  not  long,  thoujjh  to  this  shape  retained. 
Thencifortli  to  s[K?culations  high  or  deep 
I  turned  my  thouglits,  ann  with  capacious  mind 
Considered  all  things  visible  in  Heaven, 
Or  earth,  or  middle,  all  things  lair  and  ^ood : 
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But  all  tl  at  fair  and  gixjJ  in  thy  ili\inc 
Scniblancx*,  and  in  tliy  beauty 'h  heavenly  ray, 
UnittKl  I  bchi'lJ ;  no  fair  to  thine 
Kquivaleiit  or  prcond,  which  coiniH^led 
IMcthus,  thoujrh  importune  p(>rlia{:s,  to  come 
And  gaze,  and  worship  thee,  of  ri;;ht  declared 
Sovt-ni^n  of  cn-aiuros, univtrsal  dame!" 

So  talked  the  spirited,  sly  snake ;  and  Eve, 
Yet  more  amazed,  unwary  thus  replied. 
"  Scr^Mmt,  thy  o\erp raising  li:a\es  in  doubt 
The  \irtuo  of  that  fruit,  in  thee  first  proved  : 
But  -say,  where  grows  the  tree  1  from  hence  how 

fiir? 
For  mijnv  are  the  trees  of  God  that  ^row 
In  l*aradise,  and  various,  yet  unknown 
To  us ;  in  tui'-h  abundance  lies  our  choice, 
As  leaves  a  greater  store  of  fruit  untouclied, 
Still  hanging  iiu^orruptible,  till  men 
Grow  up  to  tlieir  proiir^ioii,  and  more  hands 
Help  to  disburd(?n  Nature  of  hiT  b-irth." 

To  whom  the  wilv  adder,  blithe  and  lAnH 
"  Enipri-sfi!,  t]:c  way  is  ready,  and  not  long; 
Beyond  a  row  of  myrtleiJ,  on  a  flat, 
Foi^t  by  a  fountain,  one  small  thieket  pa^t 
Of  blowing  myrrh  and  bahu;  if  tliou  accept 
My  conduct,  I  can  bring  thee  thitlier  soon." 

•'Lead  then,"  said  Kve.    He,  leading,  swiftly 
rolled 
In  tangle.-,  and  made  intricate  seem  straigb.t, 
To  mischief  sw  ill.     Hope  elevatr;?,  and  joy 
Bfig!iten.s  \as  cr.'.>t;  as  \\\\cn  a  wondering  fire, 
Compact  of  unctuous  vajujur,  which  the  night 
Condense.^:,  and  the  Ciild  environs  round, 
Kindled  through  agitation  to  a  fame. 
Which  oil,  they  K;iy,  some  evil  spirit  attends, 
Iloverin;?  an<l  blazing  with  dilusive  hglit, 
Misleavlo  ti.e  amazed  ni>,'ht  wanderer  from  his  way 
To  bogs  and  mires,  and  oft  through  [ond  or  pool; 
There  swallowed  up  aiul  k«t,  from  succour  far. 
So  glistered  the  dire  snake,  ami  into  fraud 
Led  Eve,  our  credulous  mother  to  t!ic  tree 
Of  prohibition,  root  of  all  our  v»o ; 
Which  when  she  saw,  thus  to  her  guide  she  Rpake. 
"  Serpent,  we  might  have  spared  our  coming  liithcr. 
Fruitless  to  me,  though  fruit  W  here  to  execs.'?, 
The  credit  of  whose  virtue  rests  with  thee; 
Wondrous  indeed,  if  cause  of  buch  eifeets. 
But  of  tliis  tree  we  may  not  ta.ste  nor  touch: 
Go«)  bo  commanded,  and  left  that  connnand 
Solo  daughter  of  Iti^  voire;  the  re^t,  we  live 
l*ttW  to  ourselves ;  our  reason  h  our  law." 

T  J  whom  the  temptrr  guiUfully  replied. 
"  Indeed!  hath  Goil  then  said  that  of  the  fruit 
Of  all  these  garden  trees  yc  shall  not  eat. 
Vet  lords  declared  of  all  in  earth  or  air  V 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  yet  tinless.    "  Of  the  fruit 
Of  each  tree  in  the  garden  we  may  eat ; 
B"t  of  tlu!  fruit  of  tliLi  fair  tree  amidiit 


The  girden,  Cod  h^th  s.tiil,  '  Yc  shall  not  cat 
ThiTeof,  nor  shall  ye  t.iueh  it,  list  ye  die.'" 
She  SvTaree  had  said,  though  brief,  when  now 

n^.or«'  bold 
The  temi>ter,  but  with  «!iow  of  zeal  and  love 
To  nfan,  and  in«llgnalii»n  at  his  wrong, 
New  [irats  put  on;  a!»d,  as  to  )ias««ion  moved, 
Fluctuates  disturbed,  vit  comr  ly  and  In  utl 
Raised,  as  of  some  :rri;jt.  niutter  to  bc::iii. 
As  when  of  okl  some  t»riitor  nnov/ned. 
In  i\t!i(.'iis  or  free  Roiiie,  wJu-re  el-.M|uoncc 
Flouri^hcil,  since  mute,  to  bome  great  cause  i/X 

dres;vd. 
Stood  in  himself  collected  ;  while  cac.1i  part, 
j^Motion,  each  act,  won  audience  ere  the  tongue; 
Sometimes  in  heiglit  beiij.m,  as  no  delay 
Of  pn  face  brooking,  through  his  zeal  of  right: 
So  standing,  moving,  i»r  to  height  up  grown, 
The  tiMupter,  all  nnpassioned,  thus  began, 

"  O  saend,  wise,  and  wisrlom  giving  plant, 
Mother  of  seit-neo  I  now  1  fwl  tliy  ^wwcr 
Within  me  clear,  not  only  to  discern 
Tilings  in  their  caus(*s,  but  to  trace  the  ways 
Of  hiirliest  agents,  deemed  however  wise. 
Ctueen  of  this  universe!  do  not  bv^lii?vc 
Those  rigi.l  threats  ofdeatli;  3*e  shall  not  Jir: 
IIuw  ::liould  ye  1  by  the  faiitl  it  gives  you  life 
To  knowledge:  b^'the  threatener?  look  on  nic, 
Me  who  have  touchi'd  and  tasted,  yet  l>cth  live, 
An.l  life  m^re  perfect  have  attained  than  fate 
Meant  me,  bv  venlurin;'  higher  than  mv  lot. 
Shi.ll  that  be  shut  to  man,  which  to  the  bcort 
Is  oinm  1  or  will  Goil  incense  his  iro 
For  such  a  petty  trespass!  and  not  praise 
Rather  your  dauntless  virtue,  wiiom  th?  pain 
Of  doatli  deiiouncctl,  whatever  thing  death  Ik?, 
Peterr  -d  ni>t  from  achieving  what  nught.  lead 
To  happi!  r  life,  knowledge  of  good  and  evil; 
Of  g(Kid,  how  just?  of  e\il,  if  whr-.t  is  evil 
De  real,  why  Uit  known,  since  easier  shunned  1 
God  thi.Teri)re  can  ni»t  hurt  ye,  and  be  just; 
Xot  ju.<t,  r.ot  God;  not  feared  llien, nor  oVvoJ*. 
Your  f'ar  itsi  If  ofdeath  rem'^ves  the  fc'xr. 
Why  then  w;»s  tlds  forbid?  Why,  but  to  awcT 
Why,  luit  to  kec])  ye  low  and  ignorant. 
His  worshipj)ers  ?    lie  knows  that  in  the  day 
Ye  eat  thereof  vour  ev,  s  th:..t  seem  so  clear. 
Yet  are  br.t  dim,  sliidl  jjcrfeetly  be  tl.en 
Opened  and  cleared,  and  ye  shall  l»5  as  goils, 
Knowing  both  •i'X>d  and  evil,  as  they  know. 
That  ye  shall  be  as  gcd>,  sine.-  I  as  man. 
Internal  n;an,  is  but  pr.jportion  meet; 
I,  of  brute,  human;  ye,  of  liuman,go.l3. 
So  ye  skdl  die  i)erh:'.|\-^,  by  putting  off 
Human,  to  put  on  gods;  death  to  be  wished, 
Though  tljrtatened,  which  no  worse  than  tliisutf 

bring. 
And  what  arc  gods,  that  man  may  not  become 
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A«  they,  p^irticipating  gotlliko  focxl  1 
The  gods  are  first,  mi«l  that  ailvantagc  use 
On  our  belief,  tlial  ;ill  from  tlioin  i»roce(Hl3: 
I  qucrftion  it ;  for  this  fair  eurth  T  see, 
"WamirJ  l»y  the  sun,  prixUieini;,'  every  kintl ; 
Them,  r.rttld«2;  if  they  all  tilings,  who  enclosed 
KnowliJge  of  good  and  evil  in  this  tree, 
That  whcso  eats  thereof,  forthwith  attains 
WU-Joni  without  their  leave  7  and  when?in  lies 
The  offence,  that  man  should  thus  attain  to  know? 
What  can  vour  knowle^Wc  hurt  him,  or  this  tree 
Impart  against  his  will,  if  oil  Ite  his? 
Or  is  it  envy?  and  can  envy  dwell 
In  heavenly  breasts  ?  Tliesc,  these  and  many  more 
Causes  miport  your  need  of  tliis  fair  fruit. 
Goililcss  liumnnc,  reach  then,  and  freely  taste  !** 
lie  ended ;  and  his  w«)rdfl,  replete  with  guile, 
Into  her  heart  too  easv  entrance  won: 
Fixed  on  the  fruit  she  gazed,  which  to  behold 
Might  tempt  alone;  and  in  her  ears  the  sound 
Yet  rung  of  liis  jjereuasive  words,  iinpregned 
With  reason,  to  her  seeming,  and  with  truth : 
Meanwhile  the  hour  of  noon  drew  on,  and  waked 
An  eager  appr-tite,  raised  by  the  smell 
Stj  savourj*  of  that  fruit,  with  which  desire, 
Inclinable  now  grown  to  touch  or  ta.ste, 
S'jiicited  her  longing  eye ;  yet  first 
Pausing  a  while,  thus  to  herself  she  mused. 

"Great  arc  thy  virtues,  doulitle^s,  l>est  of  fruits. 
Though  kept  from  man,  and  worthy  to  be  admired : 
Wijcjie  tasfe,  too  long  forborne,  .it  first  assay 
Gave  elocution  to  the  mute,  and  taught 
The  tongue  not  made  for  speech,  to  speak  thy 

praise: 
Thy  praisv;  he  also,  who  forbids  thy  use, 
Conceals  not  from  us,  naming  thee  the  tree 
Of  kTiowIedg*',  knowledgi*  \vAh  of  gixwl  and  evilj 
Forbids  ua  then  to  taste!  but  hLs  forbidding 
Co.  II. "nenJs  thee  mon\  wliili*  it  infers  tlic  gcKxl 
Bv  t?ic*  communicated,  and  our  want: 
Fi»r  •▼ooJ  unknown,  sure  Ls  not  had ;  or,  had 
And  vet  unknown,  i^  as  not  had  at  all. 
In  p.\^iii  then,  what  f»;rbids  lie  but  to  know, 
FirbiJs  us  g«x)d,  forbids  us  to  be  wise? 
Sucii  prohibitions  bind  not.     But.if  jleath 
F-in.I  us  wirh  aflrr  bands,  what  profits  then 
Our  iriw.-vrd  fnn'doni?     In  tlie  day  we  eat 
Of  tl'.i-*  f.iir  fruit,  our  doom  is,  we  shall  die. 
Hon'  di'.s  the  j»i'r[nMit?  he  hath  eati'u  and  lives, 
A  nil  kno^^  -^j  "Tid  sjieuks,  nnd  r^•a^■^)lls,  and  discerns, 
'rr-iiio'iil  till  tJuMi.     For  us  alom' 
W:-:*  Ji'-ilii  iiivrutiHl  1  or  to  us  denird 
Thl:^  i;iti.i!«>'tu^l  f«>«id,  for  biMsts  re>*«'rvrd? 
F'«r  V/A-t"*  it  ^teIl!s:  yrt  tliatonr  U-ii^t  which  first 
Hrth  !.i-t'-d,<ir.i"s  n-.it,  l.iil  b/nys  with  joy 
T'.-:*  L'-v1  bif:I!'.-n  !ii:Ji.  author  unsii.^l>iM*t, 
f  ri-'i  'l-.-  t*»  -M  Ml,  f:-  I'l'ivu  di't-eit  or  ^jnilc. 
\S1.;at  f'-.tr  1  then?  ratJH'r,  what  linnw  to  fear 
Ct  -•  r  t'lis  iijii'jr.uice  of  g<i,.d  and  (■\il, 

i2 


Of  Gosl  (»r  death,  of  law  or  jK'nalty  ? 

Here  grows  tlie  cure  of  all,  this  fruit  divine, 

Fr. ir  to  the  eve,  invitinfj  to  the  tasti\ 

Of  virtue  to  make  wise:  what  hinders  then 

To  reach,  and  feed  at  once  both  Inxly  and  mind  1* 

So  Faying,  her  rash  hand  in  evil  hour 
Forth  reaching  to  the  fruit,  she  plucked,  she  ctit ! 
Earth  felt  the  wound;  and  Nature  from  her  scat, 
Sighing  through  all  her  works,  gave  signs  of  wo, 
That  all  was  lost.     Back  to  the  thicket  slunk 
The  guilty  serpent ;  and  well  might ;  for  Eve, 
Intent  now  wholly  on  her  tu.'*te,  naught  else 
Regarded;  such  deliglit  till  then,  as  seemed, 
In  fruit  she  never  tasted,  whether  true 
Or  fancied  so,  through  cxjiectation  high 
Of  knowledge,  nor  was  Godhead  from  her  thought. 
Greedilv  she  injrorjied  without  restraint. 
And  knew  not  eatinjx  death :  satiate  at  lenixth, 

D  Or 

And  heightened  as  with  wine,  jocund  and  boon, 
Thus  to  herself  she  pleasiniilvlK^'jan. 

"  O  sovcnign,  virtuous,  jiri'cious  of  all  trees 
In  Paradise!  of oju'ratinn  blest 
Tosajiience,  bitherto  olvcurcd,  infamed, 
And  thy  fair  fruit  let  hang,  as  to  no  end 
Created;  but  henceforth  my  early  care. 
Not  without  song,  each  mornini;.  end  due  prais0| 
Shall  tend  thee,  and  tlie  fertile  bunk^n  ease 
Of  thy  full  branches  oflTtTcd  free  to  all; 
Till,  <lieted  by  thee,  I  grow  mature 
In  knowledge,  as  thcgcnls,  who  all  things  know; 
Though  others  envy  wh:it  they  can  not  give: 
For,  had  the  gill  been  theirs,  it  had  not  here 
Thus  grown.     Exj)erience,  next  to  thee  I  owe, 
Best  guide;  not  following  thee,  I  had  remained 
In  ignorance;  thou  openest  wisdom's  way, 
And  giv'st  access,  though  secret  she  retire. 
And  I  perhajis  am  secret:  Heaven  is  high, 
Iliilh,  and  n'inote  to  see  from  thence  distinct 
Eacli  thing  on  earth;  and  otliercare,  perhaps, 
May  nrwo  diverted  fro'U  continual  watch 
Our  great  Forbiddor,  s:«fe  with  all  his  spies 
Ab'^ut  him.     But  to  Adam  in  what  sort 
Shall  I  api^ear?  sli'«ll  I  to  make  him  known 
As  vet  mv  ch'infr<*,  and  give  him  to  partake 
Fullhapjiines^  wit!i  me,  or  ratliernot, 
But  keep  tlu  o.i.Is  of  knowlcdj^o  in  my  power 
Withuut  copartner?  s<i  t.>  add  wliat  wants 
In  female  sex,  the  more  to  draw  his  love, 
And  render  nn-  more  crjual;  and  i)crhap>, 
A  tiling  not  und»-Mrablc.  sitmctime 
Superior;  for,  inferior,  who  is  fnH-? 
This  may  be  will:  but  \\!i:tt  if  G*  d  have  seen, 
And  deatl»  ensue?  then  I  shall  be  no  ni(»rc'. 
And  Adam,  wrdileil  to  another  Evi», 
Shall  live  witli  ln-r  enjoyiii:^.  1  oxfin-t ; 
A  drath  to  think!  ConfirMird  llicn  I  rr.-^oht'^ 
Ad.'iin  slrdl  -^han*  wil'i  me  in  Mi';s  <'r  W'i: 
Si)  drar  I  luve  liiin.  t'lat  with  liiin  all  di*uth« 
,  I  could  endure,  without  hiiii  live  no  lift- ' 
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.Su  sa^in^,  from  tlie  tree  her  stcpd  slio  tumcJ ; 
But  first  low  reverence  done,  as  to  the  power 
That  dwelt  within,  wliose  presence;  hod  infused 
Into  the  plant  sciential  sap,  derived 
From  nectar,  drink  of  gods.    Adam,  the  while, 
Waiting  desirous  her  return,  had  wo\e 
Of  choicest  llowers  a  garland,  to  adorn 
Her  tresses,  and  her  rural  labours  crown; 
As  reapers  oil  arc  wont  their  har\'i*st  queen. 
Great  joy  he  promised  to  his  tliouglits,  and  new 
Solace  in  her  return,  so  long  delayed : 
Yet  oft  his  heart,  divine  of  something  ill, 
Misgave  him  ;  lie  tlic  faltering  measure  felt ; 
And  fortli  to  meet  her  went,  the  way  she  took 
That  morn  when  first  they  parted ;  by  the  tree 
Of  knowledge  he  must  pass;  tiiere  ho  her  met. 
Scarce  from  the  tree  returning ;  in  her  hand 
A  bough  of  fairest  fruit,  tliat  downy  smiled, 
New  gathered,  and  ambrosial  smell  dilTused. 
To  him  she  hasted,  in  her  face  excuse 
Came  prologue,  ami  apology  too  prompt ; 
Wliich,  with  bland  words  at  will,  sIlc  thus  ad 
dressed.  j 

*'  Ilast  thou  not  wondered,  Adam,  at  my  stay  1 
Thee  I  have  missed,  ami  thought  it  long,  deprived 
Thy  presence ;  agony  of  love  till  now 
N(it  felt,  nor  shall  be  twice;  for  never  moro 
Mean  1  to  try,  what  rash  untried  I  sought, 
The  pain  of  absence  from  tiiy  sight.    But  strange 
liath  l)een  the  caust^,  and  wonderful  to  hear : 
This  tree  is  not,  as  we  are  told,  a  tree 
Of  danger  tasted,  nor  to  evil  unknown 
Opening  tlie  way,  but  of  divine  elloet 
To  open  eyes,  and  make  them  gods  who  taste ; 
And  hath  been  tasted  such :  the  st^rj^ent  wise, 
Or  not  restrained  as  wo,  or  not  obeying. 
Hath  eaten  of  tlie  fruit,  and  is  become, 
Not  dead,  as  we  are  threatened,  but  thenceforth 
ij^ndued  with  human  vuice  and  liuman  sense, 
Ileasoning  to  adiiiiration ;  and  with  me 
Persuasively  hath  so  prevailed,  that  I 
Have  also  tasted,  and  have  also  found 
The  elft^'tsto  corre8]K>nd;  o^K'ner  mine  eyes, 
Dim  erst,  dilated  spirits,  ampler  heart. 
And  growing  up  to  Godhead ;  wliii'h  for  thee 
Cliielly  I  sought,  witliout  thee  can  despioc. 
For  bliss,  as  tliou  hast  part,  to  me  is  bUss ; 
Ti-dious,  unshared  with  thee,  and  odious  soon. 
Thou  therefore  also  taste,  that  equal  lot 
May  join  us,  equal  joy,  as  equal  love ; 
Lest,  thou  not  tasting,  diiferent  degree 
Disjoin  us,  and  I  then  tuo  latt;  renounce 
Deity  for  llie'e,  when  fate  will  not  permit.'* 

Thus   Eve  with  cuuntenance  blithe  her  story  j 

tuld; 

I 

liut  in  her  eluM-k  disienirier  fiusliinix  "lowed. 
On  the  other  side,  Adam,  souu  as  he  Iieard  , 

The  I'atid  trettjiasn  dum  by  K\e,  smiazied, 
Astoiiisilied  stood  and  blank,  while  horror  dull      j 


Ran  through  his  veins,  and  all  his  joints  n*Iaxed; 
From  his  slack  hand  the  garland  wreathed  for  En 
Down  dropt,  and  all  the  faded  roses  slied : 
Speechless  he  stood  and  pale,  till  thus  at  length 
First  to  hunself  he  inward  silence  broke. 

'*  O  fuirewt  of  creation,  last  and  best 
Of  all  God's  works,  creature  in  whom  excelled 
Whatever  can  to  sight  or  thought  be  fonucd, 
Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  oi  sweet ! 
How  art  thou  lost !  how  on  a  sudden  lost^ 
Defaced,  dellowen^d,  and  now  to  death  devote! 
Rather,  how  hobt  thou  yielded  to  transgrefs 
The  strict  forbiddance,  Iiowto  viiJatc 
The  sacred  fruit  forbidden !  some  cursed  firaud 
Of  enemy  hath  Ix'guiled  thi*e,  yet  unknown. 
And  me  with  thee  hath  ruined;  for  with  tlie« 
Certain  my  resolution  is  to  die: 
How  can  1  Hve  without  thee!  how  forego 
The  sweet  converse,  and  love  so  dearly  joined, 
To  live  again  in  these  wild  woods  forlorn ! 
Should  God  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
Another  rib  afl'ord,  yet  loss  of  thee 
Would  never  from  heart :  no,  no !  I  feel 
The  Hnk  of  nature  draw  me:  flesh  of  flesh, 
Bone  of  my  bone  thou  art,  and  from  thy  stale 
Mine  never  shall  be  ])arted,  bliss  or  wo.** 

So  having  said,  as  one  from  sad  dismay 
Recomforted,  and,  after  thoughts  disturbed. 
Submitting  to  what  seemed  remediless, 
Thus  in  calm  mood  his  words  to  Eve  he  turned. 

"  Bold  deed  thou  hast  presumed,  advcnturoof 
Eve, 
And  iK'ril  great  provoked,  who  thus  hast  darod, 
Had  it  been  only  coveting  to  eye 
That  sacred  fruit,  sacred  to  abstinence, 
Much  more  to  taste  it  under  ban  to  touch. 
But  {last  who  can  recall,  or  done  undo] 
Not  God  oiiini]K>tent,  nor  Fate ;  yet  so 
Perhnjis  thou  shalt  not  die,  pi:rha{is  the  fact 
Is  not  so  heinous  now,  foreUisted  fruit, 
Profaned  first  by  the  siTpent,  by  him  first 
Made  common  and  unhallowed,  ere  our  taste; 
Nor  yet  on  him  found  deadly;  he  yet  lives; 
Lives,  as  thou  saidst,  and  gains  to  livu,  as  maii^ 
Higher  degnr  of  life,  inducement  strong 
To  us,  lis  likely  tasting  to  attain 
Proportional  ascent,  which  can  not  bo 
But  to  Ih;  gods,  or  angels,  demi-gods. 
Nor  can  1  think  that  Cxod  Creator  w  isi\ 
Though  threatening,  will  in  earnest  so  dcsitroy 
Us  his  prime  creatures,  di;rniiit\l  po  high. 
Set  over  all  his  works,  which  in  our  fall, 
For  us  created,  ncedj  wiili  us  must  fail, 
Dependent  made  ;  so  God  sliall  unerruto, 
Be  frustrate,  do,  undo,  and  lal)our  lose; 
Not  well  ei)iuun\edtjf  Goil,  wlio,  though  Iiis  ])owoi 
(•reation  could  re|<»t,  \et  would  he  loath 
Ua  to  abolish,  lest  the  adversary 
Trium])h,  and  s.iy ;  '  Fickle  their  state  who*M  God 
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M<Mt  favours ;  who  can  plcoiwlum  longi  Me  first 
He  ruined,  now  mankind ;  whom  will  he  nextl" 
Matter  of  scorn,  not  to  be  given  the  foe. 
However  I  with  thee  have  fixed  my  lot, 
Certain  to  undergo  like  doom :  if  death 
ConA>rt  with  thee,  death  is  to  me  as  life; 
So  forcible  within  my  heart  I  feel 
The  bond  of  nature  draw  me  to  my  own; 
My  own  in  thee,  for  what  thou  art  is  mine; 
Our  state  can  not  be  severed;  we  are  one, 
One  flesh;  to  lose  thee  were  to  lose  myself 

So  Adim ;  and  thus  Eve  to  him  replied. 
"  O  glorious  trial  of  exceeding  love, 
lUiutrious  evidence,  example  high ! 
Engaging  me  ft>  emulate ;  but,  short 
Of  thy  perfoction,  how  shall  I  attain, 
Adam?  from  whose  dear  side  I  boast  me  sprung, 
And  gladly  of  our  union  hear  thee  s})eak, 
One  heart,  one  soul  in  botli ;  whereof  good  proof 
Tliis  day  affords,  declaring  thee  resolved, 
Aather  than  death,  or  aught  than  death  more 

dread, 
Shall  separate  us,  linked  in  love  so  dear. 
To  undergo  with  me  one  guilt,  one  crime, 
If  any  be,  of  tasting  this  fair  fruit. 
Whose  virtue  (tor  of  good  still  good  proceeds, 
Dirwt,  or  by  occasion)  lialh  presented 
This  liappy  trial  of  thy  love,  which  else 
So  eminently  never  had  Iwen  known. 
Were  it  I  thought  death  menaced  would  ensue 
This  my  attempt,  I  would  sU^t^iin  alone 
The  worst,  and  not  persuade  thee,  rather  die 
Debortod,  than  oblige  thee  with  a  fact 
Pernicious  to  thy  peace ;  chiefly  assured 
Remarkably  so  late  of  thy  so  true. 
So  faithful  love  unequalled ;  but  I  feel 
Far  olherwuMj  the  event;  not  death,  but  life 
Augmented,  opened  eyes,  new  hopes,  new  joys, 
Ta*tt>  so  divine,  that  what  of  sweet  before 
flat]  touched  my  s<'ni;e,  flat  si^vma  to  this,  and  harsli. 
On  n*y  cxix^rience,  Adam,  freely  taste, 
And  fear  of  death  deliver  to  the  winds." 

So  i«i>ing,  she  embraced  hiin,  an<l  for  joy 
Tenderly  wopt ;  much  won  that  he  his  lovo 
Hd'I  fo  ennoblwl,  as?  of  choice  to  incur 
Diviric  displeasure  for  her  sake,  or  death 
In  n.'Oonii)en^e  (for  such  compliance  bad 
Such  Tivompense  l)erft  merits)  from  the  bough 
She  irave  him  of  that  fair  enticiim  fruit 
Vrith  lilieral  hand :  he  scrupled  not  to  eat, 
Ajaiiist  his  Ix'ttrr  knowlcdije;  not  deceived, 
Gut  fondly  overcome  with  female  charm. 
El.irth  trembled  from  her  entraiU,  as  aijain 
l:i  par::;*:  and  Nature  jjavo  a  second  i^roan;  ' 

S*v  lowered;  and,  muttering  thunder,  some  sad 

\V*  pt  at  cuniplelinft  of  the  mortal  sin 

Ori  'inal :  v/hile  A<lam  tfjok  no  thought, 

Elaiin^  hL»  Cll;  nor  Eve  to  iterate  [ 


[Her  former  trespass  feared,  the  more  to  sooth 
Him  with  her  ioved  society;  that  now, 
As  with  new  wine  intoxicated  both, 
They  swim  in  mirth,  and  fancy  that  they  feel 
Divinity  within  them  breeduig  wings, 
Wherewith  to  scorn  the  earth :  but  that  false  fiaU 
Far  other  operation  first  dis]>layed. 
Carnal  desire  inflaming ;  he  on  Eve 
Began  to  cast  lascivious  eyes ;  she  him 
As  wantonly  repaid;  in  lust  they  burn  : 
Till  Adam  thus  'gan  Eve  to  dalliance  move. 

"  Eve,  now  I  see  thou  art  exact  of  taste, 
And  elegant,  of  sapience  no  small  part ; 
Since  to  each  meaning  savour  we  apply, 
And  palate  called  judicious;  I  the  praise 
Yield  thee,  so  well  this  day  thou  haet  purveyed. 
Much  pleasure  we  have  lost,  while  we  abstained 
From  this  delightful  fruit,  nor  known  till  now 
True  relish,  tasting ;  if  such  pleasure  be 
In  things  to  us  forbidden,  it  might  be  wished. 
For  this  oife  tree  had  been  forbidden  ten. 
But  come,  so  well  refreshed,  now  let  us  play, 
As  meet  is,  after  such  delicious  fare, 
For  never  did  thy  beauty,  since  the  day 
I  saw  thee  first  and  we<lded  thee,  adorned 
With  all  |)erfections,  so  inflame  my  sense 
With  ardour  to  enjoy  thee,  fairer  now 
Than  ever;  bounty  of  this  virtuous  tree!" 

So  said  he,  and  forbore  not  glance  or  toy 
Of  amorous  intent,  well  understood 
Of  Eve,  whose  eye  darted  contagious  fire, 
Her  hand  he  seized,  and  to  a  shady  bank, 
Thick  overhead  with  verdant  roof  eml)owercd, 
He  led  her,  nothing  loath ;  flowers  were  the  couch, 
Pansies,  and  violets,  and  asphodel, 
And  hyacinth,  earth's  freshest  softest  lap. 
There  they  their  fill  of  love  and  love's  disport 
Took  largely,  of  their  mutual  guilt  the  sciJ, 
The  solace  of  their  sin  ;  till  dewy  sleep 
Oppressed  them,  wearied  with  tlieir  amorous  play. 
Soon  as  the  force  of  that  fallacious  fruit, 
That  with  exliilarating  va|>our  bland 
About  their  Ki)irits  had  i)Iayed,  and  inmost  j)Oweri 
iVIadc  err,  was  now  exhaled ;  and  gr^wser  sh*ep, 
Bred  of  unkindly  fumes,  with  conscious  dreams 
EncumlH-n^d,  now  had  left  thrin;  up  tliey  roso 
As  from  unrest;  and,  each  the  «>ther  viewing. 
Soon  found  their  eyes  Iidw  o|x»ned,  and  their  minda 
How  darkened;  innocence,  that  m  a  veil 
Had  shadowed  tliein  from  knowing  ill,  was  gone; 
Just  confidence  ancl  native  righteousness, 
And  lumour,  {rom  al>out  them,  naked  h-ft 
To  «'uiltv  shame;  he  covered,  but  his  robe 
Uncovered  more.     So  rose  the  Danite  strong. 
Herculean  Sa'uson,  from  tlic  harlot-lap 
Of  rhili'te.in  r>itlil.'di,  and  waked 
Sliorn  of  his  str<Mv:th.  tlicy  de«stitute  and  i^are 
Of  :ill  tln'ir  \irtne:  silent  anrl  in  face 
Csnfourd'-d,  Ion;;  thi-y  s.vt,  iu^  stricke'i  muiiv 
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Till  Adai'n,  though  not  less  than  Evo  almshej, 
At  length  gave  utterance  to  tliesc  words  const nuiieJ. 

"  O  Eve,  in  evil  hour  thou  didst  give  ear 
Xo  that  fal«c  vi\,un,  of  whomsoever  taught 
To  counterfeit  ninri'u  voire;  true  in  our  fall, 
False  in  our  proniiscd  rising;  nincc  our  cye« 
Opcneil  we  find  indeed,  and  Hnd  we  know 
Both  good  and  c\il;  good  lost,  and  evil  got; 
Bad  fruit  of  knowledge,  if  this  Ix!  to  know, 
Which  leaves  us  naked  thus,  of  honour  void, 
Of  innocence,  of  faith,  of  purity, 
Our  wonted  ornaments  now  soiled  and  stained, 
And  in  our  faces  evident  the  signs 
Of  foul  concupiscence;  whence  evil  store; 
Even  shame,  the  last  of  evils;  of  the  first 
Be  sure  then.     How  shall  I  Ik'IioKI  the  face 
Henceforth  of  God  or  angel,  erst  with  joy 
And  rapture  so  ofl  lM>held^  those  hr-avenly  shapes 
Will  dazzle  now  this  earthly  with  their  hlaze 
Insuflerably  briglit.     O  might  I  hero 
I14  solitude  live  savage;  in  soiue  glade 
Obscured,  where  higliest  wo«kIs,  inijienc'trablc 
To  star  or  sunliglit,  spread  their  umbrage  broad 
And  brown  as  evening;  cover  me,  ye  pines! 
Vc  cedars  wit!i  innumerable  lH>uglis 
Hide  me,  where  I  may  never  >iee  them  more  1 
But  let  us  now,  as  in  bad  plight,  devise 
What  best  may  for  the  pn^sent  servt?  to  hide 
The  parts  of  each  from  other,  that  seem  most 
To  shame  obnoxious,  and  unsi>emliest  si*en: 
Some  tree,  whose  broad  smooth  leaves  together 

sew'd, 
And  girded  on  our  loins,  may  cover  round 
Those  luiddle  parts;  that  tills  new  coiner,  sliamc, 
There  sit  not,  and  reproach  us  as  unclean." 
So  counselled  he,  and  botii  together  went 
Into  the  tliickest  wood;  thj-n.-  stjon  they  chose 
The  fig-tree;  not  that  kind  for  fruit  renowned, 
But  buoh  as  at  this  day  to  liidi ms  known, 
In  Malabar  or  Docan  spreads  her  arms 
Branching  so  broad  and  long,  that  in  the  ground 
The  bended  twii^a  lake  root,  and  duighters  grow 
About  tiie  mot  III  r  tn-c,  a  pillared  siiado 
High  ovir-arL-Iutl,  and  rehning  walks  bitween: 
There  oil  the  Indian  hi'rd.sman,  shunning  heat, 
Shelters  in  euu!,  and  tends  hU  [i.isiuring  herds 
At  lo»jp-hules  cut  ihrougli  thitkt'Jst  siiade:  Those 

leaves 
They  {jalnercd,  bruad  ;ia  Ainazoni.in  targe. 
And,  with  wliiit  .sliiil  lhi.'\  iiud,  ti«^i  t!u.'r  srwi-d, 
J'o  yird  tju'ir  wai^•t;  vain  covitiji^,  it"  lo  hide 
Their  irnilt  and  drradv>.I  siia.-ia  !  O  how  unlike 
To  that  firhl  naked  ^hu'V !  Sueh  ul'  I.ttc 
CoUmibuM  luund  th'  Aiurriean,  .so  :;h't 
Willi  teathiTi'd  einoluri ,  n;iki  d  vW,  and  wild 
Among  the  tjvo  on  inli.'.--  and  vvuody  .sluirefl. 
Thils  linetu,  aiul  as  tlu y  thuii^i.t,  lluir  bhuuie  ill 

pari 
(Jtivun'd,  but  not  at  led  or  ta:»L-  of  inind. 


They  sat  them  down  to  weep;  nor  onl^'  icon 
Rciinetl  at  their  eyes,  but  high  winds  worse  witUa 
Began  to  rise^  high  passions,  anger,  hate, 
Mistrust,  suspicion,  discord,  and  shook  sore 
Their  inward  state  of  mind,  calm  region  oiice 
And  full  of  fx'acc,  now  tost  and  turbulent: 
For  understanding  ruled  not,  and  the  will 
Heard  not  her  lore;  both  in  subjection  now 
To  sensual  appetite,  wlio  from  beneath, 
Usurping  over  sovereign  reason,  claimed 
Superior  sway :  from  thus  distempered  breast 
Adam,  estranged  in  look  and  altered  style, 
Speech  intermitted  thus  to  Eve  renewed. 
"  Would  thou  hadst  hearkened  to  my  words,  and 

stayed  • 

With  me,  as  I  besought  thee,  when  that  strange 
Desire  of  wandering,  this  unhappy  morn, 
I  know  not  whence  possessed  thee;  we  had  then 
Remained  still  happy;  not  as  now  des^^ioiled 
Of  all  our  good;  shamed,  naked,  misiTable! 
Let  none  henceforth  seek  needless  cause  t'  approTB 
The  faith  tliey  owe ;  when  earnestly  they  seek 
Such  proof,  C4>nclude,  they  then  Ix'gin  to  fail." 
To  whom,  soon  moved  with  touch  of  blame,  thus 

Eve. 
"  What  words  have  passed  th}'  li^is,  Adam,  se^'crel 
Imputest  thou  that  to  my  default,  or  will 
Of  wandering,  as  thou  cail'st  it,  which  who  knows 
But  miglit  ad  ill  have  hapitened  thou  being  by, 
Or  to  thyself  iierhapsl  hadst  thou  been  there, 
Or  here  th'  attempt,  thou  couldst  not  have  dis- 

ccmcd 
Fraud  in  the  8er|)ent,  speaking  as  he  sjiakc, 
No  ground  of  enmity  between  us  known, 
Why  he  should  mean  me  ill,  or  seek  to  liarm. 
Was  I  to  have  never  parted  from  thy  side  1 
As  good  have  grown  tiiere  slill  a  lifeless  rib. 
J3eing  as  I  arn,  why  di<l^t  not  thou,  the  head. 
Command  me  absulately  not  to  go, 
Going  into  suirli  danger  as  thou  saidst? 
Too  facile  then  thou  didst  not  much  gainsay, 
Xay,  didst  pcnnit,  a|)prove,  and  fair  dismiss. 
Iladtit  thou  l>een  firm  and  fixed  in  thy  lUs^ent, 
Neitlier  had  I  trans»gn'^scd,  nor  thou  with  nie." 
To  whom  then  first  incensed  Adam  replied. 
"  Is  this  the  love,  Ls  this  the  recom|K'nsc 
Of  mine  to  thee,  ingrateful  Kve,  expressed 
Immutable,  when  thou  wert  K).st,  not  I; 
Who  migiil  have  lived  and  joyed  immortal  blisf| 
Yet  willin:ilv  chosi'  rallur  death  willi  ihec  ? 
And  am  I  now  upliraided  as  the  cause 
Of  thy  transgressing  I  not  enough  severk\ 
It  sivms,  in  thy  restraint :  wliat  could  I  more  1 
I  wariii-d  llu-e,  I  admonished  thee,  foretold 
'i'he  dangir,  and  tlie  lurking  em-niy 
That  la>  in  wail ;  Ih-'voiuI  this  liad  bwi    loree, 
And  force  upon  I'ree  will  hutli  here  no  place 
l>ut  confidence  ihcii  bure  thee  on ;  secure, 
luUier  to  mcit  no  danger,  or  to  find 
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Matter  of  glorious  trial ;  and  i^rhaps 
I  also  erred,  in  over  much  admiring 
What  seemed  in  thee  so  jHTfict,  that  I  thought 
?f o  evil  durst  attempt  thee ;  but  I  rue 
That  error  now,  which  is  lx*comc  my  crime, 
And  thou  the  accuser.     Thus  it  shall  befall 
Ilim,  who,  to  worth  in  woman  overtrusting, 
Lets  her  will  rule :  restraint  she,  will  not  brook  *, 
And,  leil  to  herself,  if  evil  thence  ensue, 
She  first  his  weak  indulgence  will  accuse." 

Thus  they  in  mutual  accusation  spent 
The  fruitless  hours,  but  neither  self-condenming, 
And  of  their  vain  contest  appeared  no  end. 


BOOK  X. 


TIIE  ARGUMENT. 

Man's  tnuu^reariiHi  known,  tlie  guanliiin  aiigeb  fonsike 
Para&lLv,  aiid  return  uptu  Ilcuvi-n  to  approve  lliuir  vigibnco, 
anJ  :irc  appnivoJ;  dxl  <lixl;iiing  tlint  the  e«(nincc  of  Satan 
cocM  n-it  i-ke  by  thcin  prpvcnti?(J.    lie  scmb*  hi".  Son  to  judie 
the  tr2n^frei«!«>i^  who  descends  and  gives  wnience  accord- 
iD£^y;  then  in  pity  clothes  them  both,  and  reasceiuls.    iSin 
•.111  DuiUi,  uuiii^  till  thea  al  the  gated  ul'  hdl,  by  wondrous 
wymiktiUy  CevV^i^  ihcjucas^  of  Satan  in  ilii:*  new  world,  and 
tl  e  dn  l»y  ntm  c!n-n;  coinii.i'.:i  <1,  rcs-ilve  to  sit  nn  longer  con- 
fined in  htp-n,  but  to  f:illow  Safnn  their  ?lre  up  to  tho  place  of 
man ;  to  make  the  way  eaner  from  hell  to  this  world  to  and 
firo^  they  puve  a  braid  liighway  or  bridge  over  chaue,  accord- 
i&g  10  Uie  track  Uiai  .Satan  fiidt  ni.ide;  liien,  preparing  for 
•ar-;, ".Ij-.-y  ini-ei  him, proud  of  hissiicce.**,  returning  to  hill; 
tfvrir  inu'ual  jrni'nl.itinn.  Satan  arrives  at  Pandemonium;  in 
f^'J  JL«!vmbIy  relv.es  with  bna.«ting  hifi  mircew  aealnst  man; 
ir.fteid  of  applause  '»  nntenained  with  a  ^enernl  liiw  by  all 
til  aiklicri''^  imii»formcd  witli  Iiiinseif  aLio  suddenly  into 
itrp^.■n^*v  accuitlihg  to  hid  do<>ni  given  in  Paradiirc;  then  de« 
lu^lf'l  with  a  ?Iiow  of  ihc  foiliidilcn  tree  f priir^ing  uj»  befi^rc 
Cu;.--«,  ihey.  tjrecdily  rvjurhin^  to  talcc  of  the  fniif,  chew  durt 
«ii«i  bluer  ."wlie*.    The  procee«ling9  of  Sin  and  l)eath ;  God 
fepr'e.'if  the  final  victory  of  iiis  ?5on  over  iliein,  and  the  renew- 
kiit  uf  aii  tliiniza ;  but,  for  tiic  present,  connnandd  iiid  angels 
l>  rj;akc  f>vor.U  iilinalioii;;  in  llie  IlL-avjnj  and  clcmciiU}. 
Alii, 11,  ij-.'ire  and  nior-.'  pi-reciving  !;i^  f.dirnrondii ion, heavily 
V.-w  r.l',  r-'rjwtts  the  i?f»ndol«Mnrnt  of  Eve ;  ehe  p<'rRist?,  and  at 
krrth  anpeaa-H  him ;  then  to  evade  the  curs«  likely  to  fall  on^ 
Ibtir  oil-priuc,  pmpf»ea  to  Adam  violent  ways,  wliich  he  a|>- 
^ro^M  h:tt ;  but,  conceiving  'oetu-r  ho[ie,  puts  her  in  mind  of 
iLc  Li;<i  ;ir«'iiii-w  nuiiS;  il'.cia,  thit  t!.e  L'«N.d  >houl'.lbc  revenged 
OTi  T?.«-  f*^r]wn;,  .■>.n<l  rxhoiis  her  witli  him  to  w-ek  peace  of  llio 
•ffenc!-.'*!  Dei'y,  by  repent.mce  and  Fiij»plicaiion. 


ME.i^"wi!i'.K,  the  heinous  ami  despiteful  act 
Of  S.-jt.:u  done  in  Puradisc,  nnd  Iiow 
lie  i:i  tlie  stTjiOnthad  iwrvertrd  Eve, 
n*rr  liuafj.'ind  slie,  to  UxMc  the  fit.d  fruit, 
Wns  known  in  Heaven;  fur  wh«t  can  'scape  the 


r*vc 


Of  f.''«!  id]  s<'«'inj;,  or  deceive  hii*  lie.irt 
Onjiii.'*«:i-nt  1  who,  in  all  tliiiijrrf  wist-  ;inil  just, 
Iliijdi:ri.'d  lint  Satan  to  nttriiipt  t!ir  mind 
Of  ns'ii';  ^^ith  streniflh  entire  and  fr^e  will  ormcd, 
Cmnjli't4'  to  !:uve  di<<'overrd  and  rcj)iilsL-d 
"Wmte^tr  wihsof  foe  or  seeming  friind. 


For  still  they  knew,  and  ought  to  have  still  nw 

memhered 
TIhj  hig!i  injunction  not  to  taste  that  fruit, 
Whoever  tnnpted ;  which  they  not  ol>eyin5, 
Tneurred  (what  eouM  they  less  ?)  the  penalty 
And,  manifold  in  sin,  desened  to  fall. 
Up  into  Heaven  from  Paradise  in  haste 
The  angehc  guanls  ascendeil,  mute  and  sad 
For  man,  for  of  his  state  hy  this  they  knew, 
Much  wondering  how  the  subtle  fiend  had  stolan 
Entrance  unseen.     Soon  as  the  unwelcome  newg 
From  earth  arrived  at  Heaven  gate,  displeased 
All  were  who  heard ;  dim  sadness  did  not  sjiaro 
Tlint  time  celestial  visages,  yet,  mixed 
With  pity,  violated  not  their  bliss. 
AlK)ut  the  new-arrived,  in  muhitudes 
Th'  ethereal  jieople  ran,  to  hear  and  know 
How  all  l)efell:  they  towards  the  throne  supreme, 
Accountable,  made  luL^ste  to  make  appear. 
With  righteous  plea,  their  utmost  vigilance, 
And  easily  approved;  when  the  most  High 
Eternal  Father,  from  Ivis  st^cret  cloud, 
Amidft  in  thunder  utteri?d  thus  his  voice. 

"  A>"sem])led  angels,  and  ye  |)owers  returned 
From  unsuccessful  chnrire,  \w  not  dismaveil. 
Nor  tn)ublod  at  these  tidings  from  tlie  earth. 
Which  your  sincerest  care  could  not  prevent ; 
Foretold  so  lately  what  would  come  to  pass, 
When  first  this  tempter  cressed  the  gulf  from  hell. 
I  told  ye  then  he  should  prevail,  and  speed 
On  his  bad  errand;  man  should  be  seduced. 
And  flattered  out  of  all,  believing  li»^ 
Against  his  Maker;  no  dv-cree  of  mine 
Concurrinjx  to  necessitate  his  fall. 
Or  touch  with  lightest  moment  of  impulse 
His  free  will,  to  her  own  inclining  left 
In  even  scale.     But  fallen  he  is;  ond  now 
What  rests,  but  that  the  mortal  sentence  pass 
On  his  tran-gre.ssi(m, — death  denounced  that  day! 
Which  he  presumes  already  vain  and  void. 
Because  not  yet  inflicted,  as  he  feared, 
Bv  some  himiediate  stroke:  but  soon  shall  find 
Forln'arance  no  acqiiittiince,  ere  day  end. 
Justice  shall  not  rrturn  as  kmnty  scornt-d. 
But  whom  send  I  to  jud^e  them?  whom  but  thee, 
Vicc'^enMit  Sonl  to  thee  J  havi'  trunsft/rred 
All  judgment,  whether  in  Heaven,  or  earth,  or 

hell. 
Easy  it  may  l»e  se«Mi  t^at  I  intend 
Mercy  Ci:>lh  ague  with  justice,  sending  tliee, 
Man's  friond,  his  mediator,  bis  drr,i;;ned 
Both  rans4)m  and  nt'decmer  voluntary, 
And  d«>stiiUHl  man  hiin^rlf  to  jud^e  man  fallen." 

So  is[)ak<'  (he  ratlicr,  and  untwlding  bright 
Toward  tlif  Ti«:lit  hand  his  jilorv,  i»n  the  Son 
Blazed  fi.rlh  unt-londcd  Peily  ;  be  full 
Ri'spliiuliTit  all  hi<  Father  Tuauifi'r.t 
Expri-.-^^t'd,  and  thus  divinely  answered  mild 

"  Fcither  etermd,  thine  is  to  dt-crce ; 
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Mine,  botii  in  Heaven  ami  earth,  to  dr.  thy  will 
Supreme;  'hat  thou  in  me,  t!iy  Son  l>i*love»l, 
Mayeut  ever  n*st  well  pleased.     I  j^o  to  judge 
On  earth  these  thy  transgn'siRirs;  hut  lljou  know- 

est, 
Whoever  judged,  tlic  worst  on  me  must  light, 
Wlirn  time  shall  he;  for  so  I  undertook 
Heforc  tl<ee ;  and,  not  reiunting,  this  obtain 
Of  right,  that  I  may  miligatc  their  doom 
On  me  derivtHl ;  yd  I  shall  temjx'r  so 
Justiee  with  Uiercv,  as  mav  illustrate  most 
Them  fully  salisfied,  and  llnre  api»case. 
Attendance  none  shall  need,  nor  train,  where  none 
Are  to  behold  the  judgment,  but  the  judgetl. 
Those  two;  the  thinl  l-est  absent  is cond4;nmed, 
Convict  hv  fliirlit,  and  reln'l  to  all  law: 
Conviction  to  the  seri)ent  none  Ix-longs." 

Thus  saymg,  from  his  radiant  s«?at  lie  rose 
Of  high  collateral  glory:  him  thrones,  and  ix)wer8, 
Princedoms,  and  dominations  miuistrnnt, 
Accom]>anicd  to  Heaven  gate ;  from  whence 
Eden  and  all  the  coast  in  prosj)et^t  lay. 
Down  he  descended  straiglit ;  the  Ri)ei^d  of  gods 
Tinic  counts  not,  though  with  s widest  minutes 

winded. 
Now  was  the  sun  in  western  cadence  low 
From  noon,  and  gentle  airs,  due  at  their  hour, 
To  fan  the  earth  now  wakinl,  and  usiier  in 
The  evening  cool;  when  he,  from  wrath  more  cool, 
Caine  the  mild  Judge,  and  Intercessor  both, 
To  sentence  man:  the  voice  of  Gorl  tliry  heard, 
Now  walking  in  the  ganlen,  by  soft  winds 
Brought  to  their  ears,  while  day  drclined;  they 

heard. 
And  from  his  presence  hid  themselves  among 
The  thickest  tr«»es.  both  man  oud  wife;  till  Go«l, 
Approaching,  tlius  to  Adam  called  aloud. 
"  Where  art  tliou,  Adam,  wont  with  joy  to  nice! 
Mvcominji  seen  far  off]  I  miss  thee  liere, 
Not  pleased,  thus  entertained  witli  solitude, 
Where  obvious  duty  erewhile  appeared  unsought: 
Or  come  1  less  consj»icuous,  or  what  change 
Absents   thee,  or  what  chance  detains '*     Come 

forth." 
He  came,  and  with  him  Eve,  more  loath,  though 

first 
'I'o  offend ;  discountenanced  Ixtth,  and  discomposed: 
Love  was  not  in  their  looks,  either  to  God 
Or  t«)  each  other,.but  apparent  guilt, 
And  shame,  and  perturbation,  and  despair, 
Anjrer,  and  ol>stinacv.  and  hate,  and  z^iWo. 
Whence  A  dam,  faltering  long,  thus  answeri'd  brief: 
"  I  heanl  iheo  in  the  g:jrden,  and  of  thy  voice 
Afraid,  IxMng  naked,  hid  myself."     To  whom 
The  gracious  Judge  without  re\ile  r»^plied: 


When^nf  I  gave  thee  charge  thou  ishouUl^bt  col 
eat  ?" 

To  whom  tlius  Adam,  sore  lii-sti,  replirtL 
"  O  Heaven !  in  evil  strait  this  day  1  Ktanil 
Before  my  Judge,  either  to  untlergo 
Mvsilf  the  total  crime,  or  to  accuse 
My  other  self,  the  jKirtner  of  my  life; 
Whose  failing,  while  her  faith  to  me  remains, 
I  should  conceal,  and  ex{>ose  to  blame 
By  my  com])laint ;  but  strict  necessity 
SuIhIucs  me,  and  calamitous  constraint, 
I..est  on  my  head  lK)th  sin  and  punishment, 
However  insu[)]iortable,  be  nil 
Devolved ;  though,  should  I  hold  my  peace,  yet  thoa 
Wouldst  easilv  detect  what  I  conceal. 
This  woman,  whom  thou  mad*stto  be  my  help, 
And  gav*st  me  as  thy  i»erfcct  gifl,  so  gooil, 
So  fit,  so  acceptable,  so  divine, 
That  from  her  hand  I  could  susfiect  no  iU, 
And  what  she  did,  whatever  in  itself, 
Her  doing  seemed  to  justify  the  deed ; 
She  gave  me  of  the  tree,  and  I  did  eat. 

To  whom  the  sovereign  Presence  thus  replied. 
"  Was  she  thy  God,  that  her  thou  didst  olicy 
Before  his  voice,  or  was  she  made  thy  guide, 
Sui)erior,  or  but  equal,  that  to  her 
Thou  didst  resign  thy  manhood,  and  the  place 
Wherein  God  set  thee  alx>ve  her  made  of  thee, 
And  for  thee,  whose  i)erfection  far  excelled 
Hers  in  all  real  dignity  1    Adomeil 
She  was  indeed,  and  lovely,  to  attract 
Thy  love,  not  thy  subjection;  and  her  gifts 
Were  such  as  under  government  well  8e«>med, 
ITnseendy  to  l»ear  rule,  which  was  thy  part 
And  person,  hadst  thou  known  thyself  aright." 

So  having  said,  he  thus  to  Eve  in  few. 
"  Say,  woman,  what  is  this  which  thou  hast  done!* 

To   whom   sad   Eve,  with  shame  nigh  over- 
whelmed, 
r'onfessin;?  s<^on.  vet  not  In-fore  her  Judiro 
Bold  or  loquacious,  thus  abashed  replied. 
"  The  serjX'nt  me  Iw^guiled,  and  I  did  eat." 

Which  when  the  Lord  G(h1  heard,  without  dc!aj 
To  judgment  he  pn)ceeded  on  the  accused 
Serp<nt,  though  brute,  unable  to  transfer 
The  guilt  (m  him  who  made  him  instrument 
Of  mischief,  and  jiolluted  from  the  end 
Of  his  creation:  justly  tlien  accursed 
Asvhiated  in  nature:  more  to  know 
C«>ncerned  not  man  (since  he  no  further  knew 
Nor  altered  hi.-*  offence  ■  vet  God  at  last 
To  Satan,  first  in  sin,  his  dixmi  applied, 
Though  in  mysterious  terms,  judged  as  then  liMt 
And  on  tlie  s«rpent  thus  his  curse  lf?l  fall. 

"  Becau'se  t]»ou  hast  done  this,  thou  art  accursed 


"  Vy  voice  thou  oft  liast  heard,  and  hnst  not  feared,  Alwve  all  cattle,  eacli  In-ast  of  the  field; 


But  still  rejoiced;  how  is  it  now  hceoiiM? 
Bodreadtui  to  thee?  lliat  thou  art  nnked,  who 
Hith  told  thee  ?  hast  thou  eaten  of  the  tnn) 


XTl»on  thy  N-lIy  gnixellinjr  thou  shalt  go, 

And  dust  thou  shalt  eat  all  the  days  of  thy  life. 

Between  thee  and  the  wonian  1  will  put 
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Enmity,  and  lictween  thine  and  her  need; 
Her  seed  shall  bruiso  thy  head,  thou  bruiao  his 
heel." 

So  spake  thi^  oracle,  then  verified 
AVhen  Jesus,  son  of  Mary,  second  Eve, 
Saw  Satan  fall,  like  lightning,  down  fmin  Heaven, 
Prince  of  the  air;  then,  rising  from  his  grave, 
Spoiled  principalities  and  (x>wers,  triumphed 
In  open  show,  and,  with  ascension  bright, 
Captivity  led  captive  througli  the  air, 
Tlic  realm  itself  of  Satan  long  usurped, 
Whom  he  shall  tread  at  last  under  our  feet; 
Even  he  who  now  foretold  his  fatal  bruise; 
And  to  the  woman  thus  his  sentence  turned. 

'*  Thy  sorrow  I  will  greatly  multiply 
By  thy  conception:  children  thou  shall  bring 
In  sorrow  forth;  and  to  thy  husband's  will 
Thine  sliall  submit;  he  over  thee  shall  rule.'* 

On  Adam  last  thus  judgment  he  pronounced: 
*'  Becauiie  thou  hast  hearkened  to  the  voice  of  thy 

And  eaten  of  the  tree  concerning  which 
J  charged  thee,  saying, '  Thou  shalt  not  eat  thereof:' 
Cursed  is  the  ground  for  thy  sake;  thou  in  sorrow 
Shalt  eat  thereof  all  the  days  of  thy  life; 
Thorns  also  and  thistles  it  shall  bring  thee  forth 
UnUd;  and  thou  shalt  eat  the  herb  of  the  field; 
In  the  sweat  of  thy  face  shalt  thou  eat  bread, 
Till  tliou  return  unto  the  ground;  for  thou 
Out  of  the  ground  wast  taken,  know  tiiy  birth, 
Fur  dust  thou  art,  and  shalt  to  dust  return." 

So  judged  he  man,  both  Judge  and  Saviour  sent ; 
And  the  instant  stroke  of  death  denounced  that 

day 
Removed  (ar  off;  then,  pitying  how  they  stood 
Bi-fore  him  naked  to  the  air,  that  now 
Must  sunbr  change,  disdained  not  to  begin 
Thenceforth  the  form  of  servant  to  assume. 
As  when  he  washed  his  servants'  feet;  so  now. 
As  father  of  liis  family,  he  clad 
Their  nakedness  with  skins  of  beasts,  or  slain ; 
Or  as  the  snake  with  youthful  coat  repaid ; 
And  thought  not  much  to  clothe  his  enemies: 
Nor  he  their  outward  only  with  the  skms 
Of  beasts,  but  inward  nakedness  much  more 
Opprobrious,  with  his  rube  of  righteousness 
Arraying,  covered  from  his  Father's  sight. 
Tu  Lini  with  swifl  ascent  he  up  returned, 
Into  his  blissful  bosom  reossumed 
In  glor>',  as  of  old ;  to  him  ap))oased 
Ail,  thougii  all-knowing,  whut  hud  passed  with 

man 
Kt-OMinted,  mixing  intercession  sweet. 

Mi-anwhile  ere  thus  was  sinned  and  judged  on 
earth, 
Wil!:ia  tiie  gates  of  lii'Il  sut  Sin  niid  Doatli, 
In  txiunti/fvicw  wlthui  the  gntr.s,  tliat  now 
Stiiod  o|j4-ii  wide,  iH-'kliing  outm^^coui  Ihiine 
Viix  iitto  Cii^io.s,  since  tlu-  llc-ud  pa^sc^d  through, 


Sin  opening ;  who  thus  now  to  Death  began. 

"  O  son,  why  sit  we  here  each  other  viewing 
Idly,  while  Satan,  our  great  author,  thrives 
In  other  worlds,  and  happier  seat  provides 
For  us,  his  offspring  dearl    It  c^nn  not  be 
But  that  success  attends  him;  if  mishap. 
Ere  this  he  hail  ri'turned,  with  fury  driven 
By  his  ^avengers,  since  no  place  like  this 
Can  fit  his  punishment  or  their  revenge. 
Methinks  I  fwl  new  strength  within  me  rise. 
"Wings  growhig,  and  dominion  given  me  largs 
Beyond  tliis  deep;  whatever  draws  mc  on, 
Or  sympathy,  or  some  unnatural  force, 
Powerful  at  greatest  distance  to  unite. 
With  set'ret  amity,  things  of  like  kind. 
By  secrt^test  conveyance.     Tlipu  my  shade 
Inseparable,  must  with  mc  long: 
For  Death  from  Sin  no  power  can  separate. 
But  lest  the  difficulty  of  passing  back 
Stay  his  return  perbaiw  over  this  gulf 
Impassable,  imi)ervious,  let  us  try 
Adventurous  work,  yet  to  thy  power  and  mine 
Not  unagreeable,  to  found  a  path 
Over  this  main  from  hell  to  that  new  world. 
Where  Satan  now  prevails;  a  monument 
Of  merit  high  to  all  the  infernal  host. 
Easing  their  passage  hence,  for  intercourse. 
Or  transmigration,  as  their  lot  shall  lead. 
Nor  can  I  miss  the  way,  so  strongly  drawn 
Bv  this  new  felt  attraction  and  instinct." 

Whom  thus  the  meagre  shadow  answered  sacn 
"  Go  whither  fate  and  inclination  strong 
Leads  thee ;  I  sliall  not  lag  Ix'hind,  nor  err 
The  way,  thou  leading;  such  a  scent  I  draw 
Of  carnage,  prey  innumerable,  and  taste 
The  savour  of  death  from  all  tinners  there  that  live: 
Nor  shall  I  to  the  work  thou  enterprisest, 
Be  wanting,  but  afford  thee  equa)  aid." 

So  saying,  with  delight  he  snuffed  the  smell 
Of  mortal  change  on  earth.     As  when  a  flock 
Of  ravenous  fowl,  thouijh  many  a  leajruc  remote 
Against  the  day  of  battle,  to  a  field, 
Wiiere  armies  lie  encami)ed,  come  flying,  lured 
With  scent  of  linng  carcnsses  designed 
For  death,  the  following  day,  in  bltxHly  fight: 
So  scented  the  grim  feature,  and  upturned 
His  nostril  wide  into  the  murky  air, 
Sagacious  of  his  quarry  from  so  far. 
Then  both  from  out  hell  gates  into  the  waste 
^Vidc  anarchy  of  Chaos,  damp  and  dark, 
Flew  diverse,  and  with  jwwer  (their  jwwer  was 

great) 
Hovering  ujjon  the  wati^rs,  what  they  met 
Solid  or  sliniv,  as  in  nijjinu  sea 
Tost  uj»  and  down,  t«>gcthor  crowded  drove 
From  each  side  shonlinLj  towards  the  mouth  of  hell: 
!  As  when  two  polar  winds,  Mowin<j  adverse 
'ITlH>n  the  Cnuiian  sea,  together  drive 
Mountains  of  ice,  that  stop  th'  imagined  wav 
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Bi'yond  PeUora  cattward,  to  tlic  rich 
Cathaian  coast     I'lic  aggregated  soil 
Death  with  his  mace  petriiic,  cohl  and  dry, 
Ai»  whh  a  trident  sniote,  ami  fixed  as  firm 
As  IX'Ios,  floating  once;  the  rest  his  look 
Bound  with  Gorgonian  rigour  not  to  niovo ; 
And  with  asphaltic  slime,  broad  aa  the  gate, 
Deep  to  the  roots  of  hell  the  gathered  beach 
They  fastened,  and  the  mole  immense  wrought  on 
Over  the  foaming  deep  high  arched,  a  bridge 
Of  length  prodigious,  joining  to  the  wall 
Immoveable  of  this  now  fenceless  worid, 
Forfeit  to  Death ;  from  hence  a  past»igc  broad, 
Smooth,  easy,  inoffensive,  down  to  hell. 
So,  if  great  things  to  small  may  be  compared, 
Xerxes,  the  lilwrty  of  Greece  to  yoke, 
From  Susa,  his  Memnonian  palace  high. 
Came  to  the  sea,  and,  over  Hellespont 
Bridging  his  way,  Euroiw  with  Asia  joined, 
And  scourged  with  many  a  stroke  the  indignant 

waves. 
Now  had  they  brought  the  work  by  wondrous  art 
Pontifical,  a  ridge  of  i)endent  rock, 
Over  the  vexed  abyss,  following  the  track 
Of  Satan  to  the  self-sanie  place  where  he 
First  lightcii  from  his  wing,  and  liinded  safe 
Fn>m  out  of  Chaos,  to  the  QulKidi^  bare 
Of  this  round  world:  with  pins  of  adamant 
And  chains  they  made  nil  fust,  too  fast  they  made 
And  durable;  and  now  in  little  space 
The  confines  met  of  empyrean  Heaven, 
And  of  this  world,  and,  on  the  lefl  hand,  hell 
With  long  reach  interposed;  tlirec  st^veral  ways 
In  sight,  to  each  of  these  three  places  led. 
And  now  their  way  to  earth  they  had  descried, 
To  Paradise  first  tending,  when,  iK'hold ! 
Satan,  in  likeness  of  an  angel  briglit, 
Betwixt  the  Centaur  and  th«i  Scorijion  storing 
His  ziMiith,  while  the  sun  in  Arii^  rose : 
Disguised  he  came;  but  those  his  cliildren  dear 
Their  parent  soon  discerned,  thougli  in  disguise. 
He.  after  Eve  s(*duced,  unminded  slunk 
Into  the  wood  fast  by,  and,  changing  sliapo 
To  obsenc  the  wjquel,  saw  his  guileful  act 
By  Eve,  though  all  unweeting,  seconded 
U|M>n  her  huslmnd,  saw  their  shame  that  sought 
Vain  covertures;  but  when  he  saw  descend 
The  Son  of  Gotl  to  judge  them,  terrified 
He  fled ;  no'  hoping  to  escajw,  but  shun 
The  present,  fearing,  guilty,  what  his  wrath 
Might  suddenly  iiinicl;  tliat  past,  rttunuHl 
T$v  nigh.,  and  listening  where  the  hapless  pair 
Sat  ill  their  sad  discourse,  and  various  plaint, 
Thence  gathered  hLsown  doom,  which  understood 
N(»t  nii«t.aiit,  but  of  future  time,  with  joy 
And  tidings  fraught,  to  lull  he  now  returned ; 
And  at  the  brink  nf  Chaos,  ne:ir  the  foot 
Of  this  new  Wondrous  {Mntifiee,  unlioiK'd 
Met,,  who  ti;  meet  him  came  his  oll-pring  dear. 


Great  joy  was  at  their  meeting,  and  at  siglit 
Of  that  siU}tendous  bridge  his  joy  increasi  d. 
Long  he  admiring  stood,  till  Sin,  his  fair 
Enchanting  daughter,  thus  the  silence  broke. 

"  O  parent,  these  are  thy  magnific  deeds, 
Thy  tro])hies,  which  thou  viewcst  as  not  thins 

own; 
Thou  art  their  author  and  prime  arcliltcct: 
For  I  no  sooner  in  my  heart  divined ; 
My  heart,  which  by  a  secret  harmony 
Still  moves  witli  thine,  joined  in  connexion  Bweet| 
That  thou  on  earth  had'st  prospered,  which  thj 

looks 
Now  also  evidence,  but  straight  I  felt, 
Though  distant  from  thee  worlds  between,  yet 

felt, 
That  I  nmst  after  thee,  with  this  thy  son ; 
Such  fatal  consequence  unites  usthn*e! 
Ilell  could  no  longer  hold  us  in  her  bounds, 
Nor  this  unvoyageable  gulf  oliscure 
Detain  from  following  t]iY  illustrious  track. 
Thcu  hast  achieved  our  liberty,  confined 
Within  hell  gates  till  now;  thou  us  cuqioworcd 
To  fortify  thus  far,  and  overlay 
"With  this  portentous  bridge  the  dark  abyss. 
Thine  now  is  all  this  world;  thy  \irtue  hath  won 
What  thy  hands  builded  not,  thy  wisdom  gained 
With  otlds  what  war  hath  lost,  and  fully  avenged 
Our  foil  in  Heaven;   hero  thou  shalt  monarch 

reign, 
Thero  didst  not ;  there  let  him  still  victor  sway; 
As  battle  hath  adjudged ;  from  this  new  world 
Retiring,  by  his  own  doom  alienatinl ; 
And  henceforth  monarchy  with  thee  divide 
Of  all  things,  parted  by  th'  empyreal  bounds, 
His  quadrature,  from  thy  orbicular  world, 
Or  try  thee  now  more  dangerous  to  his  throne." 
Whom  thus  the  prince  of  darkness  answered 
glad, 
"  Fair  daughter,  and  thou  son  and  grandchild 

lK>tll, 

Hiijh  proof  ye  now  have  given  to  be  the  race 

Of  Satan  (for  I  glory  in  the  name. 

Antagonist  of  Heaven':*  almighty  King,) 

Amply  have  merited  of  Joe,  of  all 

Th'  hifernul  empire,  that  so  near  Heaven's  door 

Triumplud  with  triumphal  act  have  met, 

Mine  with  this  glorious  work,  and  niiulc  one  realm 

Hell  and  this  world,  one  realm,  one  continent 

Of  easy  thoroughfare.     Tlierefon*,  wliile  I 

Descend   throu;;h  darkness,  on  your  '>3ad  with 

ease. 
To  my  associate  powers,  them  to  acq>..aint 
With  tliesj*  sucassea,  and  with  them  rejoice; 
You  two  this  way,  among  these  nuiiierous  orLwi, 
All  youra  right  down  to  Paradise  descend; 
There  dwell  and  reign  in  bliss;  thence  on  the 

earth 
Domiuiou  cxereiso  and  in  the  air, 
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Chiefly  on  man,  sole  lord  of  all  dcclaiptl;' 

Him  ^rst  make  sure  your  thrall,  and  lastly  kill. 

My  iiuWtitutrs  I  send  yo,  and  croatc 

Plenipotcnt  on  earth,  of  matchless  might 

I«s>aing  from  rac :  on  your  joint  vigour  now 

My  hold  of  this  new  kingdom  all  depends, 

Through  Sin  to  Death  exposed  by  ray  exploit. 

If  your  joint  power  prevail,  th'  affairs  of  hell 

Xo  detriment  need  fear;  go,  and  l>c  strong!" 

So  saying,  he  dismissed  them ;  they  with  speed 

Their  course  through  thickest  constellations  held, 

Spreading  their  bane;  the  blasted  stars  looked  wan, 

And  planets,  planet-struck,  real  cclipso 

Then  suffered.    Th*  other  way  Satan  went  down 

The  cnuscy  to  hell  gate:  on  either  side 

Disparte<1  Chaos  overbuilt  exclaimed. 

And  with  reboundinjx  sur^ie  the  bars  assailed. 

That  scorned  Iiis  indignation :  through  the  gate, 

Wide  open  and  unguarded  Satan  passed, 

And  all  about  found  desolate;  for  tliose 

Appointed  to  sit  there  had  left  their  charge, 

Flown  to  the  upper  world ;  the  rest  were  all 

Far  to  the  inland  retireil  about  the  walls 

Of  Pandemonium,  city  and  proud  seat 

Of  Lucifer,  so  by  allusion  called 

Of  that  bright  star  to  Satan  paragoned. 

There  kept  their  watch  the  legions,  while  the  grand 

In  council  sat,  solicitous  what  chance 

Might  intercept  their  emperor  sent ;  so  he 

Departing  gave  command,  and  they  ol>served 

As  when  the  Tartar  from  his  Russian  foe, 

By  Artracan  over  the  snowy  plains 

Retires,  or  Bactrian  sophi,  from  the  horns 

Of  Turkish  crescent,  leaves  all  waste  beyond 

The  realm  of  Aladule,  in  his  retreat 

To  Tauris  or  Casl)een :  so  these,  the  late 

Heaven  banished  host^  left  desert  utmost  hell 

Many  a  dark  league,  reduced  in  careful  watch 

Round  their  metropolis,  and  now  exjxjcting 

Each  hour  their  great  adventurer,  from  the  search 

Of  foreign  worlds :  he  through  the  midst  unmarked 

In  bhow  plclfcian  angel  militant 

Of  lowest  order,  passed ;  and  from  the  door 

Of  that  Plutonian  hall,  invisible 

Ascends  liis  high  throne ;  which,  under  state 

Of  ricliest  texture  spread,  at  th'  upper  end 

Was  placed  in  regal  lustre.    Down  awhile 

He  8.it,  and  round  about  him  saw  unseen : 

At  last  as  from  a  cloud,  his  fulgent  head 

Aiv]  8ha{ie  star  bright  api>eared,  or  brighter;  clad 

With  what  [wrmisBive  gb>ry  since  his  fall 

Was  left  him,  or  false  glitter :  all  amnzed 

At  that  so  sudden  blaze,  the  Stygian  throng 

Ei*nt  their  aspect,  and  whom  they  wished  beheld, 

Their  mighty  chief  returned :  loud  was  the  acchdm: 

Forth  rushed  in  haste  the  great  consulting  jveers, 

Rjodcd  from  their  dark  divan,  and  with  like  joy 

Con^jratulant  a])proached  hiiu,  who  with  hand 

fiiknce  and  with  these  words  attention,  won. 

K 


"Thrones,  dominations,  princedoms,   virtues, 
powers, 
For  in  possesfuon  such  not  only  of  right, 
I  call  ye,  and  declare  ye  now ;  returned. 
Successful  beyond  hope,  to  lead  ye  forth 
Triumphant  out  of  this  infernal  pit 
Aliominable,  accurstnl,  the  house  of  wo. 
And  dungeon  of  our  tyrant :  now  possess 
As  lords,  a  spacious  world,  to  our  native  Heaven 
Little  infl^rior,  by  my  adventure  hard 
With  peril  great  achieved.    Long  were  to  tell 
What  I  have  dune,  what  suffered,  with  what  patQ 
Voyaged  the  unreal,  vast,  unl)oundcd  deep 
Of  horrible  confusion,  over  whicli 
By  Sin  an«l  Death  a  broad  way  now  is  paved, 
To  exi^dite  yomr  glorious  march ;  but  I 
Toiled  out  my  uncouth  passage,  forced  to  ride 
The  untractable  abyss,  plunged  in  the  womb 
Of  unoriginal  night  and  Chaos  wild. 
That,  jealous  of  their  secrets  fiercely  opposed 
My  journey  strange,  with  clamorous  uproar 
Protesting  Fate  supremo;  thence  how  I  found 
The  new  created  world,  which  fame  in  Heaven 
Long  had  foretold,  a  fabric  wonderful 
Of  altsolute  perfection ;  therein  man 
Placed  in  a  Paradise,  by  our  exile 
Made  hapi»y :  him  by  fraud  I  have  seduced 
From  his  Creator,  and,  the  more  to  increase 
Your  wonder,  with  an  apple ;  he,  thereat 
Offended,  worth  your  laughter!  hath  given  up 
Both  his  Iwloved  man  and  all  his  world. 
To  Sin  and  Death  a  prey,  and  so  to  us. 
Without  our  hazard,  labour,  or  alarm. 
To  range  in,  and  to  dwell,  and  over  man 
To  rule,  'as  over  all  he  should  have  ruUnl. 
True  is,  me  also  he  hath  judge<l,  or  rather 
Me  not,  but  the  brute  serpent  in  whoso  shape 
Man  1  dweived:  that  which  to  me  beloujis 
Is  enmity,  which  he  will  put  lK?tween 
Me  and  mankind ;  I  am  to  bnu'sc  his  heel ; 
His  seed,  when  is  not  set,  shall  bniise  my  head : 
A  world  who  would  not  purchase  with  a  bruise, 
Or  much  more  grievous  pain  ?  Ye  have  the  ac^roimt 
Of  my  perfonnancc ;  what  remains,  ye  gods. 
But  up,  and  enter  now  into  full  bliss !" 

So  having  said,  awhile  he  stood,  expecting 
Their  universal  shout^  and  hi^h  .'ipplause, 
To  fill  his  ear;  when,  contrary,  ho  hears 
On  all  sides,  from  mnumerablc  tongues, 
A  dismal  universal  hiss,  the  sound 
Of  public  scorn ;  he  wondered,  but  not  long 
Had  leisure,  wondering  at  hinis»Mf  now  more 
His  visage  drawn  he  felt  to  sliarp  and  spare ; 
His  arms  clung  to  his  ribs ;  his  legs  intwinin:; 
Each  other,  till  KUj)i)lanted  down  he  fell 
A  monstn)Us  siTpont  on  his  belly  prone, 
Reluctant,  but  in  vain ;  a  greater  jyowct 
Now  ruled  him,  punislicd  in  the  shape  he  sinncdi 
According  to  his  doom :  he  would  have  spoke, 
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I5m  hW  for  iiwi  n'turnrd  with  forkt'd  tongue 
To  fnrk<'<!  li>n:riir,  for  now  were  all  transformed 
Alike,  to  serpents  nil,  na  accewwries 
To  thiH  I.»old  riot :  dreadful  was  the  din 
Of  IjiHsiri"  tliTou^h  tlie  hall,  thirk  Kwarining  now 
With  rninpru'atcd  nionsterj*  head  and  tail, 
Scorpion,  an  J  n!*p,  and  onjphbjhma  dire, 
CerarttcB  horned,  Ilydrus  and  F.\0[»  drear. 
And  Dip»»a«  (not  fo  tliirk  Bwamied  onee  the  eoil 
Bedropt  with  Mofxl  of  Gorgon,  or  the  isle 
Ophiusa,)  l)ut  still  greatest  lie  tlio  inidirt, 
Now  dra«ron  <rrown,  larjier  than  whom  the  sun 
Engenderetl  m  the  Pvihian  vale  on  slime. 
Huge  Python,  and  his  power  no  lew  he  seemed 
Above  the  rest  still  to  retain;  they  all 
Him  followed,  L-suing  forth  to  the  open  field, 
Where  all  vet  left  of  that  revolte«l  rout, 
Heaven  fallen,  in  i;t:ition  stood  or  just  array, 
SuMimc  withexpeetation  when  to  see 
In  triumph  issuing  forth  their  glorious  chief: 
Thev  saw,  hut  other  siffht  instead  !  a  crowd 
Of  ugly  seri)erits ;  horror  on  them  fell. 
And  horrid  sympathy ;  for  what  they  saw 
Thev  fell  themselves  now  changing ;  down  their 

arms, 
Down  fell  both  spear  and  shield,  down  they  as  fast, 
And  tlie  dire  hiss  renewed,  and  thft  dire  form, 
Catehcd  hy  contagion,  like  in  punishment. 
As  in  their  crime.     Thus  was  the  applause  they 

meant, 
Turned  to  exploding  hiss,  triumph  to  shame, 
Cast  on  themselves  from  their  own  mouths.    There 

8too<l 
A  grove  hanl  l»y,  spning  up  with  this  their  change, 
His  will  who  reigns  almve,  to  aggravate 
Their  penance,  laden  with  fair  fruit,  like  that 
Which  grew  in  ParadiHC,  the  bait  of  Eve 
Used  by  the  tempter;  on  that  j)rosi)Cct  strange 
Their  earnest  eyes  they  fixed,  imagining 
For  one  forbidden  tree  a  multituile 
Now  risen,  to  work  them  further  wo  or  shame; 
Yet,  parched  with  scalding  thirst  nn<l  hunger  fierce, 
Though  to  delude  them  sent,  could  not  alwtain; 
But  on  they  rolled  in  heaps,  and,  up  the  trees 
Climbing,  sat  thicker  than  the  snaky  locks 
That  curled  Megaira:  greedily  they  plucketl 
The  frnitige  fair  to  sight,  like  that  which  grew 
Near  that  bituminous  lake  where  Sotlom  flixmed; 
This  more  delusive,  not  the  touch,  but  taste 
Deceived ;  tliey,  fondly  thinking  to  allay 
Their  apjietite  with  gust,  instead  of  fruit 
Chewed  bitter  ashes,  which  the  ofTmded  taste 
With  spattenng  noise  rejected  :  oft  they  assayed,  ^ 
Hunger  and  thirst  constraining ;  drugged  as  oft, 
With  hatefullesl  disrelish  writhed  tlu-ir  jaws, 
With  boot  and  cinders  fillecl ;  so  oft  they  fell 
Into  the  same  illusion,  not  as  man 
Whom  they  triumphed  once  la])sed.     Thus  were 

they  plagued 


And  woni  with  famine,  long  and  ceaseless  hisi^' 
Till  their  lost  shape.  i)ennitted,  they  n^umed; 
Yearly  enjoined,  some  say,  to  undei^o 
This  annual  humbling  certain  numlx^red  daji, 
To  dash  their  pride,  and  joy  for  man  seduced 
However,  so»ne  trailition  they  dispersed 
Among  the  hnathen  of  their  purchase  got, 
And  fabled  how  the  serpent,  whom  they  callca 
Ophion,  with  Eurynome,  the  wide 
Fncnwching  Eve  perhaps,  had  first  the  rule 
Of  high  Olympus,  thence  by  Saturn  driven 
And  Ops,  ere  yet  Dirta*an  Jove  was  Iwrn. 

Meanw  hile  in  Paradise  the  hellish  pair 
Too  soon  arrived ;  Sin,  there  in  power  befoxv, 
Once  actual,  now  in  Inxly,  and  to  dwell 
Habitual  habitant ;  iH'liind  her  Death, 
Close  follr>wing  pace  for  pac^,  not  mounted  yet 
On  his  pale  horse:  to  whom  Sin  thuslH^gan. 

"  Second  of  Satan  sprung,  all-conquering  Death! 
"Wliat  thinkest  thou  of  our  empire  new,  thoujrh 

earneil 
With  travel  difficult,  not  k^tter  far 
Than  still  at  hell's  dark  tlm^shold  t'  have  sat  watch, 
Unname<l.  undreadcd.  and  thvself  half  stanedT* 

Whom  thus  the  sin-bom  monster  answtTrod  socni: 
"  To  me,  who  with  eternal  famine  pine, 
Alike  is  hell,  or  Paradise,  or  Heaven ; 
There  Iwst,  where  most  with  ravin  I  may  meet; 
Which  here,  though  plenteous,  all  too  little  sccini 
To  stuff  this  maw,  this  vast  unhidehound  corpse." 

To  whom  the  incestuous  mother  tlius  replied. 
"  Thou  thert^fore  on  these  herbs,  and  fruit<  and 

flowers 
Feed  first ;  on  each  heast  next,  and  fish,  and  fowl; 
No  homely  morsels !  and  whatever  thing 
The  scythe  of  Time  mows  down,  devour  unsparcd; 
Till  I,  in  man  resiiling,  through  the  race. 
His  thoughts,  his  lo«iks,  wortls,  actions  all  infect, 
And  season  him  thy  last  and  sweetest  prey." 

This  snid,  they  lH>th  Iwtot^k  them  several  ways, 
Both  to  di^stroy,  or  unimmortal  make 
All  kinds,  and  for  destruction  to  mature 
Sooner  or  later :  which  the  Almighty  seeing, 
From  his  transcendent  seat  the  saints  amon^, 
To  those  bright  onlers  uttered  thus  his  voice. 

"  See  with  what  heat  these  dogs  of  hell  advance 
To  waste  and  havoc  yonder  world,  which  I 
So  fair  and  gwwl  creatrd,  and  had  still 
Kept  in  that  state,  had  not  the  folly  of  man 
L<'t  in  these  wasteful  furies,  who  impute 
Folly  to  me;  so  doth  the  ])rince  of  hell 
And  his  adherents,  that  with  so  much  case 
I  suffer  them  to  enter  and  possess 
A  place  so  heaveidy,  an<l,  comiiving,  seem 
To  gratify  my  scornful  eneniies. 
That  laugh,  as  if,  transported  with  some  fit 
Of  j>assion,  I  to  them  had  quitUni  all, 
At  random  yicMcd  up  to  their  misrule; 


!  And  know  not  that  I  called,  and  drew  them  thitlwk 
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.  My  hell- hounds,  to  lick  up  the  drnffand  filth 
Which  man's  polluting  pin  with  taint  hath  shcnl 
On  what  was  pure ;  till,  cranuned  and  gorged,  nigh 

burst 
With  sucked  and  glutted  offal,  at  one  sling 
Of  thy  victorious  arm,  well-pleasing  Son, 
Both  Sin,  and  Death,  and  yawning  grave,  at  last, 
Through  Chaos  hurled,  ol>struct  the  mouth  of  hell 
For  ever,  and  seal  up  hirf  ravenous  jaws. 
Then  Heaven  and  earth  renewed  shall  bo  made 

pure 
To  sanctity,  that  shall  receive  no  stain : 
Till  then,  the  curse  pronounced  on  both  precedes." 

He  ended  and  the  Heavenly  audience  loud 
Sang  hallelujah,  as  the  sound  of  seas, 
Through  multitude  that  sung :  "  Just  arc  thy  ways, 
Righteous  are  thy  decrees  on  all  thy  works ; 
Who  can  extenuate  theeT*  Next,  to  the  Son, 
*■  Destined  Restorer  of  mankind,  by  whom 
New  Heaven  and  earth  shall  to  the  ages  rise. 
Or  down  from  Heaven  descend."    Such  was  their 

song; 
While  the  Creator,  calling  forth  by  name 
His  mighty  angels,  gave  them  several  charge, 
As  sorted  best  with  present  tilings.     The  sun 
Had  first  his*  precept  so  to  move,  .so  sliine. 
As  might  aflixt  the  earth  with  cold  and  heat 
Scarce  tolerable,  and  from  the  north  to  call 
Decrepit  winter,  from  the  south  to  bring 
Solstitial  summer's  heat.    To  the  blank  moon 
Her  ofHcc  they  prescribed ;  to  th'  other  five 
Their  planetary  motions  atid  aspects. 
In  sextilc,  square,  and  trine,  and  opposite, 
Of  noxious  cfTicacy,  and  when  to  join 
In  synod  unbenign ;  and  taught  the  fixed 
Their  influence  malignant  when  to  shower, 
Which  of  them  rising  with  the  sun,  or  falling 
Should  prove  tempestuous :  to  the  winds  they  set 
Their  comers,  when  with  bluster  to  confound 
Sea,  air,  and  shore ;  the  thunder  when  to  roll 
With  terror  through  the  dark  aerial  hall. 
Sooie  say  he  bid  his  angels  turn  askance 
The  poles  of  earth  twice  ten  degrees  and  more 
From  the  8un*s  axle;  they  with  labour  pushed 
ObGque  the  centric  globe :  some  say  the  sun 
Was  bid  turn  reins  from  th'  equinoctial  road 
Like  distant  breadth  to  Taurus  with  the  seven 
Atlantic  Sisters,  and  the  Spartan  Twins, 
Up  to  the  Tropic  Crab ;  thence  down  amain 
By  Lro,  and  the  Virgin,  and  the  Scales, 
Am  deep  as  Capricorn,  to  bring  in  change 
Of  seasons  to  each  clime ;  else  had  the  spring 
Perpetual  smiled  on  earth  with  vemant  flowers, 
Equal  in  days  and  nights,  except  to  those 
B«3'ond  the  polar  circles ;  to  them  day 
Had  onbenighted  shone,  while  the  low  sun, 
To  reoonipensc  his  distance,  in  their  sight 
Had  rounded  htill  the  horizon,  and  not  known 
Ot  east  rr  west;  which  had  forbid  the  snow 


From  cold  Frtotiland,  and  south  as  fur 
Beneath  Mag--ll;in.     At  th.it  tnsfrd  fruit 
I  The  pun,  ps  from  Thyesti.m  bnnf|i?rt,  turnetl 
His  conr«e  intended;  else,  how  had  the  world 
Tnhnbitrd,  tliough  6inl<*<is,  more  tlian  now, 
Avoided  pinching  cold  and  scorching  boat? 
These  cliaiigcs  in  the  Iloavons,  though  slow,  pro* 

duced 
Like  change  on  sea  and  land;  sideml  blast, 
Vapour,  and  mist,  and  exhalation  hot, 
Cortiipt  and  pestilent :  now  from  the  north 
Of  Nonmibega,  and  the  Sainoed  shore, 
Bursting  their  brazen  dungeon,  armed  with  ioc. 
And  snow,  and  hail,  and  stormy  gust  and  flaw, 
Boreas,  and  Co'cijis.  and  Ar^ostes  loud. 
And  Thrascias,  rond  the  woods,  and  seas  upturn" 
With  adverse  blast  upturns  thj*m  from  the  south 
Notufl,  and  Afrr  l»lack  with  thunderous  clolids 
From  Sorraliona ;  thwart  of  thosf*,  as  fierce 
Forth  rush  the  Levant  and  Ponent  winds, 
Furn.s  and  Zephyr,  with  their  lateral  noise. 
Sirocco,  and  Tiiliecchio.     Thus  bejjan 
Outrage  from  lifeless  thinjrs ;  but  Discord  first, 
Dauirhtcr  of  Sin,  amontj  th' irrational 
Death  introduced,  through  fierce  antipathy; 
Beast  now  with  beast  'gan  war,  and  fowl  with 

fowl, 
And  fii?h  with  fish ;  to  graze  the  herb  all  leading. 
DevouTi'd  each  other;  nor  stood  much  in  awe 
Of  man,  but  fled  him,  or,  with  countenance  rrrim 
Glared  on  him  passing.    These  were  from  without 
The  growing  miseries,  which  Adam  saw 
Already  in  part,  though  hid  in  gloomiest  shade, 
To  sorrow  abandoned,  but  worse  felt  wit'.iin ; 
And,  in  a  troubled  sea  of  passion  tossed,   • 
Thus  to  disburden  sought  with  sad  complaint. 

"  O  miserable  of  happy  !  is  this  the  end 
Of  this  new  glorious  world,  and  me  so  lato 
The  glor}^  of  that  glory,  who  now  Ivrome 
Accursed  of  l)les^*ed !  hide  me  from  the  face 
Of  Gotl,  whom  to  l)ehold  was  then  mv  heiirht 
Of  hapj)iness !  yet  well,  if  here  would  end 
The  misery;  I  deseneil  it,  and  would  l>ear 
Aly  own  deservings ;  but  this  will  not  sen'c: 
All  that  1  eat  or  drink,  or  shall  l)eget. 
Is  j)ropagated  curse.     O  voice,  once  heard 
Delightfully,  Increase  and  multipli/, 
Now  death  to  hrarl  f^r  what  can  1  increase 
Or  multiply,  but  cursu^s  on  my  head  ? 
Who  of  all  agt^  to  succeetl^  but,  feeling 
The  evil  on  him  bnnight  by  me,  will  curse 
My  head  1  111  fare  our  ancestor  imj)ure. 
For  this  we  may  thank  Adam  !  but  his  thanks 
Shall  be  the  execration  :  so.  bcvsides 
Mine  own  that  bidn  ufwm  me,  all  from  mo 
Shall  with  a  fierce  reflux  on  me  rebound. 
On  me,  as  on  their  natural  centre  light 
Heavy,  though  in  their  place.     O  fleeting ^ryt 
Of  Paradise,  dear  bought  w'lh  lusting  woes' 
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Did  I  rrqur'^t  ther.  Maker,  fmrn  mv  clny 
To  mnulji  mo  man?  dM  I  Bol'n'it  iIuhj 
From  tlirknc?-*  to  promote  mo,  t-r  horc  place 
In  this  lirliciniis  j^anlen  1  as  my  will 
Connirreil  n(;t  to  my  W'm%.  it  wen*  but  right 
An  J  rqisnl  to  Tpihice  mc  to  my  ilust ; 
D«»in"»ii!»  tt)  rrvi^n  .in*l  n?n«l»  r  I'ick 
AH  I  rivoivrd ;  unahlc  to  iirrfomi 
Thy  tinns  too  hnitl.  hy  wliirh  I  was  to  hold 
Tlio  'jftMM\  I  w.M]ir]it  not.     TothelirtJ^  of  that, 
Sufficient  i)0!inlty,  why  lia«t  tli-ni  n«!'.!«'.l 
The  sensi'ot'i  n'll'.'ss  woes?  iiiOXplicsMe 
Thy  justicp  set'ni.* ;  yrt.  to  say  truth,  too  late 


I  thus  contest:  then  should  have  Im'cu  rofui^ed 

Those  term-.?,  whntever,  when  they  were  proi>osod : 

Thon  didst  acerjjt  them:  wilt  thou  enjoy  tlie  i^ood. !  On  my  defonci  1.  ».«« I;e:;d ;  both  dot 

Then  cavi!  the  conditions?  and,  t!iou;rh  d^J  Am  found  eternii!,  and  incorporat 

Made  the*?  without  tliy  h'ave,  what  if  thy  son         Xor  I  on  my  j»art  single;  in  i:ic  all 

Prove  dirolx^dient.  an«l.  reprov»^l.  retort,  'Piwterity  stnn.ls  cursed :  fair  patrimony 

*  "Wherefore  diil-rt  thonlxwt  me?  I  s«v»i;xht  it  not.*!  That  I  nnist  l..avc  ve.  sons!  O  were  I  ahlo 


ImpossiiilL*  is  hrld,  as  argument 
Of  weakness,  nut  of  power.   Will  he  draw  oUt^ 
For  aici-r's  siike.  finite  to  in.lnite 
In  punished  man,  to  satisfy  hi5  rigour, 
Satisfied  nt\er?  t!iat  win*  to  extend 
TJis  si-nti-nce  Ix-vond  dust  and  nature's  law, 
Bv  wliii'h  all  c.iuses  «!<e,  acconlin^  still 
To  the  reception  of  their  matter,  act, 
Xi:l  ti)  tl:e  e.^tciit  of  ihrir  own  sphcn*.     But  say 
That  death  K^  n«^t  one  stroke,  as  I  sup^Hiscd, 
Bereavins:  .^ense.  hut  end!e.<s  misery 
From  lliis  dav  oiiwanl,  which  I  feel  hciiun 
Both  in  me.  and  without  nie,  and  so  last 
To  iHT|>t^tuily;  ay  me!  tliatfear 
Ci>mes  thun:liTiii:j  hack  with  dn'adful  revolution 

ath  and  I 
incorporate  both  j 


WouMft  tho'.i  admit  for  his  contoriipt  cf  t!i«v.» 

That  jTonl  excuse?  yet  him  not  thy  election, 

But  natural  necessity,  Ivgot. 

God  made  tlu-e  of  choice  his  own.  nnd  of  hi^  own 

To  serve  him;  l!iy  rewanl  was  of  his  irrace. 

Thy  ]."Ui:i:;hment  tlien  jU'Jtly  is  r.t  his  will. 

Be  it  s'\  d'T  1  suljinit:  hisdo.>:n  is  fnir, 

That  dusf  I  am,  and  shall  to  du?t  return : 

O  welcome  hour  whenever!  why  <lelaya 

ITis  hand  to  cTeeute  what  his  decree 

Fixtnl  on  tills  day?  who  do  I  overlive'! 

Why  am  I  mocked  with  death,  and  lengthened 

out 
To  deathl«'ss  pnin?  howghidly  would  I  meet 
Mortalitv  mv  spntmce,  and  l»e  earth 
Insensi'Oi'!  how  ^hul  would  lay  me  down 
Au  in  nw  ir.otluT's  I:i[)!  there  I  s!unild  rest 
And  sleen  secure;  his  drividful  voice  no  more 
Would  thunder  in  mv  ears :  no  fear  of  worse 
To  me  and  to  my  oflspring  would  torment  me 
With  cruel  ev|.HH*tation.     Yet  one  doubt 
Pursues  me  still,  lest  jdl  T  can  not  die; 
Lest  that  j)ure  breath  of  life,  the  spirit  of  man 
WhicliOdd  inspired  cannot  together  perish 
With  this  eorporeil  clod;  then  in  the  grave. 
Or  u\  some  ot'nT  dismal  place,  who  knows 
But  T  shall  die  a  living  death  ?  O  thought 
Horrid,  if  tnu^!  yi'l  why?  it  was  hut  hreath 
Of  life  that  sinned ;  wliat  dies  hut  what  had  life 
And  sin  ?  the  ])o<ly  properly  hath  neither. 
All  of  me  then  shall  die:  let  this  apjierL«e 
The  iloiiht.  since  human  reach  no  further  knows. 
Foi  thoujrh  thel^onl  of  all  he  infmite, 
Is  Ills  wralh  .dso?  he  it,  man  is  not  fio, 
But  mortal  diiomcd.     How  can  he  exercise 
Wnth  without  end  on  man,  whom  death  must 

enn  1 
Can  h*^  make  deathless  death?  that  were  to  make 
Strange  contradiction,  which  to  God  liiinsclf 


To  waste  it  all  mvsi  If,  ami  leave  vc  none  I 

?!o  <lisin!n'ri;»-d,  l:.)w  would  ye  havs 

!\Te,  now  your  curse!  Ah,  why  should  all  niankind. 

Fi>rone  man's  fuilt,  th.us  guiltless  l»c  comlemnedi 

If  guiltless?    But  friMU  me  wliat  can  proceed, 

But  all  corrupt ;  both  mind  and  will  depraved, 

Not  to  do  oidy,  but  to  will  the  sajue 

With  me  ?  how  can  they  then  accjuitted  stand 

In  sight  of  Owl  1     Hun,  after  all  disputes, 

Forced  I  abstilvc:  all  my  eva.«ions  vain, 

And  reasoning:,  thougli  thn>ugli  mazes,  lead  mt 

still 
But  to  mv  own  convietion:  first  and  last 
On  me,  me  (»nly.  as  the  source  and  spring 
Of  all  corruption,  all  the  blame  lights  due  . 
I  So  might  the  wrath!    Fond  wL»h !  couldst  thoQ 

supi>ort 
Thiit  burden,  heavier  than  the  earth  to  Iwar; 
Than  all  the  world  much  hcivier,  though  di\  idcd 
With  that  had  woman?    Thus,  what  thou  ck>> 

sirest, 
Anil  what  thou  fear'st,  alike  destroys  all  hope 
Of  refuge,  and  conclud»?s  thee  miserable 
Beyond  all  past  (xauiple  and  future; 
To  Satan  only  like  troth  crime  and  doom. 

0  conscience!  into  what  abvss  of  fears 

And  horrors  hajit  thou  driven  me  ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deej)  to  decj)cr  plunged  I" 

Thus  Adam  to  himself  lamentod  loud 
Through  the  still  night,  not  now,  as  ere  man  feQ 
Wholesome,  and  cool,  and  mild,  but  with  black  ait 
Acco:npanie<l;  with  diunj-s  and  dreadful  gloom; 
Which  to  his  evil  conscience  represented 
All  things  with  double  terror :  on  t!ie  ground 
Outstretched  he  lay,  on  the  cold  ground,  aud  oil 
Cursed  his  creation ;  d.'ath  as  o'l  accused 
Of  tardy  execution,  since  denounced 
The  day  of  his  olllnce.  "  Why  comes  not  death/ 
Said  he,  "  witli  one  thrice-acccjjtablo  stxoke 
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To  end  nic  1  shall  truth  f:dl  to  keep  her  word, 
Juslict*  'livinc  not  hasten  to  lie  justl 
But  Dcain  conies  not  at  call,  Justice,  divine 
Mends  not  her  slowest  pace  for  prayers  or  cries. 
O  woods,  0  fountaind,  hillocks,  (h\Ies,  and  1  lowers 
With  other  echo  lute  I  taught  your  shades 
To  answer,  and  resound  far  other  song." 
Wliom  thus  afllictiHl  when  sad  Eve  Micld, 
Desolate  where  she  sat,  approaching  nigh, 
Soft  words  to  his  fierce  pat^sion  she  assayeil : 
But  her  with  stern  regard  he  thus  repelled. 

"  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  seriKMit !  that  name  best 
Befits  thee  with  him  leagued,  thyself  as  false 
And  hateful ;  nothing  wants,  hut  that  thy  shape, 
Like  his,  and  colour  serpentine,  may  show 
Thy  inward  fraud,  to  warn  all  creatures  from  thee 


"  Forsake  mc  not  thus,  Adam!  witness  nea\'cn 
What  love  sincere,  and  reverence  in  my  heart 
I  bear  thee,  and  ui meeting  h.'ivc  offended, 
Unhappily  deceived !  thy  suppliant 
1  l»og,  and  clasp  tliy  knees;  l)ereave  mo  not, 
Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks,  ihy  aid, 
Thy  counsel  in  this  uttermost  distress, 
My  only  strength  and  stay:  fi>rlorn  of  thee, 
Whither  shall  I  betake  me,  where  sul)>ist7 
While  yet  we  livr-,  scarce  one  short  hour  po>!iapf, 
Between  us  two  h  t  there  be  peaa.*,  both  joining, 
As  jt)inrd  in  iiijuritJs,  one  enmity 
Agjunst  a  foe  by  doom  exjiress  assigned  us, 
That  cruel  seriK'nt:  on  mo  exercise  not 
Thy  hatred  for  this  misery  befallen : 
On  me  alreailv  lo!?t,  me  than  ihvsk'lf 


Henceforth;  lest  that  too  heaxenly  form,  prt  tended  More  misi.ruble;  butli  have  sinned ;  but  thou 


To  bcllidh  falsehood,  snare  them.     But  for  theo 
I  ba^)  persisted  happy;  had  not  thy  pride, 
An  J  w.indering  vanity,  when  least  was  safe, 
R<jf<trJ  uiy  forewarning,  and  disdained 
Not  to  lie  truiited;  longing  to  be  sa;n. 
Though  by  the  devil  himself;  him  overweening 
To  OTcrrc ach ;  but  with  the  seri)ent  meeting, 
Fooled  and  U-guiled;  by  him  thou,  I  by  thee, 
To  trust  thee  from  my  side,  imagined  wise, 
Constant,  mature,  proof  against  all  assaulter. 
And  understood  not  all  was  but  a  show 
Rather  than  solid  virtue;  all  but  a  rib 
Crooked,  b^*  nature,  K-nt,  as  now  apjwars, 
More  to  the  |>art  sinister,  from  me  drawn; 
T^ell  if  thrown  out,  as  supernumerary 
To  my  just  number  found.    0 1  why  did  God, 
Creator  "wise,  that  jM^opled  highest  lieu  ven 
TVltli  s|iintd  masculine,  create  at  last 
This  novelty  on  earth,  tliis  fair  defect 
Of  nature,  and  not  /111  the  world  at  once 
l^th  nieiij  as  angels,  without  feminine, 
Or  find  sonu.'  other  way  to  generate 
Alankirid  7     This  mischief  had  not  then  befallen, 
And  more  that  shall  befall ;  innumerable 
pisturliana.'s  on  earth  through  female  snares. 
And  straight  conjunction  with  this  sex:  for  either 
He  never  i^iall  find  out  At  mate,  but  such 
As  soiriC  uiisfortune  brings  him,  or  mistake; 
Or  whom  he  wislies  most  shall  seldom  gain 
Through  her  iterverseness,  but  shall  see  her  gained 
By  a  far  worse ;  or,  if  she  love,  withheld 
By  parents;  or  his  happiest  choice  too  late 
Shall  in«.'et,  already  linked  and  wedlock-bound 
To  a  fell  advcTsar}',  his  liate  or  shame : 
Which  infinite  calumny  shall  cause 
To  human  life,  and  hoasehold  {K-ace  confound." 
lie  added  not,  and  from  her  turned;  but  Eve, 
Not  ro  repulsed,  with  tears  that  ceased  not  flow- 
in*'. 
And  trv:ii>es  all  disordered,  at  his  feet, 
Fdl  humble;  and, embracing  them,  besought 
His  pK&cc  and  thus  proceeded  in  her  plaint. 
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Against  God  only,  I  against  God  and  thee; 
And  to  the  place  of  judgment  will  return. 
There  with  my  cries  im{K)rtune  Heaven,  that  all 
The  sent«'nce,  from  thy  head  removed,  may  light 
On  me,  sole  cause,  to  thee  of  all  this  wo. 
Me,  me  only,  jn<t  object  of  liis  ire!" 

She  end«'d  weeping ;  and  her  lowly  plight, 
Immoveable,  till  peace  obtained  from  fault 
AcknowK'dged  and  dej»li>red,  in  Adam  wrought 
CommistTation  :  soon  his  lurart  relented 
Towards  her,  his  life  so  bite  and  sole  deli«rht. 
Now  at  his  ftet  submissive  in  distress; 
Creature  so  f.iir  his  neoneilement  seekinrj, 
His  counsel,  whom  blie  had  disploastid,  bis  uid: 
As  one  disarmed,  his  angiT  all  he  lost. 
And  thus  with  peaceful  words  upraised  her  soon. 

"  Unwary,  and  too  tlesirous,  as  before, 
So  now  of  what  thou  know'st  not,  who  desir'st 
The  punisliment  all  on  thys^'lf ;  alas  ! 
Bear  thine  own  first,  ill  able  to  sustain 
His  full    wrath,  whose  thou  feel'st  as  yet  Icasi 

part, 
And  my  disple.isure  bear'&t  so  ill.     If  prayer 
Could  altar  high  decrees,  I  to  that  place 
Would  si^ed  IwTore  thee,  and  be  louder  heard. 
That  on  my  head  all  might  In?  visited ; 
Thy  frailty  and  in/inner  sex  forgiven. 
To  me  committed,  and  by  me  exiwsed. 
But  rise ;  let  us  no  more  contenil,  nor  blame. 
Each  other,  bhimed  enough  elsewhere;  but  strive 
In  ofTiees  of  love,  how  mc  mav  liiihten 
Each  other's  burden,  in  our  share  of  wo; 
Since  this  day's  death  denounced,  if  ought  1  ocu. 
Will  prove  no  KUi!d«  n,  but  a  slow  j)aced  evil, 
A  long  day's  dying,  to  augment  our  pain, 
And  to  our  seed  (O  hapless  seed  I)  deri\ed.'' 

To  whom  thus  Eve,  recovering  heart,  replied 
"Adam,  by  sad  exiK'riment  I  know 
How  little  weight  my  words  \\  itli  thee  can  find. 
Found  so  erroneous;  thence,  by  just  event. 
Found  so  unfortunate ;  nevtrrthek>'». 
Restored  by  thee,  vile  as  I  am,  to  place 
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Of  new  accr|»laiu*c,  hoitcful  to  regain 

Thy  l«>vo,  tlu-  stileconlontini'nt  of  my  hrart 

I-ivinj;  or  iUin^i.  fr.ua  tlu'i;  I  will  n(»t  liiilc 

What  thoii;;lits  in  my  iin([iiirt  broast  nTC  riscHj 

'J'lMi'Iiiic  to  some  reliof  of  our  rxtrcini'ii, 

Or  (>n«l ;  lla)ii>rli  8liar[>  untl  k.'i(!,  yol  tok-rablci 

As  in  our  ovils,  ami  of  cauior  choice. 

If  care  ot  ourdi-seent  ])rr[il<'X  us  motitt, 

"Wliicli  must  1h^  b«>rn  to  certain  wo,  drvourctl 

Hy  Death  at  last ;  un<I  miserable  it  its 

To  !»c  to  others  cause  of  misery, 

Our  own  U^jjottcn,  and  of  our  loins  to  hrinjr 

Into  this  cursed  worhl  a  woful  race, 

'J'liat  after  wretchwl  life  must  l>e  at  last 

Fooil  for  HO  foul  a  monster;  in  thy  j)Owcr 

It  lies,  yet  ere  conception  to  i»revent 

Tlic  race  unblest,  /o  U'inj;  yet  unlK'got. 

Childless  *hou  art.  child  less  remain  :  so  Death 

Shall  lie  drwived  his  ulut,  and  with  us  two 

Be  forced  to  satisfy  his  ravenous  maw. 

But  if  thou  judi^e  it  hani  and  didicult, 

("•onversiniT,  lot»kiui;.  lovinij,  to  abstain 

From  love's  due  rile^s,  nuptial  embraces  sweet; 

And  with  dchire  to  l.mjrtiish  without  hope, 

BefoR'  the  pres^'iit  object  laniiuishinij 

"With  like  dcjsire;  whi<'h  would  K*  misery 

And  torment  less  than  none  of  what  we  dread; 

Then  l)oth  ourselves  and  seetl  at  once  to  free 

From  what  we  fear  for  l>«)th,  let  us  make  short, 

Lei  us  seek  Death,  or,  lie  not  found,  sup))ly 

W^ith  our  own  hands  his  oflice  on  ourselves ; 

Why  stand  we  longer  sliiverinfj  under  fears, 

That  show  no  end  but  death,  and  have  the  iK>wcr, 

Of  many  wavs  to  die  the  shortest  choosinjj, 

Destruction  with  dwtruclion  to  destroy  ?" 

She  en«led  here,  or  vehement  despair 
Broke  oil*  tlie  rest ;  so  nmeh  of  death  her  thoughts 
Had  entertnnied,  as  dyed  her  cheeks  with  pale. 
Brit  Adam,  with  such  couns<'l  nothing  swayed, 
To  Iwtter  ho|)es  his  more  attentive  mind 
Ijalx)uring  had  rais(*d,  and  thus  to  Kvc  replied. 

"  Kve,  thy  contempt  of  life  and  pleasure  seems 
To  ariTue  in  tluM>  somethin<;  more  sublime 
And  excellent,  than  what  thy  mind  contemns: 
But  self-<lestruction  therefore  sought,  refntca 
That  excellence  thought  in  thee,  and  implies. 
N«»t  thy  contempt,  but  anguish  and  regret 
For  Kws  of  life  and  jjleasurc  ovcrloved. 
Or  if  thou  covet  death,  as  utmost  end 
Of  misery,  so  thmking  to  evade 
The  penally  pronounceil ;  doubt  not  but  God 
Hulh  wiselier  armed  his  vengeful  ire,  than  so 
To  Iw  forestalled  ;  much  more  I  fear  lest  death, 
So  snntched.  will  not  exempt  us  from  the  pain 
Wo  are  by  doom  to  pay ;  rather  such  acts 
Of  jrontumacy  will  provoke  the  Highest 
To  make  death  in  us  live  :  then  let  us  seek 
Some  safer  resolution,  which  niethinks 
j  have  in  view,  colling  to  mind  with  hcod 


Part  of  our  si>ntenc4>,  that  thy  seed  shall  bruijo 
The serjienl's  head;  pit(>ous  amends !  unleas 
Be  meant,  whom  1  eonjivture,  our  grand  foe, 
Satan,  w!ui,  in  the  serpent,  hath  contrived 
Against  us  this  deceit:  to  crush  his  head 
Would  Ik?  revenge  indivd  I  which  will  be  loat 
By  death  brought  on  oursclxes,  or  childless  dajv 
Resolved,  as  thou  pro})OseKt;  so  our  foe 
Sh;dl  «'a|w  his  punishment  ordaine<],  and  we 
Instead  shall  double  ours  upon  our  heads. 
No  more  l»e  mentioned  then  of  violence 
Again»t  ourselves,  and  wilful  barrennefls, 
I'hat  cuts  us  off  Irom  hojK*,  aiul  savours  only 
Rancour  and  pride,  impatience  and  despite, 
Reluctanc4^  against  Ci\>l  and  his  just  yoke 
Laid  on  our  nivks.     Reinemlier  with  what  mild 
And  gracit)us  lenijM'r  he  Iwth  heard  and  judged 
Wit.}n)Ut  wrath  or  n'vilinji;  we  expecteil 
Itnmediali*  dissolutiiMi,  which  we  thought 
Was  mviiiit  by  death  that  day ;  when  lo,  to  thee 
Pains  onlv  in  child-bearing  were  foretold. 
And  bringing  forth;  soon  recomi>ensed  with  joy 
Fruit  of  thy  womb :  on  me  the  curse  aslope 
lilanccd  on  the  ground:  with  laltour  I  must  earn 
My  bread ;  what  harm  ?  Idleness  had  Uvii  worse; 
My  lulMurwill  sustain  me;  and,  K»st  cold 
Or  heat  shouM  injure  us.  his  timely  care 
Hath,  unbesought,  provided,  and  his  handfl 
Clothed  us  unworthy,  pitying  while  he  judged; 
How  much  more,  if  we  pray  him,  will  his  car 
Be  ojien,  and  his  heart  to  pity  incline, 
A  nd  teach  us  further  by  what  means  to  shan 
Th'  inclement  si^asons,  rain,  ice,  hail,  and  snow  I 
Which  now  the  sky  with  various  face  begins 
To  show  us  in  this  mount:iin,  while  the  winds 
Blow  moist  antl  keen,  shattering  the  graceful  locks 
f)f  thes<»  fair  spreading  trees:  which  bids  us  wdc 
Some  iK^tter  sliroud.  some  l»etter  warn;th  to  cherish 
Our  limbs  iKMiumlKNl.  ero  this  diurnal  star 
Leave  C4>ld  the  ni^ht,  how  we  his  gathered  beams 
Reflecteil  may  with  matter  sere  foment; 
Or,  by  collision  of  two  bodies  grind 
The  air  attrite  to  fire :  as  late  the  clouds 
Justling  or  pushed  with  winds,  rude  in  theirshock 
Tine  the  slant  lightning;  whose  thwart  flam^ 

driven  down 
Kindles  the  gummy  bark  of  fir  or  pine 
And  sends  a  comfortable  heat  from  far. 
Which  might  supply  the  sun:  such  firo  to  use, 
And  what  may  else  lie  remedy  or  cure 
To  evils  which  our  own  misdeeds  have  wroagb^ 
He  will  instruct  us  praying,  and  of  grace 
Beseeching  him,  so  as  we  need  not  ft^ar 
To  pass  commodiously  this  life,  sustained 
By  him  with  many  comforts,  till  we  end 
In  dust,  our  llnal  rest  and  native  home. 
What  Ix'lter  can  we  do,  than  to  the  place 
Rei)airing  where  he  judged  us,  prostrate  £il| 
Before  him  reverent;  and  there  confess 
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Aj  our  fault?,  and  pardon  beg ;  with  tears 
ring  the  ground,  and  with  our  sighs  the  air 
entinff,  sent  from  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
TOW  unfeigned,  and  humiliation  meek  1 
ibtedly  he  will  relent  and  turn 
lus  displeasure;  in  whose  look  serene, 
I  angry  most  he  seemed  and  most  severe, 
else  but  favour,  grace,  and  mercy  shone  1" 
ipakc  our  father  penitent,  nor  Eve 
■as  remorse;  they,  forthwith  to  the  place 
ring  where  he  judged  them,  prostrate  fell 
him  reverent ;  and  both  confessed 
ly  their  faults,  and  pardon  begged  with  tears 
ing  the  ground,  and  with  their  sighs  the  air 
enting,  sent  from  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
row  unfeigned,  and  humiliation  meek. 


BOOK  XI. 


TIIE  ARGUMENT. 

oa  of  God  pnescnlB  to  Iih  Father  thft  prayers  of  our 
tnlB  now  rcpeniinj,  and  intercedes  for  them ;  God  ac- 
tn,  but  decLuiBR  tliai  they  ma^t  no  longer  abide  In  Pa- '' 
eiKh  Michael  with  a  banrl  of  cherubim  to  dl'ipoaseai ' 
lut  first  to  reveal  to  Adam  futtire  things:  Michael's 
Jown.    A'lam  shows  to  Eve  certain  ominous  signs ; 
ma  Michael's  approach ;  gooa  out  to  meet  him ;  the . 
nounccs  their  dttparture.   Eve's  lamentation.    Adam 
tut  submits:  the  an^l  leads  him  up  to  a  high  hill ; 
»  him  in  vision  what  shall  liappen  till  the  flood. 


they,  in  lowliest  plight,  Tei)entant  stood 
g ;  for  from  the  mercy-seat  above 
ient  grace  descended  had  removed 
ony  from  their  hearts,  and  made  new  flesh 
erate  grow  instead,  that  sighs  now  breathed 
^nble;  which  the  Spirit  of  prayer 
xl,  and  winged  for  Heaven  with  s|)eedier 
ght 

loudest  oratory:  yet  their  sport 
'  mean  suitors,  nor  important  less 
d  their  petition,  than  when  the  ancient  pair 
les  dd,  less  ancient  yet  than  these, 
fion  and  chaste  Pyrrha,  to  restore 
ice  of  mankind  drowned,  t>eforo  the  shrine 
cmis  stood  devout.  To  Heaven  their  prayers 
ip,  nor  missed  the  way,  by  envious  winds 
vagabond  or  fnistratc:  in  they  passed 
isionless  through  heavenly  doors;  then,  clad 
incense,  where  the  golden  altar  fumed, 
fir  great  Intercessor,  came  in  sight 
the  Father's  throne:  thorn  the  glad  Son 
iting,  thus  to  interrodc  lu'gan: 
e,  Father,  what  first  fruits  on  earth  arc 
irung 

thy  implanted  grace  in  man,  these  sighs 
rayrrs^  which  in  this  golden  censer  mixed 
incense,  1  thy  priest  before  tlice  bring: 
of  more  pleasing  savour  from  thy  seed 


Sown  with  contrition  in  his  heart  than  those 
Which,  his  own  hand  manuring,  all  the  trees 
Of  Paradise  could  have  produced,  ere  faUcn 
From  innocence.     Now  therefore  bend  thine  eoT 
To  supplication;  hear  his  sighs,  though  mute; 
Unskilful  with  what  words  to  pray,  let  me 
Interpret  for  him,  me,  his  advocate 
And  propitiation;  all  his  works  on  me. 
Good  or  not  good,  ingraft;  my  merit  those 
Shall  perfect,  and  for  these  my  death  shall  pay. 
Accept  me;  and  in  me,  from  these  receive 
The  smell  of  peace  towanl  mankind:  let  him  live 
Before  thee  reconciled,  at  least  his  davs 
Numberc<l,  though  sad,  till  death,  his  doom,  (which  I 
To  mitigate  thus  plead,  not  to  reverse,) 
To  better  life  shall  yield  him ;  where  with  mo 
All  my  redeemed  may  dwell  in  joy  and  bliss; 
Made  one  with  me  as  I  with  thee  am  one." 

To  whom  the  Father,  without  cloud,  serene: 
"  All  thy  request  for  man,  accei>ted  Son, 
Obtain;  all  thy  request  was  my  decree: 
But  longer  in  that  Paradise  to  dwell, 
The  law  I  gave  to  nature  him  forbids: 
Those  pure  immortal  elements,  that  know 
No  gross,  no  unharmonious  mixture  foul, 
Fject  him,  tainted  now;  and  purge  him  off 
As  a  dbteniper,  gross,  to  air  as  gros.?, 
And  mortal  food ;  as  may  dispose  him  best 
For  dissolution  wrought  by  sin,  that  first 
Distem()ered  all  things,  and  of  incorrupt 
Corrupted.     I,  at  first,  with  two  fair  gifts 
Created  him  endowed ;  with  happiness 
And  immortality :  that  fondly  lost, 
This  other  ser\'ed  but  to  eternize  wo. 
Till  I  provided  death:  so  death  becomes 
His  final  remedy;  and,  after  life 
Tried  in  sliarp  tribulation,  and  refined 
By  faith  and  faitliful  works,  to  second  life. 
Waked  in  the  renovatian  of  the  just. 
Resigns  him  up  with  Heaven  and  earth  renewciL 
But  let  us  call  to  synod  all  the  blest 
Tljrough  Heaven's  wide  bounds;  from  them  I  will 

not  hide 
My  judgments;  how  with  mankind  I  proceed, 
As  how  with  peccant  angels  late  they  saw, 
And  in  their  state,  though  firm,  stood  more  con* 
firmed." 

He  ended,  and  the  Son  gave  signal  high 
To  the  bright  minister  that  watched ;  he  blew 
His  trumpet,  heard  in  Oreb  since  perha[)s 
When  God  destxnded,  and  perha])s  once  more 
To  sound  at  general  doom.     IMie  angelic  blast 
Filled  all  the  regions;  from  their  bli^ful  bowcM 
Of  amarantliino  shade,  fountain  or  spring. 
By  the  waters  of  life,  where'er  they  sat 
In  fellowships  of  joy,  the  sons  of  light 
Hasted,  resorting  to  the  summons  high 
And  took  their  seats ;  till  from  his  throne  su[>iera« 
Th'  Alrighty  thus  prunounccd  his  sovereign  wQL 
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*^  O  h  )nti,  like  one  of  us  man  is  liocomc 
To  know  both  goo<I  ahJ  evil,  since  Ids  taste 
Of  that  defended  fruit;  but  let  him  1)oast 
Ills  knowledge  of  good  lost,  and  evil  got; 
Happier!  had  it  suRlccd  him  to  liuvu  known 
Good  by  itself,  and  evil  not  at  idl. 
He  sorrow:}  now,  repents,  and  prays  contrite, 
My  motions  in  him;  longer  thcan  thry  move, 
Hitf  heart  I  know,  how  vuriabie  and  vain, 
Self-Iefl.     Lei-t  tlierefon.*  his  now  lH>]der  hand 
•  Reach  also  of  the  tree  of  life,  and  eat, 
And  live  for  ever,  dream  at  leai^t  to  live 
For  ever,  to  remove  him  I  decree. 
And  scud  him  from  the  garden  forth  to  till 
The  ground  whence  he  was  taken,  filter  soil. 
Micliael,  this  my  behest  iiave  thou  in  charge; 
Take  to  thee  from  amung  tlie  cherubim 
Thy  choice  of  llaming  wurriwrs,  lest  tlic  fiend, 
Or  in  behalf  of  man,  or  to  invade 
Vacant  ^XM^essiiun,  some  new  trouble  raise: 
Haste  theo,  and  from  the  Paradise  of  G(k1 
Without  revenge  drive  out  the  sinful  i)air ; 
From  hallowed  ground  the  unholy ;  and  denounce 
To  them,  and  to  their  progeny,  from  thence 
•  Perpetual  banishment.     Yet,  lent  they  faint 
At  the  sad  sentence  rigorously  urgi-d. 
For  1  bchuUl  them  soilened  and  with  tears 
Bewailing  their  excess,  all  I'-rror  hide. 
If  patiently  thy  bidding  they  obey, 
Dls:niss  them  not  disconsolate;  reveal 
To  Adam  what  shall  come  in  future  days, 
As  I  shall  thee  enlighten;  intermix 
My  covenant  in  the  woman's  seed  renewed , 
So  send  them  forth,  thougli  sorrowing,  yet  in  peace 
And,  on  the  ea£>t  side  of  the  garden,  place. 
Where  entrance  up  from  Kden  eohiest  climbs, 
Cherubic  watch;  and  of  a  sword  the  Haine 
Wide-wa\ing;  all  approach  far  off  to  fright, 
And  guard  all  passage  to  the  tree  of  life; 
Lest  Paradise  a  receptacle  prove 
To  spirits  foul,  and  all  niy  trees  their  prey, 
With  whose  stolen  fruit  man  once  more  to  delude." 

He  ceased ;  and  the  archangtilic  power  prepared 
For  swilt  descent ;  with  him  the  cohort  bright 
Of  watchful  cherubhn :  four  facea  each 
Had,  like  a  double  Jaims ;  all  their  shape 
Spangled  with  eyes,  more  numerous  than  those 
Of  Argus,  and  more  wakeful  tlian  to  drowse, 
Charmed  with  Arcadian  pi|K»,  the  pustoral  reed 
Of  Uermus,  or  his  o]>iate  rod.     Meanwhile, 
To  resalutc  the  world  with  sacred  light, 
Leucothea  waked,  and  v\ith  fresh  dews  embalmed 
The  earth;  when  Ad;;m  and  llr^^t  matron  live 
Had  ended  now  tlieir  orif.uns,  and  found 
SlR-ngth  added  from  al)o^e,  new  Iiojk^  to  spring 
Out  uf  despair;  jtty,  but  with  fear  \et  linked; 
Which  tUus  to  Eve  his  welcome  words  renewed. 

"  Eve,  easily  may  faith  admit,  that  all 
The  good  which  we  enjoy  from  Heaven  descends; 


But  that  from  us  aii^ht  should  ascend  to  Heaven 
So  i»rev.dent  as  to  concern  the  mind 
Of  God  high-bhst,  or  to  inchne  his  will, 
Hard  to  belief  may  seem ;  yet  this  will  praycir, 
Or  one  short  sigh  of  human  breath,  upborno 
Even  to  the  seat  of  God.     For  since  I  souglit 
By  j»rayer  the  oilended  Deity  to  appease, 
Knei>U>d,  and  k-fon.'  him  humbled  all  my  heart, 
Methought  1  s;iw  him  placable  and  mild, 
Bending  his  ear;  jk r<uasion  in  me  grow 
That  I  was  heard  With  favour;  peace  retarncd 
Home  to  my  breast,  and  to  my  memory 
His  iiromlsi*,  that  t!iy  seed  shall  bruise  our  foe: 
Which,  tlien  not  niimlrd  in  dismay,  yet  now 
Assures  me  that  the  bitterness  of  death 
Is  past,  and  we  shall  live.     Whence  hail  to  thcc^ 
Eve  rightly  called,  mot  her  of  all  mankind. 
Mother  of  all  things  li-iing,  since  by  thee 
Man  is  to  live,  and  all  things  live  for  man." 

To  whom  thus  Eve  witli  sau*  demeanour  meek. 
"  111  worthv  I  such  titl»'  should  bilon^r 
To  me  lran>gn's.'?t^r,  who,  for  thee  ordi*incd 
A  help,  iM'came  thy  snare ;  to  me  reproach 
Rather  Ivlongs,  distrust,  and  all  dispraise  : 
But  infmite  in  pardon  was  my  Judge, 
1  hat  1,  who  first  brought  death  on  all,  am  graced 
The  source  of  life;  next  unfavourable  thou. 
Who  highly  thus  to  entitle  n^.e  vouchsarst 
Far  other  name  deserNinii.     But  the  ficM 
To  labour  calls  us,  now  with  sweat  imposed, 
Though  after  sliH'pless  night:  for  see!  the  mom. 
All  unconcerned  with  our  unrest,  l)egin8 
Her  rosy  progress  siniling;  let  us  forth; 
I  never  from  thy  side;  henceforth  to  stray. 
Where'er  our  day's  work  lies,  though  now  en 

joined 
Lal»orious,  till  day  droop ;  while  hero  wc  dwell, 
What  can  Im:  toilsome  in  thc-n*  pleasant  walks  i 
Here  let  us  live,  thou;ih  in  fallen  state,  contenL" 
So  spake,  so  wished  much  humbled  Eve ;  but 

fate 
Subscrilwd  not;  Nature  first  give  sign.*,  impressed 
On  bird,  beast,  air;  air  suddenly  eclij»sed 
After  short  ])lu3h  of  morn ;  ninh  in  her  sisrht 
The  binl  of  Jove,  sto;)|)ed  fro:n  his  aery  tour, 
Two  birds  of  gayest  plume  before  him  drove ; 
Down  from  a  hill  the  beast  that  nigns  in  woods, 
First  hunter  then,  pursued  a  gentle  hr.ice, 
Goodliest  of  all  the  forest,  hart  and  hind ; 
Direct  to  the  ear-tTn  gate  was  Ix'nt  tlieir  fiij^ht. 
Adam  observrd,  and,  with  his  eye  the  chiisc 
Pursuhig,  not  unmoved,  to  Eve  thus  spake. 

"  O  Eve,  «4ime  further  change  awaits  us  nigh, 
Which  Heaven,  by  these  nmle  signs  in  nature     • 

shows 
Forerunners  of  his  puqw^e ;  or  to  warn 
Us,  hai)iy  tix)  srcure,  of  our  discharge 
From  ]H:nalty,  Iwcuuse  from  death  released 
Some  days :  how  long,  and  what  till  then  our  UA^ 


i= 


1 


Book  XL 


PARADISE  LOST. 


85 


"Wlio  knows?  OT  nu>rc  than  th'w,  thai  we  arc  dust, 
And  thither  must  return,  and  l)e  no  more? 
Wh V  else  this  double  ohject  in  our  sight 
Of  fli;;]it  pursued  in  tlic  air,  and  o'er  the  ground, 
Ono  way  the  srlf-samc  hour!  why  in  the  east 
Dv.xknos!t  ere  day's  mid  course,  and  morning  light 
More  orient  in  yon  western  cloud,  that  draws 
O'er  the  blue  /irmament  a  radiant  white, 
And   slow  descends,  with  something  Heavenly 
I'raught?" 
He  erred  not ;  for  by  this  the  heavenly  bands 
Down  from  a  sky  of  jasper  lighted  now 
In  Paradise,  and  on  a  liill  made  halt : 
A  glorious  apparition,  had  not  doubt 
And  carnal  fi'ar  that  day  dimmed  Adam's  eye. 
Xot  that  more  glorious,  when  the  angels  met 
Jacob  in  ^f  ahanaim,  where  he  saw 
The  fiel J  pavilioned  with  his  guardians  bright ; 
TCor  that,  wliich  on  the  flaming  mount  appeared 
In  Dothan,  covered  with  a  camp  of  fire, 
Against  the  Syrian  king,  wlio  to  surprise 
One  man,  assassin-like,  had  loviod  war, 
War  unproclaimed.     The  princely  llierarch 
In  their  bright  stand  there  left  his  jwwers,  to  seize 
Posssosiiion  of  the  garden ;  he  alone. 
To  find  where  Adam  sheltered,  t<K)k  his  way, 
ICot  unpcrceivcd  of  Adam ;  wiio  to  Eve, 
While  tlie  great  visitant  approached,  thus  spake. 
*'  Eve,  now  expect  great  tidings,  which  jKirhaps, 
or  OS  will  soon  determine,  or  impose 
Xew  Laws  to  be  obser%*ed  ;  for  I  descry. 
From  yonder  Idazing  cloud  that  veils  the  hill, 
One  of  the  Heavenly  host,  and,  by  his  gait. 
None  of  the  meanest;  some  great  potentate, 
Or  of  the  thrones  alwve,  such  majesty  • 

Invests  him  coming !  yet  not  terrible, 
Th,-»t  I  ■hould  fear,  nor  s(»ci:ibly  mild. 
As  Raphael,  that  I  shonld  much  confide; 
But  S4,lcmn  and  sublimp,  whom  not  to  offend, 
Wit'i  re^erem-e  1  must  meet,  an<l  thou  rttire." 

IJe  c'liJe*? ;  and  the  archanjicl  soon  drew  nijih, 
Xct  in  liLs  ?hai)c  celestial,  but  as  man 
Clx-J  to  meet  man;  over  his  lucid  arms 
A  niifitarv'  vent  of  purple  flowed, 
Livelier  than  ^lelibtrari,  ortlic  groin 
Of  Sarra,  worn  by  kinjjs  and  heroes  old 
Inti.'oe  of  tnice;  Iris  hn«l  di]>pnl  tlie  woof; 
HI?  statT}'  !ulm  unbufkled  showiMl  him  prime 
In  maiihnotl  where  youth  ended  ;  by  \\U  side. 
As  in  a  glistering  zodinr*  hun;*  the  sword, 
Satin*H  dire  dread,  and  in  his  h;nul  t!ie  sjiear. 
Ad.i:ii  1k>wcmJ  low;  he,  kingly,  from  hisstiite 
Ii:chiic<1  n«it,  but  \iU  roinin;;;  tluiK  declared. 
"AiJ.m:i.  TT«  riM  n's  l.iiih  lu'lirst  no  jireHice  needs: 
Swflji'i'  nt  lluit  thy  pryycrs  ure  hoard;  nnd  Drath, 
Then  dui'  V-y  j'^nt'-nei*  wlitMitbou  dilst  tntnsgress, 
r»cfi':.tp«l  of  his  seizure  niany  d:>ys 
Given  t !•.«•«•  of  grace  ;  w]icr«'ni  tht.u  mny'st  rei)ent, 
And  one  bad  act  with  many  drcds  will  done 


May'st  cover :  well  may  then  thy  Lord,  appeased. 
Redeem  thee  quite  from  Death's  rapaciouiS  claim; 
But  longer  in  ihio  Paradis*^  to  dwell 
Permits  not ;  to  remove  thee  I  am  come, 
And  send  thee  from  the  garden  forth  to  till 
The  ground  whence  thou  wast  taken,  fitter  soiL' 

lie  added  not,  for  Adam  at  the  news 
Heart-stnick  with  chilling  gripe  of  sorrow  stood, 
That  all  his  senses  boimd  :  Eve,  who  unseen, 
Yet  all  had  heanl,  with  audible  lament 
Discovered  soon  the  place  of  her  retire. 

"  O  unexiK'cted  stroke,  worse  than  of  death! 
Must  I  thus  b'ave  thee,  Paradise?  thus  leave 
Thee,  native  soil,  these  happy  walks  and  shodc^ 
Fit  haunt  of  gods?  where  I  had  hope  to  spend, 
Cluiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  n^ust  Ik?  mortal  to  us  Iwth.     O  flowers, 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow. 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  even,  which  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  names ! 
Who  now  sliall  rear  ye  to  the  sun,  or  rank 
Your  tribes,  and  water  from  th'  ambrosial  fount? 
Thee,  lastly,  nuptial  Iwwer,  by  me  adorneil 
With  what  to  sight  or  smell  was  sweet !  from  thee 
TIow  shall  I  part,  and  whither  wander  down 
Into  a  lower  world,  to  this  obscure 
And  wild?  how  shall  we  breathe  in  other  air 
Less  pure,  accustomed  to  immortal  fruits?" 

Whom  thus  the  angel  interrupted  mild. 
"Lament  not,  Eve,  Imt  i)atiently  resign 
What  justly  thou  bast  lost ;  nor  set  thy  heart, 
Thus  over-fond,  on  that  which  is  not  thine: 
Thy  going  is  not  lonely;  with  thee  goes 
Thy  husband;  him  to  follow  thou  art  l)ound: 
Where  he  abides,  think  there  thy  native  soil." 

Adam,  by  this  from  the  cold  sudden  damp 
Recovering,  and  his  scattered  spirits  returned, 
To  Michael  thus  his  humble  words  addressed. 

"  Celestial,  whetluT  amonir  the  thrones,  or  namcil 
Of  them  the  highest,  for  such  of  shape  may  seem 
Prince  al)ove  jmnces  !  gently  hast  thou  toM 
Thv  message,  which  miijht  else  in  tellinjt  wound, 
And  in  p<'rrorminji  end  us;  what  besides 
Of  sorrow,  and  dejection,  and  dr-ppair 
Our  frailty  can  sustain,  thy  tidings  brin^r 
Departure  from  tfiis  bajipy  place,  our  sweet 
Recess,  and  only  ron<s<il.'itii)n  left 
Familiar  to  our  eyes!  all  happy  elso 
Inhospitable  appear,  and  desolate, 
Nor  knowing  us,  nor  known:  and,  if  by  prayer 
Inrepsant  I  could  hope  to  rbanjre  the  will 
Of  Ilim  who  all  thin<j:s  can.  I  would  not  cease 
To  wearv  him  with  mv  assiduous  cries. 
But  pra\er  against  his  absolute  deerr-e 
No  more  avails  than  breath  atrainst  the  wind, 
Rlown  stiding  b:iek  on  him  that  breathes  it  forttl 
Therefore  to  I'is  irreat  bidilinij  I  submit. 
This  most  aflliets  me,  that,  departing  hence. 
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At  fro;!!  hu  face  I  shall  lie  hid,  deprived 
His  LileABcd  countenance :  here  1  could  frequent 
Wilh  worslilp  plucc  by  place  where  he  vouch- 
safed 
Prcwncc  divine  ;  and  to  my  sons  relate, 
*  On  this  mount  he  ap^icared ;  under  this  tree 
Stood  visible }  among  these  pines  his  voice 
I  heani;  here  with  hiiu  at  tliis  fountain  talked : 
So  many  grateful  altars  1  would  rear 
Of  grassy  turf,  and  i^ilo  up  every  stone 
Of  lustre  from  the  brook,  in  memory, 
Or  monument  to  ogesj  and  thereon 
Oflfcr  sweet-smelling  gums,  and  fruits,  and  flowers: 
In  yonder  nether  world  where  shall  I  seek 
His  bright  apiMsaranct's,  or  footstep  trace  1 
For  though  I  fled  him  angry,  yet,  recalled 
To  life  prolonged  and  promised  race,  1  now 
Gladly  behold  though  but  liis  utmost  skirts 
Of  glory ;  and  far  olf  his  sU>ps  adore." 

To  whom  thus  ^lichael  witii  n'gard  benign. 
"Adam,  thou  knowest  Heaven  liis,  and  all  the 

earth ; 
Kot  this  rock  only ;  his  onuiipresence  Alls 
Land,  sea,  and  air,  and  every  kind  that  lives, 
Fomented  by  his  virtual  {>ovver  and  warmed : 
All  the  earth  he  gave  thee  to  possess  and  rule. 
No  despicable  gill ;  surmise  not  then 
His  presence  to  these  narrow  bouiids  confined 
Of  Paradise  or  LCden:  this  had  lu'cn 
Perha]>s  thy  capital  seat,  from  whence  had  spread 
All  generations,  and  hod  hither  come 
From  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  to  celebrate 
And  reverence  thee,  their  great  progenitor. 
But  this  pre-eminence  thou  hast  lost,  brought 

down 
To  dwell  on  e^en  groumi  now  with  thy  sons: 
Vet  doubt  not  but  in  valley,  and  in  plain, 
God  is,  us  here;  and  will  found  alike 
Present;  and  of  his  pn<sence  many  a  sign 
sun  following  thee,  still  compassing  thee  round 
With  goodness  and  paternal  love,  his  face 
Exjtress,  and  of  his  sivym  the  tract  divine. 
Wliich  that  thou  may*bt  believe,  and  lie  confirmed 
Ere  thou  from  iience  depart;  know  1  am  sent 
To  show  tliec  what  shall  come  in  future  days 
To  thee  and  to  thy  ofl'spring;  good  with  bad 
Expect  to  hear;  su]MTnal  grace  contending 
With  sinfulness  of  men;  thereby  to  learn 
True  patience,  and  to  tempter  joy  with  fear 
And  pious  si^rrovv ;  equally  innured 
By  moderation  eitlier  Htate  to  bear. 
Prosperous  orad\ersi':  so  shaltthou  lead 
Safest  thy  Ufe,  and  Wt,t  pn^pan-d  endure 
Thy  mortal  passage  when  it  comes.     Ascend 
Tills  hill;  kt  Kvo  (for  I  ha\e  drenched  her  eyes) 
Here  ble»:p  below  while  thou  to  foriv>.ig!it  wuk'st;  \ 
As   onr*e   tlsou   sliep'st,   while   *.he   to  life  was 
firmed ''  j 

To  whom  thus  Adam  Kratefully  n.'])Ued. 


"  Ascend,  I  follow  thee,  safe  guide,  tho  path 
Thou  lead'st  me;   and  to  the  hand  of  HcavcB 

submit, 
However  chastening;  to  the  cul  turn 
My  obvious  bn*ast;  arming  to  overcome 
By  suflering,  and  earn  rest  from  labour  woo. 
If  so  I  may  attain."    So  both  ascend 
In  the  visions  of  Gotl:  It  was  a  hill, 
Of  ParadLs:  the  highest,  from  whose  top 
The  heniisphere  of  eartli,  in  clearest  ken, 
StR'tched  out  to  the  amplest  reach  of  prospect  fay 
Not  higlier  tliat  hill,  nor  wider  looking  round, 
When-on,  for  di/Terenl  cause,  the  tempter  act 
Our  second  Adam,  in  the  wilderness, 
To  show  him  all  earths  kingdoms,  and  their  gloiy. 
His  eye  might  there  conunand  wherever  stood 
City  of  old  or  mo<lcrn  fame,  the  si^at 
Of  miglitiest  enqiire,  from  the  destined  walla 
Of  Cambalu,  seat  of  Cathalan  Can, 
And  Samarchaml  by  Oxus,  Tcmir's  throne^ 
To  Paquin  of  Sinaean  kings;  and  thence 
To  Agra  and  Labor  of  great  Mogul, 
Down  to  tlie  golden  Chersoni-se;  or  wlicre 
The  Persian  in  Ecbalan  sat,  or  since 
In  Hispahan;  or  where  tlic  Rusnan  kaar 
In  Mosco;  or  the  suhun  in  l^izance, 
Tun:hestan-born ;  nor  could  his  eye  not  ken 
The  enqiire  of  Negus  to  his  utmost  jwrt 
Ercoco,  and  tlie  less  maritime  kin<;s, 
Mombaza,  and  (luiloa,  and  Melind, 
And  Sofala,  thought  Ophir,  to  tlie  realm 
Of  Congo,  and  Angola  furthest  south; 
Or  thence  from  Niger  flood  to  Atlas  mount 
The  kingdoms  of  Almansor,  Fez,  and  Sus, 
Morocco,  and  Algiers,  and  Tremisen; 
On  Europe  thence,  and  where  Rome  was  to  awa) 
The  world:  in  spirit  perha{>!f  he  also  saw 
Rich  Mexico,  the  se;»t  of  ^Iontezunle, 
And  Cu?co  in  Peru,  tlie  richer  st^at 
Of  At.'ibalipa;  and  yet  unri|K)iltd 
Guiana,  wluwe  gre.it  city  Geryon'ssons 
Call  111  Dorarlo.     liut  to  nohh'r  si^ihts 
Mi:'hael  from  Adam's  evts the  film  removed. 
Whieli  that  fals*»  fruit  that  proiiii.-f.^d  clearer  sight     ! 
Had  bred;  then  purged  with  enj)hrasy  and  rue 
The  visual  nerve,  for  he  hul  much  to  see;  ' 

And  from  the  well  of  life  three  drops  instilled.  i 

So  deep  thc^  jHJwer  of  these  ingn'dienta  pierced, 
Even  to  theinmiist  seat  of  nientul  si;ir;it 
That  Adam  now  enforct.'d  to  elivw?  Ins  e\-es,  \ 

Sunk  dovvn,  and  all  his  spirits  iKvam*  entranced j     i 
But  him  t!ie  (ri-ntle  nii;rel  bv  t!ie  fiand  i 

Soon  raised,  and  liis  attention  thus  recalleii.  . 

*•  Adam,  now  ojx*  thine  eyes:  and  first  IteholJ 
The  eJlicts  which  tliy  (»rwiM;d  rriiue hath  wmiight     ', 
In  some  to  spring  fr»)!n  thee;  who  never  fnuched    '  ■ 
The  exe.i'j  Tfd  treo:  ni>r  uith  the  snake  conspired:     * 
Nor  sinned  thy  sin  ;  yet  fn>:n  lh:it  sin  derive  * 

Corruption,  to  bring  liirlli  more  \ioIent  deeds."         ; 
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His  rvi-B  he  oprncd,  and  Iwhdd  a  field, 
Part  arable  and  tilth,  whereon  were  sheaves 
New  renped,  the  other  part  aheep-walks  and  folds; 
r  th'  Diidst  an  altar  as  the  hind-inark  stood, 
Rustic,  of  ^ossy  Rord;  thithrr  anon 
A  sweaty  reaper  from  his  tilla^re  brouj^ht 
First  fruits,  the  green  ear,  and  the  yellow  sheaf, 
Unculled,  as  came  to  hand ;  a  shepherd  next, 
Alore  meek,  Cc'inie  witli  the  firstlings  of  his  fiock 
Choicest  and  Nst;  then,  sacrificing,  laid 
The  inwards  and  their  fat,  with  inrensc  strowed, 
On  the  cleft  wood,  an<l  all  <hic  rites  iierftirmed. 
HLi  offering  8«)on  propitious  fire  from  Heaven 
Consumed  witii  nimble  glance,  and  grateful  steam; 
The  othfr's  not,  for  his  was  not  sincere: 
Whereat  he  inly  raged,  and,  as  they  t.ilkcd, 
Smote  him  into  the  midrifTwith  a  stone 
That  beat  out  life;  he  fell;  and,  de.idly  pale. 
Groaned  out  his  soul  with  gushing  Hood  effused. 
Much  at  thatsi<r|it  was  Adam  in  his  heart 
Di»:navct1,  and  thus  in  haste  to  th'  an<iel  cried. 

"  O  teacher,  some  great  n>ii*cliief  hath  l)efallen: 
To  that  meek  man  who  well  had  sacrificed ; 
Is  piety  thus  and  pure  devotion  p;dd  7'' 

To  whom  Michael  thus,  he  also  moved,  replied. 
"These  two  are  hrethrcn,  A<lam,  and  to  come 
Out  of  thy  loins;  t!i'  unjust  tlie  just  hath  slnin, 
For  en^y  that  his  hrotlier*^  t>ll'cring  found 
From  Heaven  acceptance  ;  but  the  hloo«ly  fact 
Will  be  avenged;  and  the  other's  faith  ajjprovcd, 
Lc«e  no  reward :  though  here  thou  see  him  die, 
Rjflinjj  in  dust  and  gore."    To  which  our  sire: 

••  Alas!  both  fortlie  dcctl  and  Cor  the  cause! 
But  have  I  now  seen  Death  7  Is  this  the  way 
I  niu*t  return  to  native  dust  ]     O  sight 
Of  Urror,  foul  and  ugly  to  In^hold, 
Hcrrid  to  tliink,  how  horrible  to  feel !" 

To  whom  thus  Michael.     "  Death  thou  hast 

S'-'CIl 

In  his  first  shape  on  man:  hut  many  shai>es 
Of  Death,  and  many  arc  the  ways  tbat  lejd 
To  Kii«  grim  cavf,  all  dismal ;  yet  to  sense 
More  ti^rrihle  at  th'  entrance  than  within. 
S«»n:r,  as  tluiu  rawest,  by  violent  stroke  shall  die ; 
By  fire,  f^ocl,  famine,  by  mtemi»erani;e  more 
III  meats  and  drinks,  wliicli  on  the  earth  shall 

Ijiing 
Diseases  dire,  of  which  a  monstrous  crew 
Before  thc-e  shall  ap])ear;  that  thou  mayest  know 
What  mist  ry  the  inabstincnco  of  Eve 
Shail  bring  on  men."     Inmicdialrly  a  place 
Bt'ioro  his  eyes  ajipeannl,  sad,  noisome,  dark 
A  ljz.-ir  house  it  seemed  ;  wherein  were  laid 
Nn:iil/«"r'«  of  all  di.-*»Msed  ;  all  mala'dies 
Of  i:h:i*{ly  spas'n,  or  racking  torture,  qualms 
Of  iii':-rt-.<ick  .igony,  all  fexenius  kinds, 
CoriMil^iuns,  e|.il»-iisics,  fierce  citarrli.'?, 
Iritcjtine  stinie  and  ulcer,  colic  i)angs, 
Dt  :/iiiiiiac  jihreuzy  moping  nuiuiclioly, 


I  And  moonstruck  madness,  pining  atrophy, 
'Marasmus,  and  wide-wastinir  |)estilence, 
Droi)sies,  and  astlimas.  and  joint  racking  rheums 
Din*  was  the  tossing,  dee])  the  groans ;  Despair 
Tended  the  sick  busiest  from  couch  to  conch ; 
And  over  them  trimnphant  I.Vath  his  dart 
Shoi>k,  but  delayed  to  strike,  though  oft  invoked 
"With  vows,  as  their  chief  good,  and  final  hojw 
Siirht  so  ileform  what  heart  of  rock  could  lonsj 
Dry -eyed  l)ehold  1  Adam  could  not,  but  wept, 
Though  n<it  of  woman  l>orn ;  compassion  quelled 
Plis  l>e>t  of  man,  and  gave  him  up  to  tears 
A  space,  till  firmer  thoughts  restrained  excess; 
And,  scarce  recovering  words,  his  plaint  renewed 

"  (")  miserjible  mankind,  to  what  fall 
Degrailed,  to  what  wretched  stitc  reserved! 
Better  end  here  unborn.     Why  is  life  given 
To  Ik?  thus  wrested  from  us  1  rather,  why 
Obtruded  on  us  thus?  who,  if  we  knew 
What  wc  receive,  would  either  not  accept 
Life  offered,  or  s«)on  beg  to  lay  it  down  ; 
Glad  to  be  so  disnjissed  in  peace.     Can  thus 
The  image  of  CJod  in  man,  created  once 
So  goodly  and  erect,  though  faulty  since, 
To  sueh  unsightly  sufTi'rings  be  debased 
UndrT  irdiuman  pains?  Why  should  not  man 
Retaiiiinjj  still  divine  similitude 
In  j>art,  from  such  deformilirs  be  frw», 
Anil,  for  his  Maker's  image  sake,  exempt?" 

"  Their  Maker's  image,"   answered   Michaei, 
"  then 
Fors«>ok  them,  when  themselves  they  vilified 
To  serve  ungoverncd  appetite,  and  took 
His  ima^e  whom  they  served,  a  brutish  vice. 
Inductive  mainly  to  the  sin  of  Eve. 
Therefore  so  abject  is  their  jjunislimcnt. 
Di.sfitxurini;  not  (Joil's  likeness,  but  their  own: 
Or  if  hiM  likeness,  by  themselves  defaced ; 
While  tliey  pervert  [)ure  nature's  healthful  rules 
To  loathsome  sickness:  worthilv,  r^ince  th(*v 
God's  ima!;e  ilid  not  revenmce  in  them>'elvcs," 

"  I  yieltl  it  ju.'^t,"  said  Adam,  "  and  submit. 
But  is  there  vet  no  other  way,  bi^sides 
These  painful  passages,  how  we  may  come 
To  death,  and  mix  with  our  connatural  dust?" 

"  There  is,"   said  Michael,  "  if  tliou  well  ob- 
serve 
The  rule  of  .Vo/  too  vitinh;  bv  temjierance  taujjht, 
In   what  thou  eat'.st  and  driiik'st;  s^rking  fro'o 

thence 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  dcliglit, 
Till  many  ye.irs  over  thy  hoad  return: 
So  may'st  thou  live,  till,  like  ripe  fruit,  thou  drop 
Into  thy  motlier's  lap;  or  be  \vil!i  <«as(' 
Gathered,  not  !i:irs!i!y  phiekc.l,  f.-r  death  m:>ture; 
Thi>  is  old  ai;e:  bultlien  \\\^^\\  u\\\A  outli\i 
T!iy  vtiuth,  thy  stn-ngth,  t'ly  btauty  ;  whieli  wil 

chang<* 
To  witli-n-l,  weak,  and  gray;  tl:y  sen.^Ci:  '/len 


r 


88 


MILTON'S  WORKS. 


Boacn 


Olituse,  all  iMte  of  pleasure  miirt  forrpjo, 
To  what  thou  hast;  ami,  for  the  air  of  youth, 
Hopeful  and  chivrt'ul.  in  thy  Mood  will  rcigii 
A  melanclioly  damp  ot'ccia  and  dry 
To  weigh  thy  spirits  down,  and  last  consume 
The  halm  of  life."     To  whom  our  ancestor. 

"  Henevforth  I  fly  not  death,  nor  would  prolong 
Lifi:  much ;  Ik'nt  rather  how  I  may  l>c  quit 
Fairest  and  easiest  of  t!iis  cumhrou^i  charge; 
Which  I  must  keep  till  my  appointed  day 
Of  rendering  up,  and  patiently  attend 
My  dissolution."    Michael  rt>plied. 

"  Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate  j  hut  what  thou 
liv'st 
Liyc  well  J  how  long  or  short,  iwniiit  to  Heaven: 
And  now  preiiarc  thire  for  another  sight." 

He  looked,  and  saw  a  spacious  plain,  whereon 
Were  tentd  of  various  hue ;  hy  some,  were  herds 
Of  catllo  grazing;  others,  whcnre  the  sound 
Of  instruments  that  made  melodious  cliiine 
Was  heard,  of  harp  and  organ ;  and,  who  moved 
Their  stojis  am!  chords,  was  s«>en ;  his  volant  touch, 
Instinct  tlirough  ail  proportions,  low  and  iiigh. 


Of  love  aufl  youth  not  lost,  songs,  garlands,  flowcn^ 
And  charming  symphonies,  attached  the  heart 
Of  Adam,  soon  inclined  to  admit  delight, 
The  bent  of  nature ;  which  he  thus  expressed. 

"  True  o|)encr  of  mine  eyes,  prime  angcl  bleat 
Much  better  seems  this  vision,  and  more  hope 
Of  peaceful  days  portends,  than  those  two  ])aBt; 
Those  were  of  hate  and  deathyor  pain  much  woziOj 
Here  nature  seems  fulfilled  in  all  her  ends." 

To  whom  thus  Michael.    "  Judge  not  what  it 
best 
By  pleasure,  though  to  nature  seeming  meet ; 
Created,  as  thou  art,  to  nobler  end. 
Holy  and  pure,  conformity  divuic. 
Tliosc  tents  thou  saw'bt  so  pleasant,  were  the  tenftt 
Of  wickedness,  whc;vin  shall  dwell  his  race 
Who  slew  his  bn>ther ;  studious  tliey  appear 
Of  arts  tliat  [ulish  life,  inventora  rare; 
Unmindful  of  their  Maker,  though  his  spirit 
Taught  them;  but  they  his  gi(\s  acknowledged 

none. 
Yet  they  a  beauteous  offspring  shall  hcgci , 
For  that  fair  female  troop  thou  saw'st,  that  seemed 


Fled  and  pursued  transverse,  the  rc.^)nant  fugue.     Of  goddesses,  so  blithe,  so  smooth,  so  gay, 


In  other  part  stood  one  who,  at  the  forge 
Lal)Ouring,  two  massy  clods  of  iron  and  bniss 
Had  melted,  (whetlicr  found  where  casual  fire 
Had  wasted  woods  on  mountain  or  in  vale, 
Down  to  tlie  veins  of  earth;  thence  gliding  hot 


I  Yet  cmjity  of  all  good  wherein  consists 
Woman's  domestic  honour  and  chief  praise  j 
Bred  only  and  completed  to  the  taste 

I  Of  lustful  appetancc,  tv  sing,  to  dance. 
To  dress,  and  troll  the  tongue,  and  roll  the  eye: 


To  some  cave's  moulli;  or  whether  wash'd    by  To  these  that  sober  race  of  men,  whose  lives 

stream  Religious  titled  them  the  sons  of  Grod, 

I  •  •      • 

Frojn  under  jxround ;)  the  li(iuid  ore  1)e  drained      |  Shall  yield  up  all  their  virtue,  ull  their  fuma 

Into  fit  moulds  pn-pared ;  front  wliich  lie  formed     .  Ignobly,  to  the  trains  and  to  the  smiles 

Fir*it  his  own  tool?;  then,  what   might  else  be  Of  thc^ic  fair  atluists;  and  now  swim  in  joy, 

wrought  ,  Fre  long  to  swim  at  large ;  and  laugh,  for  which 

Fusil  or  graven  in  metal.     After  thes«',  The  world  ere  long  a  world  of  ^eaiv  nmst  weep." 

But  on  the  hither  side,  a  dillennt  sort  To  whom  thus  Adam,  of  short  joy  iK-refl. 

From  llie  hidi  lu  iiihbourin;:  hi\U,  which  was  their  "O  pity  and  shame,  that  thev,  wlio  to  live  well 

seat,  I  Futi-nd  so  fair,  should  turn  aside  to  tread 

Down  to  the  |)Iaiii  diihivnded :  by  lljcir  puiso  ,  Paths  indinct,  or  in  l!.e  mid  way  faint! 

Just  men  they  si  emed,  and  all  th»"'ir  study  lient      ,  But  still  I  see  the  tenor  of  man's  wo 
To  worsliip  G(h1  .iri^Iit,  and  know  his  vorks         ,  Holds  on  the  same,  fi-om  woman  to  begin." 
Not  hid;  nor  those  things  la^t  wliich  might  pre-,     "  I'roin  nuin's  cireminate  slackness  it  l^egms,'' 

serve  '^:nd  the  ungil,  "  who  should  bitter  hold  his  plaui 

Freedom  and  peaire  to  men :  ihoy  on  the  pldn        ,  By  wisdom,  and  suj)crior  gifts  received. 
Long  had  not  walki«l,whiii  iVuin  like  tt  nLs,  Uhold'  But  now  prep.jre  tlie<»  for  another  scene. 
A  U'vy  of  fair  wonien,  riciily  gay  i      Hi'  lo»»ked,  and  .s^iw  wide  torritoyy  spread 

In  gems  and  waiilon  dn-.-s;  to  the  hnrp  tlu-y  sung  Befure  lii:n,  towns,  and  rur:d  works  U.-lwern 
•Soft  amorous  ditlii-.X;  and  in  daiieo  »-aine  on:  Cities  of  men  with  lofty  gutes  and  towtrrs. 

The  lui-n,  though  graxe,  eyid  l!ii:;i,  and  let  their  Coni-our.>«T  in  aniB,  fierce  ficos  t!ireutening  Wi»r, 

L'vrjj  Giants  nf  mighty  hone,  and  1>«>M  nnprisi^; 

Rove  without  nin ;  till  in  ihr  aiiionms  lut  ,  I^Jirt  wirld  their  :jrins,  part  eurhtlie  fijaming steed 

Tasl  rauglil,  l!u'\  lilveil ;  and  lach  itis liking  ehosie;  Single,  or  in  array  of  hatili'  ranged. 
And  now  of  love  they  triat,  till  tie  <'Mniiig  star,     Both  )n)r.str  :ind  Itnit.  nor  idly  inusliring  stood; 
Love's  harhingiT,  ;:p;MMn^l;  thi'M,  ah  ni  luMt  ^One  way  a  hand  si-liet  from  forage  drin-s 

'V\u\\  light  tilt:  nujiti.d  lon'h,  and  Ml  iinoke  A  In-rd  of  luevt  s,  \\;\\  u.xen  and  f;ilr  kiiie, 

llvi...'n,  thiji  llr>i  to  maiTii'T  litvs  in\o!»ed:  r'ii>m  a  fit  rni-:idow  ijround:  «>r  lleeev  floi'k. 

With  fiMbt  and  iiin>u:  idl  t!ir  ti-iils  n»-ound.  l]wr.-.an«l  ll.i-ir  Mi:. ting  Lonhs,  over  the  plain, 

Such  happy  interview,  and  fair  e\ent  Thiir  boot^  ;  s.;'aree  with  lile  tlie  slieplu.rds  P«, 
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Bat  call  in  aid,  which  makes  a  bloody  fray; 

With  cruel  tournament  tiic  squadrons  join ; 

Where  cattle  pa^ured  lote,  now  scattereil  lies 

With  carcasses  and  anns  the  ensanguim^  field, 

Deserted :  others  to  a  city  strong 

Lay  siege,  encani[)ed ;  by  battery,  scale,  and  mine, 

Astiaulting ;  others  from  the  wall  dffend 

Wi  h  dart,  and  javelin,  stones  and  sulphurous  fire, 

On  each  hand  slaughter,  and  gigantic  deeds. 

In  other  part  the  sceptred  heralds  call 

To  council,  in  the  city  gates :  anon 

Gray  headed  men  and  grave,  with  warriors  mix'd, 

Asmemble,  and  harangues  are  Iieard ;  but  soon 

In  factious  opposition ;  till  at  last 

Of  middle  age  one  riiting.  eminent 

In  wise  deport,  spnke  much  of  right  and  wrong, 

Of  justice,  of  religion,  truth,  and  j)eacc. 

And  judgment  from  abovo :  him  old  and  young 

Explodtfl,  and  had  seized  with  violent  hands. 

Hail  not  a  cluud  descending  snatched  him  thence 

Unseen  amid  the  throng :  so  violent^ 

PnxreeiJed.  and  oppression,  and  sword-law. 

Through  all  the  plain,  and  refuge  none  was  found. 

Adam  was  all  in  tears,  anil  to  his  guido 

Lamenting  turned  full  sad ;  "  O !  what  arc  these, 

Death's  ministers,  not  men  1  who  thus  deal  death 

Inhuniniily  to  niim  andiuuUipIy 

Ten  thousand  fold  the  sin  of  him  who  slow 

His  brother  \  for  of  whom  such  massacre 

Make  they,  but  of  their  brethren ;  men  of  men  1 

But  wliu  was  that  just  man,  whom  had  not  Heaven 

Rescue^],  had  in  his  righteousness  l»een  lostl" 

To  whom  tlius  Mirhael.  "  These  are  the  product 
Of  thojw  ill-mated  marriages  thou  sawest; 
Where  good  with  bad  were  matched,  who  of  them- 

flclves 
Abhor  to  join;  and,  b}'  imprudence  mixed, 
Pruduce  prodigious  birtlts  of  l^o<ly  or  mind. 
Su^'h  were  th»rse  giants,  men  of  high  renown; 
For  in  tliosc  days  might  only  shcill  Iw  admired. 
And  viilour  ami  heniic  virtue  called  ] 
To  o^  t  rcomo  in  bnttle,  nnd  puUlue 
Nations,  :ind  bring  hoiae  »[k>\U  with  infinite 
MansLiugliler,  s!iall  ho  held  the  highest  pitch 
Of  Ji«:ii.»n  glory;  and  for  glory  done 
Of  iriixinpli,  to  he  st\lid  grent  contpierors, 
Pttrviiis  uf  mankind,  gods,  .'uid  sons  of  gods; 
Destroyers  riglitlitr  e:tll«'(1,  and  pl.igucs  of  men. 
T;ius  fame  shall  lie  arliieved,  renoun  on  earth; 
Anil  what  most  merils  fame  insiliMve  hid. 
Gut  he,  the  soventli  from  thw,  whom  thou  be- 

hcldi^t 
Tli^  ordy  righteous  in  a  world  [»crvtTse, 
An.J  tliiTffiin'  hi'iti'd,  tlifrcfor.'  st)  Ix-srt 
W'lil,  C>c\i.  for  d:iring  sin;;h'  to  1)0  just, 
Ai:J  ult«r  o<!i;>ustrulIj,  thnt  G«».l  wouM  come 
Tc'jii'Ii*'  them  vvit!ihiss,iint:*;  liimtlio  most  Iligh, 
Ru[»t  in  a  baltny  cloud,  wit!i  \vin:;od  stm-d.-; 
DiJ,  as  thou  .-saw'st,  rtciixr^to  w;«lk  with  God 


High  in  salvation  and  the  climes  of  bliss. 
Exempt  from  death;  to  show  thee  what  wwanl 
Awuhs  the  goml,  the  rijst  what  punishment; 
Which  now  direct  thine  eyos  and  aion  In^hold.*' 
He  looked,  and  saw  the  face  of  things  quite 

changed ; 
The  brazt^n  throat  of  war  had  ceased  to  roar, 
All  now  was  turned  to  jollity  and  game, 
To  luxury  ond  riot,  fojjst  and  dance, 
Marrying  or  prostituting,  as  befell, 
Rajie  or  adultery,  where  passing  fair 
Allured  them ;  thence  from  cuj)8  to  civil  broib. 
At  length  a  reverend  sire  among  them  came, 
And  of  their  doings  gn>at  dislike  declared, 
And  testifieil  against  their  ways ;  he  oft 
Frequented  their  nssemblies,  whereso  met, 
Triumphs  or  festivals;  ami  to  them  preached 
Con\ori«ion  and  n^pr'ntanee,  as  to  stmls 
In  prisim  under  judgments  imminent: 
But  all  in  vain  :  which  when  he  saw,  he  ceased. 
Contending,  and  removed  his  tents  far  oflT; 
Then,  from  tlie  mountain  hewing  timU-r  tall, 
r>ej;an  to  build  a  vos.<a'l  of  liuge  bulk, 
Measur«Ml   by  cubit,    h'ngth,   and  breadth,   and 

height, 
Smeared  round  with  pitch,  and  in  the  bide  a  door 
Contrived,  and  of  provisions  laid  in  !:irgo 
For  man  and  In-ast :  when  lo,  a  wonder  strange ! 
Of  every  beast,  and  bird,  and  insert  small, 
Came  si'vens,  and  pairs,  and  entered  in  as  taught 
Their  order :  last  the  sire  and  his  throe  sons, 
Witli  tiieir  four  wives;   and  God  made  fast  tha 

door. 
Meanwhile  the  southwind  rose,  and,  with  black 

wings 
Wide  hoverinff,  all  the  clouds  together  drove 
From  under  Heaven ;  the  hills  to  their  supply 
yti[>our,  and  rxhalation  du.sk  and  moiKt, 
Sent  up  amain ;  and  now  the  thickened  sky 
Like  a  dark  ctiling  stood;  down  rushed  the  rain 
Impetuous,  and  continued  till  the  earth 
No  more  w.is  seen ;  l!ie  Hoating  vossel  swum 
Uplifted,  and  secure  with  In^ikcd  prow 
Rode  tiltinir  o'er  tlio  waves;  all  dw<'Hings  else 
FliHxJ  overwhchned,  .ind  themuith  nil  their  |H)mp 
Deep  under  watrr  rolled  ;  sea  covered  sea, 
•Sen  without  slioro;  and  in  tlirir  palarrs, 
When*  luxury  lati'  r.i;:no(l.  sra  monster:;  wlu-li)cj 
And  staiiK'd;  of  mankind,  so  numerous  late, 
I  All  left,  in  oimsmidl  l.-ottom  s-.vum  embarked. 
ITow  didst  tliou  grievo  thru,  Adnm,  to  briiold 
The  end  of  all  tliy  t»irsi»ring,  end  Kf>  sad, 
Depopidatiou  !  thee  antitln-r  Ilood, 
Of  t«'ars  and  sorro'v  a  llot)d  thee  also  drowned, 
I  And  Hunk  tlieo  as  tljy  sons;  till,  gi-ntly  rivinrd 

■  By  th<'  uni;el,nn  t!iy  foot  Hum  '.t'vnrst  at  l:^^t. 
Though  comfortless;  as  wlion  a  fitlier  mourn» 
Tlis  oliildren,  all  in  view  do?troyed  at  onre; 

■  And  scaive  to  the  an:xe!  ulteredst  thus  thv  okiinl 
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"  0  visions  ill  fomsci'ii !  U'ttrr  had  I 
lAvcxi  ijrnoraiit  of  future !  so  li:u]  I>orno 
Ally  part  of  c\il  only,  c:icti  day's  lot 
Eno'ijrli  li>  bear;  tlioAC  now  that  were  dLs[)cnscd 
7*hc  burden  of  many  ogi^s,  on  mo  li^rfit 
At  once,  l)y  my  fori-know U^rr,;  trahiinir  birth 
Abortive,  to  tornu  nt  me  ere  their  Uinir, 


I  Of  them  derived,  but  of  God  olfcjrrvcil 
Tlie  one  just  inn n  alive ;  by  his  conunana 
Siiall  liuild  a  wondrous  ark,  tb  thou  Inhcld'st, 
To  save  himsi  If  and  household  from  ajiiidftt 
A  world  devote  to  universal  wraek. 
No  Hoonrr  he,  with  tijem  of  man  and  liraet 
SeliTt  for  life, shall  in  the  ark  he  lod^'d, 


Willi  thought  that  tliey  must  1)C.     Let  no  man  And  sheltered  round,  but  all  the  cataraetn 


eeek 
Henceforth  to  Ih'  foretold  what  uhall  bcfull 
llun  or  his  children;  e\il  he  may  be  bUiv, 
Which  neither  hi:i  foreknowing  can  prevent, 
And  he  the  future  evil  Khali  no  loss 
In  apprehension  than  in  sub^ttance  feel 
Grievous  to  liear :  but  tiiut  care  now  is  past, 
Man  is  not  whom  to  warn :  those  tew  escajied, 
Famine  and  anguish  will  at  last  cousuine, 
Wandering  that  watery  desiTt:  I  had  hojk^. 
When  viulence  was  ceased,  and  war  on  earth, 


Of  IIeavi:n  set  o^xm  on  tlie  earth  shall  [wur 
;  Rain,  d.-iy  and  night;  nil  fountains  of  the  dcrp^ 
liroke  up,  sh:dl  hi-avo  \]\o.  ocean  to  usurp 
Beyond  all  Uninds;  till  inundation  riso 
AhoAc  the  higheft  hills:  then  shall  this  mount 
Of  Paradise  bv  nni;ht  of  waves  lie  movotl 
I  Out  of  hi?  place,  puslied  by  the  hoHKHl  flooil, 
I  With  all  his  venhm*  s|)<t»led,  and  treisi  adrift, 
Down  t!;e  gn»at  river  to  the  o]H*ning  gulf, 
And  there  tjiko  rtK^t,  an  island  salt  and  bare, 
1'he  haunt  of  S4>als  and  orc^, and  seamews clang: 


All  would  have  then  gone  well;  |jeace  would  have,  To  teacli  tliee  that  God  attributes  to  place 


crown'd 
With  length  of  happy  days  the  rac4;  of  man; 
But  1  was  far  deceived ;  for  now  I  sim; 
Peace  to  corrupt  no  less  than  war  to  waste. 
How  comes  it  thus  1  unfold,  celestial  guide. 
And  whether  here  the  race  of  man  will  eiul.'' 


,  No  sanclitv.if  none  Ite  thither  bnui'iht 

Ry  n>en  who  then*  fn'qnent  or  therein  dwell. 

'And  now,  what  further  s!jall  ensue,  behold." 

He  lookinl,  and  saw  the  ark  hull  on  the  flood, 
Which  now  abated;  for  the  clouds  were  fled, 
,  Driven  by  a  keen  northwind,  that,  blowing  dry. 
To  whom  thus  Michael.     "  Those  whom  last.  Wrinkled  the  face  of  deluge,  as  decayed; 
thou  saw'st  I  And  the  clear  sun  on  his  wide  watery  glcss 

In  triumph  and  hixurious  wealth,  arc  they  ("jJazed  hot,  and  of  the  fhsh  wave  largely  dn-w. 

First  seen  in  acts  of  prowess  eminent  ,  As  afler  thirst ;  which  made  their  Ho  wing  shrink 

And  gieat  ex])loits,  but  of  true  virtue  void ;  ■  From  sUmding  lake  to  tripping  ebb,  that  stoic 

Who,  having  spilt  much  blood,  and  done  much.  With  sod  foot  towards  the  det^), who  now  had  stopi 

waste  I  His  sluices,  as  the  Heaven  his  windows  shut. 

Subduing  nations,  and  achieved  thereby  The  ark  no  more  now  floats,  but  seems  on  grounj 

Fame  in  the  worlil,  higii  lilhs,  and  rich  prey ;  Fast  on  the  top  of  some  high  mountain  fixed. 

Shall  change  their  course  to  pleasure,  ease,  and  And  now  the  tups  of  hills  as  rocks  appear: 


sloth. 
Surfeit,  and  lust;  till  wantonness  and  pride 
Raise  out  of  frirndship  hostile  deeds  in  jM-acc. 
The  conquered  also,  and  ensUi\ed  bv  war, 
Shall,  with  thrir  freedom  lost,  all  virtue  lose 
And  tear  of  (.rod;  from  whom  their  piety  feigned 
In  sharp  contest  of  battle  found  no  aid 
Againnt  invaders ;  therefore,  cooled  in  zeal, 
Thenceforth  shall  practise  how  to  live  secure, 
Worldly  or  dissolute,  on  what  their  lords 
Shall  leave  tliem  to  enjoy ;  for  tbe  earth  shall  bear'  Then  with  uplifled  hands,  and  eyes  devout, 
More  tlian  enough,  that  tem|H>rance  may  bo  tried*  Grateful  to  heaven,  over  his  head  Iwholds 


j  With  clamour,  thenec  the  rapid  currents  drive 
Towards  tiie  ritreating  s*m  their  furious  tide. 
Fort b with  from  out  tlie  ark  a  raven  flii-s, 
And  afler  him  the  surer  messenger, 
A  dove  s<-nt  forth  once  and  agam  to  spy 
Green  tree  or  ground  whereon  his  foot  may  light; 
The  second  time  returning;,  in  his  bill 
An  olive  leaf  he  brings,  pacific  sign: 
Anon  dry  ground  appears,  and  from  his  aric 
The  ancient  sire  descends  with  all  his  train; 


So  all  shall  turn  di'generate,  all  depravtd ; 
Justice  and  tem|ierance,  truth  and  faith  forgot  j 
One  man  except,  the  only  son  of  ]i:;ht 
In  a  dirk  age,  ag^iinst  example  sootl, 
Aiiainst  allurement,  custom,  and  a  world 
Ofleiided  ;  fearless  of  reproach  aud  scorn, 
Or  violence,  he  (»!  tln-ir  wicked  ways 
Shall  them  adinonish,  ami  lii'fore  them  8<-t 


A  dewy  cloud,  r.nd  in  the  cloud  a  bow 
Conspicmms  with  three  listed  colours  gay, 
Betokening  ]H.!ace  from  Gixl,  and  covenant  new. 
Whereat  the  heart  of  Adam,  en>t  so  sad, 
Greatly  njoiced.  and  thus  his  joy  broke  forth. 
"O  thou,  who  future  things  canst  n'presL'nt 
As  pns^r.i,  ni-avcnly  nistruclor!  I  rovivo 
At  this  last  sight,  ttssun-d  th;it  man  sh.ali  live. 


The  puthh  of  riyliteousni's."*,  how  much  UiO.e  safe,,  Willi  all  i\u:  criMiun-s,  miiI  llji-ir  fc^ird  pres«*r\ft 
And  full  of  iH'iifi*;  denouneiri'i  wrath  to  come       j  Far  les-s  I  now  lament  witli  on«'  whole  world 
Ou  their  impenitence*;  and  siiull  return  j  Of  wicked  sons  de^tro^ed,  than  I  ngoieo 
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For  cne  nuir.  found  so  perfect  and  so  just, 
1  luit  God  vouciisafcs  to  raise  another  world 
From  hiin,  and  all  his  anger  to  forget. 
But  say,  what  mean  those  coloured  streaks  in  Hea- 
ven 
Distended,  as  the  brow  of  God  appeased? 
Or  8pr\'e  they  as  a  flowery  verge,  to  bind 
The  fluid  skirts  of  that  same  watery  cloud, 
Lest  it  again  dissolve,  and  shower  tlio  earth  7** 
To  wliom  the  archangel.     '*  Dexterously  thou 
aim'st; 
So  willingly  doth  God  remit  his  ire, 
Though  late  repenting,  him  of  man  depraved; 
Grie\'Ed  at  his  heart,  wiien  looking  down  he  saw 
The  whole  earth  filli>d  with  violence,  and  all  flesh 
Corrupting  each  their  way;  yet,  those  removed. 
Such  grace  shall  one  just  man  And  in  his  sight 
That  he  relents  not  to  blot  out  mankind ; 
And  makes  a  covenant  never  to  destroy 
The  earth  again  by  flood ;  nor  let  the  sea 
Surpass  his  bounds;  nor  rain  to  drown  the  world. 
With  man  therein  or  beast;  but  when  he  brings 
Over  the  eaith  a  cloud,  will  therein  set 
His  triple-coloured  bow,  whereon  to  look. 
And  call  to  mind  his  covenant:  day  and  night. 
Sect]  dmo  and  har\'e8t,  heat  and  hoary  frost, 
Shall  hold  tlieir  course,  till  fire  purge  all  things 

new, 
Both  Heaven  and  earth,  wherein  the  just  shall 
dwclL 
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TIIE  ARGUMENT. 
The  angrl  Michael  continuo;*,  from  t>ie  flood,  to  rebte  what 
iten  meceed ;  then  in  the  iTK^niion  of  Abrahain,  cnmcs  by  dc- 
f  to  explain,  who  that  eced  of  the  woman  flhall  be,  which 
promiiwtl  Adam  and  Eve  iu  tlio  full;  liia  Incarnation, 
ikx&ih,  rowrrectiun,  and  a»cctLsiun;  the  state  of  the  church  till 
hb  »ruii>I  c  iniiiig.  Ailain,  greatly  padsflivl  nnl  rcconifortoil 
by  thrserelaiiomi  oikI  promises,  desrrndsthc  hill  with  Michael; 
awakens  Eve,  who  aU  this  while  had  slept,  but  with  gentle 
dmsms  composed  to  quietness  of  mind  and  submisHioiL  Mi- 
chael in  vtilier  hand  laxiis  llicni  out  of  Paradiac,  iJio  fiery 
cwocd  wdvijig  behind  tht* in,  and  the  cherubim  taking  (heir 
■;;ai:;ns  to  guard  the  place. 


As  one,  who  in  his  journey  ])atrs  at  noon, 
Though  l»ent  on  speed;   so  here  the  archangel 

[lauscd 
Betwixt  the  world  destroyed  and  world  restored, 
f  Adam  auglit  perhaps  might  int<'r|>osr; 
Then,  with  transition  sweet,  new  s[>rrch  resumes. 
"  Tlius  llioii  liast  seen  one  world  l)o«;in  and  end; 
And  man,  as*  from  a  second  stock  proceed. 
Much  thou  Iir*j>t  yet  to  see;  but  1  j)erceivc 
Thy  mortal  i'ij;!it  to  fjil;  objects  divine 
^Tl:st  mi-4nIs  imjnir  ami  weary  iiiiinnii  sense; 
Henceforth  what  i»  to  come  I  will  relate; 
Thou  thcr<*ti»rc  give  due  audience  and  attend. 


This  second  source  of  men,  while  yet  but  lew, 
And  while  the  dread  of  judgment  past  remain^ 
Fresh  in  their  minds,  fearing  the  Deity, 
With  some  regard  to  what  is  just  and  right 
Shall  lead  their  lives,  and  multiply  apace; 
Labouring  the  soil,  and  reaping  plenteous  crop, 
Com,  wine,  and  oil ;  and  from  the  herb  or  flock, 
Oft  sacrificing  bullock,  himb,  or  kid. 
With  large  wine  offerings  poured,  and  sacred  feast, 
Shall  spend  their  days  in  joys  unblamed ;  and  dwcl! 
Long  time  in  peac<>,  by  families  and  tribes. 
Under  paternal  rule ;  till  one  shall  rise 
Of  proud  ambitious  he4irt;  who  not  content 
With  fair  equality,  fraternal  state. 
Will  arrogate  dominion  undesen'ed 
Over  his  brethren,  and  quite  dispossess 
Conconl  and  law  of  natun'«  from  the  earth ; 
Hunting  (and  men,  not  beasts,  shall  be  his  game)  ' 
With  war  and  hostile  snares  such  as  refuse 
Subjection  to  his  empire  tyrannous: 
A  mighty  hunt«>r  thence  he  shall  be  styled 
Before  tlie  Lord;  as,  in  despite  of  Heaven, 
Or  from  Heaven  claiming  second  sovereignty; 
And  from  rebellion  shall  derive  his  name, 
Thougli  of  rel)ellion  others  he  accuse. 
He  with  a  crew  whom  like  ambition  joins 
With  him  or  under  him  to  tvrannize. 
Marching  from  Eden  towards  the  west,  shall  find 
The  plain  wherein  a  black  bituminous* gurge 
Boils  out  from  under  ground,  the  mouth  of  hell : 
Of  brick,  and  of  that  stuff  they  cast  to  build 
A  city  and  tower,  whose  top  may  reach  to  Heaven, 
And  get  themsi>Ives  a  name;  lest,  far  dispersed 
In  fon.»i(;n  lands,  their  memory  bo  lost; 
Regardless  whether  gootl  or  evil  fame. 
But  God,  who  of\  descends  to  visit  men 
Unseen,  and  through  their  habitations  walks 
To  mark  their  doings,  them  beholding  soon. 
Comes  down  to  sec  their  citv.  ere  the  tower 
Ol)struct  Heaven's  towers,  and  in  derision  sets 
U])on  their  tongues  a  various  spirit,  to  rase 
Ctuite  out  their  native  language;  and,  instead, 
To  sow  a  jangling  noise  of  words  unknown : 
Forthwith  a  hideous  gabble  rises  loud 
Among  the  builders ;  each  to  other  calls 
N«>t  understood ;  till  hoarse,  and  all  in  rage. 
As  mock'd  they  storm:    great   laughter  was   in 

Heaven, 
And  looking  down,  to  sec  the  hubbub  strange 
And  hear  the  din :  thus  was  the  building  left 
Ridiculous,  and  the  work  confusion  named.'' 

Whereto  tims  Adam,  fatherly  displea*****! 
'*  O  execrable  son !  so  to  as[>iro 
Al)ove  his  brethren,  to  himself  assuming 
Authority  nsurjwd,  from  Ciod  not  given; 
He  gave  us  onlv  over  beast,  fish,  fowl. 
Dominion  absolute;  thatri;:iit  we  hold 
By  his  donation;  but  man  over  men 
He  made  not  lord;  such  title  to  himscK 
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R»'MT\'in;r  human  l»»ft  fnmi  human  froe. 
But  this  miuq>cr  his  cncroaclimcnt  proud 
Stays  not  on  man:  to  Got]  his  tower  intends 
S'u'izv  and  defiance:  wnHehcd  man!  what  food 
Will  he  convoy  up  tliither  to  suAtaiii 
Himei  If  and  liis  ranh  army,  where  thin  air 
Ahove  the  cloud:*  will  i>ine  his  entrails  gros?, 
And  famish  him  of  hreath,  if  not  of  broad  1" 
To  whom  thus  Michael.     "Justly  thou   ab- 
horr'flt 
That  6on,  who  on  the  quirt  state  of  men 
Such  trouble  hnniglit,  an'tTting  to  subdue 
Rational  lilvrly:  yet  know  withal, 
Since  thy  orijjinal  laiwe,  true  lilwrty 
Is  lost,  whicii  idways  with  right  reason  dwells 
Twinned,  and  from  her  hath  no  dividual  being: 
Reason  in  man  obHrun^l,  or  not  obeyed, 
Immcdiati*]y  inordinate  desires 
And  ujwtirt  passions  catch  the  government 
Fromri-ason,  and  to  servitude  nduce 
Man,  till  then  fnn^.     Therefore,  since  he  pomiits 
Within  himself  unworthy  iK)wersto  reign 
Over  friH*  reai^on,  God,  in  judgment  just, 
Subjects  him  from  witlioiit  to  \ii)lent  lords  j 
Who  oft  as  undeservedly  inthral 
Ilis  outward  fn'edom:  tyranny  mui«t  be; 
Thouiili  to  tlie  tvrant  therebv  no  excuse. 
Yet  sometynes  n.itions  will  decline  so  low 
From  virtue,  which  is  rj-ason,  that  no  wrong, 
But  justice,  and  some  fatal  curse  annexed, 
Deprives  them  of  their  oulwanl  liberty, 
Thfir  inward  l(»st:  witni-.«i  the  irn'vcrent  son 
Of  him  who  built  the  :irk,  who,  for  the  shame 
Done  to  his  father,  ln'nnl  this  heavy  curse, 
Servant  afacrcant^^  on  his  vicious  race. 
Thus  will  this  lul.ter,  as  the  former  world, 
Still  tt^id  fri^m  bnd  to  worse,  till  Hoi]  at  last, 
Wearied  v.illj  tlu-ir  iirupntit-s,  with«Ira'.v 
IlLs  pri'seiici-  from  timong  them,  aiiil  avirt 
Ilis  holy  eyis;  rc-^nMug  froni  llii^ncefurth 
To  lease  tliem  to  llieir  own  |w»lluled  ways; 
And  one  juruiiur  n;ition  t(»  sei^'ttt 
From  all  tlie  n^st,  of  whom  to  1m*  invoked, 
A  nation  from  ()iie  fuitliful  man  to  spring: 
Him  on  tills  .<iilc  I'iiphr:ili's  vit  nsidinir. 
Bred  up  in  idol- worship;  O,  tiiat  men 
(Canst  thou  belicvi!  ?)  should  lie  so  stupid  grown. 
While  vrt  the    p;itriarch  li\ed   who  'sca|K'd   the 

fltKMl, 

As  tt»  forsake  the  lisingGoil,  and  fdl 

To  worship  t!.<iro'.vn  work  in  wo»k1  and  stone 

For  gods  !  jii  nun  (io<l  iheiuost  high  vouchsafes 

Toc:dl  bv  \i:,ioii  fn»m  his  fatla'r's  hous«', 

riis  kiiiiln  d.  ai.d  Tid-'se  giH!>«,  iiilo  a  l.iud 

Wlurli  he  wi.iMJio'.v  hiiji.  aixl  from  lii;n  will  raise 

A  miiljty  ujitiun,  iind  Uj-on  hi  o  shower 

Ilis  111  lu-ilii-ti.m  so,  tli:it  in  hi>  .■ircil 

All  naliius  sludl  K*  bliM:  he  >lr:ii;:!it  obeys, 

Not  knowing  to  wha*  land,  yet  firm  U'liuvtrs: 


I  see  him,  but  thou  canst  not,  with  what  faith 

Tic  Ictives  his  gods,  his  friends,  and  native  suil, 

Ur  of  Chalda>a,  passing  now  the  ibrd 

To  llamn;  after  him  a  cumbruus  train 

Of  herds  and  flocks,  and  numerous  si*nitutle, 

Xot  wandering  jioor,  but  trusting  all  hix  wcaJtd 

With  God,  who  called  him,  in  a  land  unknown. 

Canaan  be  now  attains ;  I  see  his  tents 

Pitched  al)out  Secheni.andthoneighliouringjdaiD 

Of  Moreh ;  there  by  promise  he  nx^^ivcs 

Gift  to  his  progeny  of  all  that  land, 

From  Ilamath  north wanl  to  the  desert  south ; 

(Tilings  by  their  names  I  call,  though  jet  m^ 

named ;) 
From  Ilermon  cast  to  the  great  western  »ca; 
Mount  Ilennon,  yonder  sea;  each  ]>Iacc  behold 
In  pntspoct,  OS  I  ix>int  them;  on  the  shore 
Mount  Carmel;  here  the  double  founted  strcun 
Jorilan,  true  limit  eastward;  but  his  sons 
Sliall  dwell  to  Senir,  that  long  ridge  of  hills. 
This  ))onder,  that  all  nations  of  the  earth 
Shall  in  his  send  l>e  blessed  :  bv  that  seed 
Is  meant  thy  great  iliIivi'riT,  who  shall  bruise 
The  s*'ri)ent's  head;  whereof  to  theo  nnoii 
riainlier  shall  l»e  revealed.     This  patriarch  lifeil 
Wh(»m  faithful  Abraham  due  time  shall  call, 
A  stm,  ami  of  his  son  a  grandchild  leaves. 
Like  him  in  faith,  in  \^isdom,  and  renown; 
The  grandchild,  with  twelve  sons  increased,  d^ 

parts 
From  Cana.nn,  to  a  land  hereafter  called 
Kgypt,  diviiled  by  the  river  Nile; 
See  where  it  flows,  disgorging  at  seven  mouths 
Into  the  si'a:  to  s4)journ  in  that  land 
lie  cojnes.  invited  by  a  younger  son 
In  time  of  dearth  ;  a  son,  whose  worthy  deeds 
Raise  him  to  bo  the  second  in  that  realm 
Of  Pharaiih :  there  he  dies,  and  leaves  his  race 
Gri»wiug  into  a  nation  ;  and  now  grown, 
Susjurled  to  a  si'qucnt  king,  who  seeks 
To  slop  their  overgrowth,  iis  iimiate  guests 
Too  luunerous ;  whence  of  guests  he  makes  tlkrm 

skives 
Inhospitably,  and  kills  their  infant  males: 
Till  by  two  brethren  (theso  two  brethriMi  called 
Moses  and  Aaron)  sj'iit  from  GtMl  to  claim 
His  iwojile  from  inihralment,  they  n  turn 
With  glory  and  sjM)il,  back  tothrir  promised  land* 
But/irst  the  lawless  tvrant,  who  denies 
To  know  tlieir  Gixl,  or  message  lo  regard. 
Must  Im*  compelled  by  t^igns  and  ju-lguients  dire; 
To  blo(xJ  unshed  the  rivers  must  Ix'  t  irned; 
Frogs,  liee,  and  flies  must  all  his  ]Ml.ice  fill 
With  loathed  intrusion,  and  Ull  all  die  lauu;      * 
Ilis  c^itlle  must  of  rot  and  murrain  die; 
Botches  and  blains  must  all  his  tlesli  emboss, 
And  all  his  people;  thunder  mixcil  with  hail, 
Hail  mixed  with  /Ire,  imiMt  rend  tli'  Llgyptian  sky 
And  wheel  on  th'  earth,  devouring  wliero  it  rolls 
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What  it  tlovoura  not,  herb,  or  fruit,  or  grain, 
A  flark«>inc  cloud  of  locust;?  swarming  down 
Mw^  cat,  and  on  the  ground  leave  nothing  green; 
Darkness  must  ovcrshailow  all  his  l)ound8, 
Palpable  darkness,  and  hlot  out  three  days; 
LaAt,  with  one  midniglit  stroke,  all  the  fint-bom 
Of  Egypt  must  lie  dead.    Thus  with  ten  wounds 
The  rivcr>dragon  tamed,  at  length  submits 
To  Itt  his  sojourners  depart,  and  oft 
Hnml>Ies  his  stubborn  heart;  but  still  ns  ice 
More  hardened  after  thaw ;  till,  in  his  rngo 
Pursuing  whom  he  late  disinlssiH],  the  sea 
Swallows  him  with  his  host ;  but  them  lets  pass 
As  on  dry  land,  between  two  crystal  walls ; 
Awed  by  the  rod  of  Moses  so  to  stand 
IXvideJ,  till  his  rescued  gain  their  shore: 
Such  wondrous  power  Go<l  to  his  saint  will  lend, 
Though  present  in  his  angel ;  who  shall  go 
Before  them  in  a  cloud,  and  pillar  of  fire; 
By  day  a  cloud,  by  night  a  pillar  of  fire ; 
To  guide  them  in  their  journey,  and  remove 
Behind  them,  while  th'  obdurate  king  pursues: 
All  niglit  he  will  pursue,  but  his  ap[)roach 
Darkness  defends  l>etween  till  morning  watch; 
Then  til  rough  the  fiery  pillar  and  the  cloud 
Sod  looking  forth  will  trouble  all  his  host, 
And  craze  their  chariot  wheels:  when  by  command 
iMoses  ouco  more  his  potent  rod  extends 
Over  the  sea;  the  sea  his  rod  obeys; 
On  their  embattled  ranks  the  waves  return, 
And  overwhelm  their  war :  the  race  elect 
Safe  towards  Canaan  from  tlie  shore  advance 
Through  the  wild  desert,  not  tlic  readiest  way; 
J>est.  entering  on  the  Canaanitc  alarmed, 
yVvLT  tcrrily  them  inexpert,  and  fear 
Return  them  back  to  Egypt,  choosing  rather 
Inglorious  life  with  servitude ;  for  life 
To  noble  and  ignoble  is  more  sweet 
Untrained  in  arms,  where  rashness  leads  not  on. 
ThLc  also  shall  they  gain  by  their  delay 
In  tlic  wide  wilderness ;  there  they  shiiil  found 
Their  government,  and  their  great  senate  choose 
Thro'  the  twelve  tril)es,  to  rule  by  laws  ordained: 
Gol  from  the  mount  of  Sinai,  whose  gray  top 
Shall  tremble,  he  descending,  will  himself. 
In  thunder,  lightning,  and  loud  trumpet's  sound, 
Ordain  thorn  laws;  part,  such  as  appertain 
To  civil  justice;  part,  religious  rites 
Of  s£crificc;  infonning  them,  by  types 
And  Jihadows,  of  that  destined  seed  to  bruise 
The  Beri>ent,  by  what  means  he  shall  achieve 
Mankind's  deliverance.     But  the  voice  of  God 
To  niortal  ear  is  dreadful :  they  beseech 
That  Moses  migiit  reiwrt  to  them  his  will. 
And  ttrror  cease ;  he  grants  what  they  besought, 
Infttructed  that  to  God  is  no  access 
Without  mediator,  whose  high  ofTicc  now 
Mo«es  in  figure  t)cars ;  to  introduce 
One  inuatcr,  of  whose  day  he  shall  foretell, 
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And  all  the  prophets  in  their  age  the  times 

Of  gn-at  Messiah  shall  sing.    Thus,  laws  and  rit« 

Establislied,  such  deliglit  hath  God  in  men 

Obedient  to  Ids  will,  that  he  vouchsafes 

Among  them  to  set  up  his  tabernacle, 

The  holy  One  with  mortal  men  to  dwell: 

By  his  prescript  a  sanctuary  is  framed 

Of  cedar,  overlaid  with  gold,  therein 

An  ark,  and  in  the  ark  his  testimony, 

The  records  of  his  covenant;  over  these 

A  mercy-seat  of  gold,  brtvvetfn  the  wings 

Of  two  bright  cherubim;  before  him  bum 

Seven  lamps,  as  in  a  zodiac  representing 

The  heavenlv  fires:  over  the  tent  a  cloud 

Shall  rest  by  d^iy,  a  fiery  gleam  by  night, 

Save  when  they  journey,  and  at  length  tliey  corae^ 

Conducted  by  his  Jmgel,  to  the  land 

Promised  to  i\brahaiiiand  hi:?  svii\:  the  rest 

Were  long  to  tell ;  how  mnny  bpttles*foug]it; 

How  many  kin;^s  destroy*  d,  and  kingdoms  won* 

Or  how  the  sun  shnll  in  mid  heaven  stand  still 

A  day  entire,  and  niglit's  due  course  adjourn, 

Man's  voice  commanding,  *  Sun,  in  Gi!)eon  stand, 

And  thou  moon  in  the  vale  of  Aialon, 

Till  Israel  overcome!'  so  call  tlie  third 

From  Abraham,  son  of  Isaac;  and  from  him 

His  whole  desernl,  who  tlms  shall  Canaan  win." 

Here  Adam  intorixxscd.    "  O  sent  from  Ilcavcn, 
EnlighU'ner  of  my  darkne.'^s,  gracious  things 
Thou  hast  revealed ;  those  cliiefly  which  concern 
Just  Abraham  and  his  seed:  now  first  I  find 
Mines  eyes  true  opening,  and  my  heart   much 

eased, 
Erewhilc  perplexed  with  thoughts  what  woolc 

become 
Of  me  and  all  mankind ;  but  now  I  see 
His  day,  in  whom  all  nations  shall  be  blest; 
Favour  unmerited  by  me,  who  sought 
Forbidden  knowledge  by  forbidden  means. 
This  yet  1  apprehend  not,  why  to  those 
Among  whom  God  will  deign  to  dwell  on  earth 
So  many  and  so  various  laws  arc  given ; 
So  many  laws  argues  so  many  sins 
Among  them;  how  can  Gotl  with  such  reside T* 

To  whom  tlius  Michael.     "  Doubt  not  but  that 
sin 
Will  reign  among  them,  as  of  thee  l)egot; 
And  therefore  was  law  given  them,  to  eviiice 
Their  natural  pravity,  by  stirring  up 
Sin  against  law  to  fight:  th:»t  wljcn  they  »n* 
Law  can  discover  sin,  but  not  remove, 
Save  by  tijose  shadowy  expiations  weak, 
The  blood  of  bulls  and  goats,  they  mayeoncludw 
Some  blood  more  precious  inu.si  Ik*  paid  for  mail 
Just  for  unjust ;  that  in  such  righteousness 
To  them  by  faith  imputed,  they  may  find 
Justification  towards  God,  and  peace 
Of  conscience;  which  the  law  by  cer»*monit4 
Can  not  a]}i)case,  nor  man  the  mortal  pail 
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PiTfor  II ,  nn«l,  ni)t  imrforminfl:.  can  nt)t  live. 

So  law  apiicarsimiiorfi'rt;  and  but  given 

AVithpnriKwr  to  TCJM^n  ihcin  in  full  time, 

Up  to  a  Iwltor  covenant;  diKriplinrtl 

Fnun  shadowy  t\'i)cs  to  truth;  from  flesh  to  spirit; 

From  imiWAition  of  strict  laws  to  free 

Acceptance  of  lar^TO  ijrace;  from  servile  fear 

To  fdiiil;  works  of  law  to  works  of  faith. 

Anil  then'fore  sh;dlnot  Moses,  though  of  God 

Ili^jhly  Ivlovod,  UMnjr  hut  the  minister 

Of  law,  his])eoplc  into  Canaan  lead; 

But  Joshua,  whom  the  Gentiles  Jesus  call, 

His  name  and  office  Waring,  who  shall  quel 

The  adversary  8or|H'nt,  and  bring  hack 

Through  the  world's  wilderness  long  wandered 

man 
Safe  to  eternal  Paradise  of  rest. 
Meanwhile  they,  in  their  earthly  Canaan  placed. 
Long  time  shall  dwell  and  pro&jier;  hut  wlien  sins 
National  interrupt  their  public  peace, 
Provoking  Go<l  to  raise  them  enemies; 
From  whom  as  oft  he  saves  them  i^nitent 
By  judges  first,  then  under  kings:  of  whom 
The  second,  l>oth  for  piily  renowned 
And  puissant  deeds,  a  promise  shall  receive 
Irrevocable,  that  Ins  regal  throne 
For  ever  shall  cmlure;  the  like  shall  sing 
All  prophecy,  that  of  the  royal  stock 
Of  David  (s«)  1  name  this  king)  shall  rise 
A  Son,  the  woman's  seed  to  thee  foretold, 
Foretold  to  Abraham,  as  in  whom  shall  trust 
All  nations;  and  to  kings  foretold,  of  kings 
The  last;  for  of  his  reign  shall  be  no  end. 
But  first,  n  long  s\iccession  must  ensue; 
And  his  next  son,  for  wealtli  and  wisulom  famed, 
The  clouded  ark  of  Goil,  till  ilienin  tenU 
Wandering  shall  in  a  glorious  temple  enshrine. 
Such  follow  him,  as  shall  be  n-gistered 
Part  good,  part  bad;  of  bad  the  longer  scroll; 
Whose  foul  idolatries,  and  other  faults 
IIea[ied  to  the  |)opular  sum,  will  so  incense 
God.  as  to  leave  them,  and  cxihw  their  land, 
Their  city,  his  temple,  and  his  holy  ark. 
With  all  his  sacred  things,  a  scorn  and  prey 
To  that  proud  city,  whose  high  walls  thou  saw'st 
Left  in  confusion;  Babylon  thence  called. 
There  incaptinty  he  lets  them  dwell 
The  8|>acc  of  seventy  years;  then  brings  them 

back, 
Uememl>erin2  mercv,  and  his  covenant  sworn 
To  David,  stablished  as  the  days  of  Heaven. 
R<'tuni(Hl  from  Babylon  by  leave  of  kingi* 
Their  lonis,  whom  God  dis[»08rd,  the  house  of  God 
They  Hrst  re-otlifv,  and  for  a  while 
Vn  mean  rirtate  live  moilerate;  till,  grown 
In  wealth  and  multitude,  factious  they  grow; 
But  first  among  the  priests  dissension  si)ringa, 
Men  who  attend  the  altar,  and  should  most 
R/vicjivour  (wacc  their  strife  pollution  brings 


T^pon  the  tomple  itself;  at  last  they  wnze 
The  sceptre,  and  reganl  not  David's  fpons; 
Then  lose  it  to  a  stranger,  that  the  true 
Anointed  kins  MeM<iah  miirht  be  born 
Rarnsl  of  his  right;  yet  at  his  birth  a  star, 
Unseen  lx>forc  in  Heaven,  proclaims  him  come 
And  guides  the  eastern  sages,  who  inquire 
I  lis  place,  to  ofti'r  incense,  myrrh,  and  gold : 
His  place  of  birth  a  solemn  angel  tells 
I'o  simple  shepherds,  kee|)ing  watch  by  night; 
They  glndly  thither  haste,  and  hy  a  choir 
Of  squndroned  ongels  hear  his  carol  sung. 
A  virgin  is  his  mother,  but  his  sire 
The  {lower  of  the  Most  High:  ho  shall  ojicend 
The  throne  hereditary,  and  bound  his  reign 
With  earth's  wide  bounds,  his  glory  with  111* 
heavens." 
He  ceased,  discerning  Adam  with  such  joy 
SunMiarged,  as  had  like  grief  lieen  dewed  in  tean^ 
Without  the  vent  of  words;  which  these  he  breath- 
ed. 
"  O  projihet  of  glad  tidings,  finisher 
Of  utmost  hojx'!  now  clear  I  understand 
What  oft  my  steadiest  thoughts  have  scarcVd  in 

vain. 
Why  our  gn»at  Expectation  should  be  c-alled 
The  seed  of  woman :  virgin  mother,  hail ! 
High  in  the  love  of  Heaven ;  yet  from  my  loins 
Thou  shalt  proceed,  and  from  thy  womh  the  Son 
Of  God  most  High:  so  God  with  man  unites! 
Needs  must  the  seqwnt  now  his  capital  hniisn 
KxiH>ct  with  mortal  pain:  say  where  and  when 
Their  fight,  what  stroke  shall  bruise  the  victoi'i 
heel." 
To  whom  thus  Michael.     "  Dream  not  of  thcil 
fight. 
As  of  a  duel,  or  the  IocaI  wounds 
Of  head  or  heel :  nor  therefore  joins  the  Son 
Manhood  to  Godhead,  with  more  strength  to  foQ 
Thv  enemv ;  nor  so  is  overcome 
Si'tan,  whose  fall  from  Heaven,  a  deadlier  bruise, 
Disabled,  not  to  give  thee  thy  death's  wound : 
Which  he,  who  comes  thy  Saviour,  shall  rccure, 
r>ot  bv  destroving  Satan,  but  his  works 
In  tliee.  and  in  thy  seed  :  nor  can  this  bo, 
But  by  fulfilling  that  which  thou  didst  wart, 
OU'dience  to  the  law  of  God  im])09ed 
On  ])enalty  of  death,  and  sufTering  death, 
The  penalty  to  thy  transgression  due  ; 
And  due  to  theirs  which  out  of  thine  will  grof* 
So  only  can  high  justice  re.«t  appaid. 
The  law  of  Gixl  exact  he  shall  fulfil 
Both  by  obedience  and  by  love,  though  lore 
Alone  fulfil  the  law;  thy  punishment 
He  shall  eiwlure,  by  coming  in  the  flesh 
To  n  reproachful  life  and  cursed  death; 
rroclaiiiiing  life  to  all  who  shall  believe 
In  his  redemption ;  and  that  his  oiiedifnce, 
Imputed,  becomes  theirs  by  faith,  his  moriti 
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To  jKi^'c  them,  not  their  own,  tlioiigh  logal,  works. 
For  thU  he  ehall  live  Iintod,  l>c  blasphemed, 
Sipzed  on  by  furcc,  judged,  and  to  death  con- 
demned 
A  ahaineful  and  ncciirsed,  nailed  to  the  cross 
By  his  own  nation;  slain  for  bringing  life; 
But  to  the  cross  he  nails  thy  eneniies. 
The  law  that  is  agiiinst  thc<>,  and  the  sins 
Of  all  mankind,  with  him  there  crucified. 
Never  to  hurt  them  more  who  rightly  trust 
In  this  Ills  satisfaction ;  so  he  dies, 
But  soon  revives;  death  over  him  no  power 
Shall  long  usur]) ;  ere  the  third  dawning  light 
Return,  the  stars  of  morn  sliall  see  him  rise 
Out  of  his  grave,  fresh  as  the  dawning  light 
Thy  ransom  paid,  which  man  from  death  redeems. 
HU  death  for  man,  as  many  as  ofrerL>d  life 
Kcglect  not,  and  the  benefit  embrace 
By  faith  not  void  of  works:  this  godlike  act 
Ajinuls  thy  doom,  the  death  thou  should'st  have 

In  idn  for  e\'er  Io9t  from  life;  this  act 

Shall  bruise  the  head  of  Satan,  crush  his  strength, 

Dcieatirig  sin  nud  death,  his  two  main  arms, 

And  fix  far  dee))er  in  his  head  their  stings 

Than  temporal  death  shall  bruise  the  victor's  heel. 

Or  theirs  whom  he  redeems ;  a  death,  like  slei?p, 

A  gentle  wafling  to  immortal  life. 

Xor  aAcr  resurrection  shall  he  stay 

Lionger  on  earth  than  certain  times  to  appear 

To  his  disciples,  men  who  in  his  life 

Still  followed  him;  to  them  shall  leave  in  chirgc 

To  teach  all  nations  what  of  him  they  learned 

And  his  salvation;  them  who  shall  l>elievc 

Ba|>tinng  in  the  profluent  stream,  the  :?ign 

Of  washing  them  from  guilt  of  sin  to  life 

Pore,  and  in  mind  prepared,  if  so  befall. 

For  death,  like  that  which  the  Redeemer  dietl, 

An  nations  they  shall  teach ;  for,  from  that  day, 

Not  only  to  the  sons  of  Abraham's  loins 

Salvation  shall  be  preached,  but  to  the  scms 

Of  Abraham's  faith,  wherever  through  the  world ; 

So  in  his  seed  all  nations  shall  be  blest. 

Then  to  the  Heaven  of  Heavens  he  shall  ascend, 

"With  victory,  triumpliing  through  the  air 

Over  his  foes  and  thine ;  there  shall  suri)risc 

The  wrixrut,  prince  of  air,  and  drag  in  chains 

Through  .ill  his  realm,  and  there  confounded  leave; 

Then  enter  into  glory,  and  resume 

[I»  scat  at  God^s  right-hand,  exalted  high 

Above  all  names  in  Heaven;    and  thenco  shall 

come, 
\Vlien  this  world^s  dissolution  sliall  be  ripe, 
With  glory  and  power  to  judge  lH)th  quick  and 

dead ; 
To  juilge  the  unfaithful  dead,  but  to  reward 
Xi'u  faithful,  and  receive  them  into  bliss, 
Wh«4hrr  in  Heaven  or  earth;  for  then  the  earth 


Shall  all  be  ParadisM*.  far  happier  pl:icc 
Than  t!iis  of  r.drn,  and  far  haiij)ier  days." 

So  Rj)ake  tlie  ,'irehaii;;;;el  !Micharl;  then  paused. 
As  at  the  world's  great  iK'riiKl :  and  our  sire, 
Replete  with  joy  and  wonder,  tims  replied. 

"  O  giXKlness  infinite,  goo»lness  i;nmeni»el 
That  all  this  goodof  e\il  shall  produce. 
And  e\il  turn  to  gooil ;  more  wonderful 
Than  that  wliieli  by  creation  finst  brouiiht  forth 
Light  out  of  darkness!     Full  of  doubt  1  standj 
"Whether  I  should  rejjont  in<?now  of  sin 
By  me  done  and  occasioned,  or  rejoice 
Much  more,  that  much  more  good  thereof  shall 

spring, 
To  Gwl  more  glory,  more  good  will  to  men. 
From  Oo<l,  and  over  wrath  grace  shall  abound. 
But  say,  if  our  Deliven'r  up  to  FIea\en 
Must  reascend,  what  will  U'tide  the  fi!W 
His  f.iitliful,  left  among  the  unfaithful  herd. 
The  enemies  of  truth ?  w!io  then  shall  i:ui«lu 
His  peoj)le,  who  defend  1  \\\\\  ihey  not  deal 
Worso  with   his  followers  than  with  him  they 
dealt  r 

*•  B(?  sure  they  will,"  said  the  angel ;  '•  but  from 
Heaven 
He  to  hit)  own  a  Comforter  will  send, 
The  pronji-v  of  the  Fatlier,  who  shall  dwell 
His  spirit  within  them;  and  the  law  of  faith. 
Working  through  love,  u^kju  their  hearts  sliall 

write. 
To  guide  tljem  in  all  truth ;  and  aUo  arm 
With  sjiiritual  armour,  able  to  resist 
Satan's  assaults,  and  quench  his  fiery  darts ; 
What  man  can  do  against  them,  not  afraid, 
Thoujih  to  the  death  :  against  such  cruellies 
With  inward  consolations  recomiiensed, 
And  oil  supi)ortixI  so  as  shall  amaze 
Their  proudest  jwrseeutors:  for  the  Spirit, 
Poured  first  on  liis  aposth's,  whom  he  sends 
To  evangeli/e  the  nations,  tlien  on  all 
Baptized,  shall  them  with  wondrous  gifts  enduO 
To  speak  all  tongues,  and  do  all  miracles. 
As  did  their  Lord  Ivforc  them.     Thus  they  win 
Great  numbers  (tf  each  nation  to  ri'Ceivc 
With  iov  the  lidin  js  l.Toujilit  from  Heaven :  at 

length 
Their  ministr}'  performed,  and  rnrc  well  run, 
Their  doctrine  and  their  stt^ry  written  left. 
They  die;  but  in  their  room,  as  they  forewarn, 
Wolves  sliall  Miceeed  for  teachers,  grievous  wolvei, 
Who  all  the  sacred  mysteries  of  Heaven 
To  their  own  vile  ailvantages  shall  turri 
Of  lucre  nnd  ambition  ;  and  the  truth 
Witli  sujx'rjititions  and  traditicms  taint 
Left  only  in  those  written  records  pun?, 
Though  not  but  by  the  Spirit  understooil. 
Then  sliall  they  seek  to  avail  themselves  of  nanMa 
Places,  and  titles  and  with  these  to  join 
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Scriu.ir  i>owtT-  thou;;h  fri^ninj  Ptill  to  act 
By  sprritiinl,  to  tl:rnisolvos  npuroprintinir 
Tlu*  jsj-.irit  nf  f{o*j,  |)ronii:*«^d  alike  nml  given 
To  all  iMlievers;  and,  from  that  i»Trtenee, 
Spiritual  laws  hy  carnal  power  shall  force 
On  e\erv  eonsci»*n<"e;  l:i\vs  which  none  shall  find 
Left  Ihtni  enrolled,  or  what  the  Spirit  within 
Sli.ill  on  the  hfjirt  en«irrive.    Wliat  will  they  then 
But  fiKri"  t!ie  spirit  c»f  jrraee  it.-M^lf,  and  hind 
'ITis  contort  lilvTty  ?  wh.it,  hnt  nnhniM 
ITis  li^iMlr  ti'iMplf's,  huilt  hy  f;iith  to  stand 
Their  own  faith.  i:ot  another's?  for,  oti  earth, 
"Who  a^aitist  futh  ami  conwi'^nce  can  In?  heard 
Infalli!»l''?  yet  many  will  presnme  : 
Whenee  heavy  j>erseentitm  shall  oriso 
On  nil.  who  in  the  wor^:hi])  ]»ersevere 
Of  spirit  and  truth  ;  the  rest,  far  jrreatei"  parf, 
Will  d;e:ii  in  outw:'rd  rites  an.!  sjieeious  t'orms 
Reli;ri'»n  «a*isfi«'(r,  truth  shall  n-tire 
Be.Muek  with  shtndrron."?  darts,  anil  works  of  faitli 
Rar.'lv  he  A)Uiid :  ?o  sliall  t!ic  world  tro  on, 
To  irood  maliLTnant.  to  had  men  beniiin; 
Under  her  owtj  wei;^ht  irToinin^,  till  the  day 
Appear  of  respiration  to  the  ju-^^t. 
Anil  vriixcr'iu-r  to  the  uieked.  at  return 
Of  him  s.)  l:!t<'ly  jiromisedto  thy  aid, 
The  wo'iivn's  seed;  ohsenndy  then  foretold, 
Nt>w  amplicr  known  thy  Saviour  and  thy  Lord; 
Lavt,  in  thi^  elou<K  from  Heaven  to  Ihj  revealed 
In  H«)ry  of  the  Father,  to  dis.solve 
Sntnn  witli  his  perverted  world  ;  then  raise 
From  the  roulhirrant  mass,  [)tir;jed  and  refined, 
New  Heavens,  new  earth,  a'^i's  of  endless  date, 
Founded  in  ri'^ht^onsness,  nn«l  ]»eaee,  and  love; 
To  hrin;:;  furtli  fruits,  joy  and  eternal  bliss." 

Il«^  eTidnl :  and  thus  Adam  last  repli«  d. 
"How  soon  hath  thy  prediction,  Seer  blest, 
Mens'.'.rcd  tliis  tran<i'Mit  world,  the  race  of  time, 
Till  time  st;uiil«?  fixed  I  beyond  is  all  abvss, 
Eternity,  wliose  rnd  no  eye  can  reach. 
Greatly  instructed  I  shall  hence  depart; 
Greatly  in  j^eae^  of  thonnht,  and  have  my  fill 
Of  knnwlrdjje,  what  this  vessel  can  contain; 
Beyond  which  was  my  folly  to  aspire. 
Hencctbrtli  I  learn,  that  to  ol)oy  is  best. 
And  lovn  Avith  fear  the  only  God;  to  walk 
As  in  hi.'  ]T.'sence;  ever  to  olwerve 
i\\<  jiro\id<'ne^;  and  on  him  s<^!c  d«^j>end, 
Mercifu'  .'vi'r  all  his  works,  with  jtoo<I 
Still  ovr^rcominij  evil,  and  by  small 
Aceoijijlisl'.in;;  great  things,  by  things  deemed 

weak 
Subverti'i'T  werldlv  strong,  and  worldly  wise 
Uv  niinpiv  meek  :  that  Fufferin'T  for  truth's  sake 
III  f»rtit.ude  to  hiiihest  victory. 
And,  to  the  faithful,  death  the  gate  of  life; 
Tnuglit  this  by  his  examjile,  whom  I  now 
Acknowledge  mv  Redeemer  ever  blest." 

Tn  whom  thus  also  the  angel  last  replied. 


■"  This  havin«:  learned,  thou  ha«it  attained  thr  sum 
Of  uistl(»m;  hope  no  higlier.  though  all  the  sun 
Thou  kncw'st  by  name,  ami  all  the  etlierrnl  powers^ 
\  All  .secrets  of  the  deej>.  all  Xatnn^'s  works, 
'  Or  works  of  God  in  Heaven,  nir,  earth,  or  sea, 
And  all  tlie  rii'hes  of  this  world  eniovetlst. 
'  And  all  th«'  rule,  one  emjire  ;  only  add 
Deeils  to  thv  knowlcdiie  answerable;  r»dd  faith, 
'  Adil  virtue,  patience.  tenn>erance  ;  add  love, 
'  l^y  name  to  come  ciillcd  chnrity.  the  soul 
'  Of  all  the  rest:  then  wilt  thou  not  bo  loath 
'  To  leave  this  Paradise,  but  shall  i)Osscss 
'  A  Paradise  witliin  thee,  ha['i»ier  far. 
Let  US  descend  now  therefore  fr(»m  this  to 
!0f  si)eculation;  for  the  hour  iireeisc 
j  Exacts  our  jiarting  hcuco;  and  see!  the  g».:?.r»]5, 
By  me  eiicampcM]  on  yonder  hill,  e\j>ect 
Their  pir.tii>n;  at  wh»"jse  front  a  fiaminix  sword, 
Tn  siixnal  of  reinove,  waves  fiercely  round  : 
We  nnv  no  lonLTcr  stay:  «;(>  waken  Eve; 
Her  also  1  with  frentle  drea::is  havecahnej 
Portending  iTi^id.  and  all  her  spirits  composed 
To  mrrk  tiuhinission  ;  thou,  at  si':i<on  fit, 
Let  her  with  th-.e  partake  whatth(»n  ha«t  beard. 
Chiefly  whnt  mny  concern  her  frith  ti)  know, 
The  ^reat  di-liverance  bv  her  seed  to  conic 
(For  by  the  woman's  seed) on  all  mankind: 
That  ye  niav  live,  which  will  1h»  many  d:iv.s. 
Piolh  in  one  f  lith  unanimous,  tliough  sad, 
With  causf.  f)r  cnIIs  ]n.5t,yet  ninch  more  cheered 
With  medit-.tion  on  the  haj'py  end." 

He  ended,  and  they  lu»th  descend  the  liill ; 
Descended,  Adam  to  the  bower  wlien?  Fve 
Lay  plee[>in;i.  nn  lu'forc;  but  foinid  her  waked; 
And  tl'.us  with  words  not  sad  she  him  n  ceivecK 
"  Whence*  thou  return'st,  and  whither  went 'at,  I 
know; 
For  God  is  also  in  sleep;  and  dreams  advise. 
Which  he  hath  .«ent  propitious,  siiine  great  good 
Presaginir,  since  with  sorrow  and  heart's  distresi 
Wearied  I  fell  a.-sleep:  but  now  led  on; 
In  me  is  no  delay;  with  thee  to  go. 
Is  to  stay  here;  without  thee  here  to  stay, 
Is  to  go  hence  unwilling;  thou  to  me 
Art  all  things  under  Heaven,  all  places  thoa, 
Who  for  my  wilful  crime  art  banished  hence. 
This  furtlier  consolation  yet  secure 
I  carry  hence;  thou-xh  all  by  me  is  lost, 
Such  favour  I  unworthy  am  vouchsafed, 
By  me  the  ]>romisetl  Seed  shall  all  n'store.'' 

So  spake  our  mother  Fve,  aiid  Adam  heard 
Well  pleasied,  but  answenvl  not :  for  now  tfxj  ni:»b 
The  archangel  sto<vl;  and  from  t!ie  otlier  liill 
To  their  fixed  .station,  all  in  bright  array 
The  chenibim  di»scended;  on  the  ground 
Gliding  meteorous,  as  evening  miit 
Risen  from  a  river  o'er  the  maris!i  glides, 
And  gather's  ground  fast  at  the  lal»ourer*s  heel 
Homeward  retuminix.    Ili^h  in  front  advauond 
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[*he  branduhcd  sworcl  of  God  before  them  blazed, 
leree  as  a  coinct;  which  with  torrid  iieat, 
Lnd  vapour  as  the  Lybian  air  adust, 
tegan  to  parch  that  temperate  clime ;  whereat 
D  either  hand  the  hastening  angel  caught 
hnr  lingering  parents,  and  to  the  eastern  gate 
jed  them  direct,  and  down  the  clilT  as  fast 
1*0  the  subjected  plain ;  then  disappeared. 
They,  looking  back,  all  the  eastern  side  beheld 
H  Paradise,  so  late  their  happy  seat, 


"Waved  over  by  that  flaming  brand,  the  gate 
With  dreadful  faces  thronged,  and  fiery  arms: 
Some  natural  tears  they  dropt,  but  wiped  them 


soon; 


The  world  wag^ll  before  them  where  to  choose 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide: 
They,  hand  in  hand,  with  wandering  steps,  ano 

slow. 
Through  Eden  took  their  solitary  way. 


39a(ta(Trij$r  Uta^intn. 


BOOK  I. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 
fiit»iect  pnqposed.  Invocation  of  the  IToly  fiplrlt. — 
poem  opens  with  John  baptizing  at  the  river  Jonlan. 
coming  there  is  baptized;  and  ia  attested,  by  the  descent 
Che  HaAj  Ghost,  and  by  a  voice  from  Heaven,  to  Im  the 
a  of  God.    Satan,  who  is  present,  upon  tliia  immediately 

■  up  imo  the  regions  of  tlie  air:  whom,  summoning  his  in- 
nal  oouDcU,  he  acquainis  them  with  his  apprehensions  that 

is  that  seed  of  the  woman,  destined  to  destroy  all  their 
;  and  points  out  to  them  the  immediate  necessity  of 

the  matter  to  proof,  and  of  attempting,  by  snares  and 
odl,  to  counteract  and  d«^foat  tlie  person,  from  whom  they 
ft  so  much  to  dread.  Tliis  office  he  offers  himself  to  un- 
;  and  his  ofler  being  accepted,  sets  out  on  his  enter. 
the  meantime  God,  in  theasBeroblyof  holy  angels, 

thai  he  has  given  up  his  Son  to  be  templed  by  Satan ; 
:  (bretells  that  the  tempter  shall  be  completely  defeated  by 
ai~^apan  wliich  the  angels  sing  a  hymn  of  triumph. 
mm  b  led  up  by  the  Spirit  into  the  wiidemca?,  while  he  is 
altiilnjr  oq  the  commencement  of  his  great  office  of  Sa. 
or  of  Mankind.  Pursuing  his  meditations,  he  narrates,  In 
oBoquy,  what  divine  and  philanthropic  impulses  he  luul 
t  from  his  early  youth,  and  how  his  mother  Mary,  on  per- 
Ting  these  di^nsiiioos  in  liim,  had  acqinintcd  him  with 
)  dicuonstances  of  hb  birth,  and  informed  him  that  ho  was 
ksaa  person  than  the  Son  of  Ckxl;  to  which  he  adds  what 
town  iaqoiries  and  reflections  liod  supplied  in  confirmation 
this  great  truth,  and  particularly  dwells  on  the  recent  at- 
Us^m  of  It  at  the  river  Jordan,  Our  Lord  pnanos  forty 
fa,  fiuCtng  in  the  wilderness ;  where  the  wild  beaAs  become 
ild  and  harmless  in  his  presenca  Satan  now  appears  under 
K  Ann  of  an  "old  peasant;  and  enters  into  dbcoureo  with 
r  Lovd,  wondering  what  could  have  brouglii  him  alone  into 
a  (dace,  and  at  the  same  time  professing  to  re- 

him  for  the  person  lately  acknowledged  by  John,  at 
e  river  Ionian,  to  be  the  Son  of  Gcftl.  Jesus  brie/ly  replies. 
ttan  rejoins  with  a  description  of  the  difficultyof  supponing 
c  in  Ihs  wilderness;  and  entreats  Jesus,  if  ho  be  really  the 
m  of  God,  to  manilust  his  divine  power,  by  changing  some 
'  the  sumes  into  bread.  Jenu  reproves  him  and  at  the  same 
ins  tells  him  that  ho  knows  who  he  is.  Satan  instantly 
roMi  himaeU;  and  offcn  an  artful  apolc^  for  himself  and 

■  conduCL    Our  blessed  Lord  severely  reprimands  him,  and 
f«es  every  part  of  his  justification.    Satan,  with  much 

of  bamiliiy,  still  endeavours  to  justify  himself,  and, 

hli  admiration  of  Jeans  and  his  regard  for  virtue, 

to  be  permitted  at  a  future  time  to  hear  more  of  his 

;  Imt  Is  aiwwercd,  that  this  must  be  as  he  shall 

0 


find  permission  from  above.  Satan  then  disappeani,  and  tha 
book  closes  with  a  short  description  of  niglu  coming  on  In  tlM 
desert. 


I,  wiio  ercwhile  the  happy  ^arilcn  sung 
By  one  man's  disobedience  lost,  now  sing 
Recovered  Paradise  to  all  mankind, 
By  one  man's  firm  olvdience  fully  tried 
Through  all  temptation,  and  the  tempter  foiled 
In  all  his  wiles,  defeated  and  repulsed. 
And  Eden  raised  in  the  waste  wilderness. 

Thou  Spirit,  who  led'st  the  glorious  eremite 
Into  the  desert,  his  victorious  field. 
Against  the  spiritual  foe,    and  brouglit'st  him 

thence 
By  proof  the  undoubted  Son  of  God,  inspire, 
As  thou  art  wont,  my  prompted  song,  else  mute, 
And  bear  through  height  or  depth   of  nature*! 

bounds. 
With  prosperous  wing  full  summed,  to  tell  of  dcedi 
Alwve  heroic,  though  in  secret  done, 
And  unrecorded  left  through  many  an  age; 
Worthy  to  have  not  remained  so  long  unsung. 

Now  had  the  great  Proclaimer,  with  a  voice 
More  awful  than  the  sound  of  trumiHJt,  cried 
Repentance,  and  Heaven's  kingdom  nigh  at  hand 
To  all  baptized :  to  his  great  baptism  flocked 
With  awe  the  regions  round,  and  with  them  camt 
From  Nazareth  the  son  of  Joseph  deemed 
To  the  flood  Jordan ;  came,  as  then  ol^scurc, 
Unmarked,  unknown ;  but  Iiim  the  Baptist  soon 
Descried,  divinely  warned,  and  witness  bore 
As  to  his  worthier,  and  would  have  resigned 
To  him  his  heavenly  office ;  nor  was  long 
His  witness  unconfirmed  :  on  him  baptized 
Heaven  opened,  and  in  likeness  of  a  dove 
The  Spirit  descended,  while  the  Fatnci's  voito 
From  Heaven  pronounced  him  his  beloved  Svin. 
That  heard  the  Adversary,  who,  ro\ing  etill 
About  the  world,  at  that  assembly  faracd 
Would  not  be  last,  and,  with  the  voice  dinno 
Nigh  thunderstruck,  the  exalted  Man,  to  wo'-oi 
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Sijch  hif^h  itiost  was  given,  a  while  surveyed 
With  wj«riuo»  ;  then,  with  cn\T  fraught  and  rago, 
FIie3  to  \\\»  place,  nor  n'sts,  but  in  mid  air 
To  rouneil  tiumnions  all  his  mij^lity  p«H»rs, 
Within  thifk  rioudd  and  dark  tenfold  involved, 
A  gliHuny  consistory;  and  tlieni  amidst, 
Wilh  *i>«»L's  n«;lij»st  and  sad,  lie  thus  Ivspake. 

"  O  ancient  Powers  of  air,  and  this  wide  world. 
(For  mucli  more  willin;;ly  I  mention  air, 
This  our  old  conquest,  than  n^menil.H'r  hell, 
Our  hated  habitation.)  well  ve  know 
How  manv  aj^en,  as  tlie  vears  of  men, 
This*  universe  we  ha\e  posses-scd,  and  ruled, 
In  mainiiT  at  our  will,  the  afl'airo  of  earth, 
Suire  Ailnm  and  his  fieile  eonsort  Eve 
I^ost  Paradi.si*,  d-.-ceived  hv  me:  though  finrc 
Willi  dnad  attending,  when  ihnt  fatjd  wound 
Shall  be  inllicted  bv  the  se<*d  of  l^.vc 
Upon  my  head;  li»ni;  the  decree.^  of  Heaven 
Del:iv,  for  loriiTest  time  to  liiin  is  sliort; 
i\nd  n.>w,  too  snon  r.»r  us,  tlie  circling  hours 
This  dn'ail'"d  litne  have  compassed,  wlu-rein  we 
MH^t  biile  the  stroke  of  tiiat  long-thri\'itene<l  wound, 
(jM  least  if  wi  we  can,  and  by  the  head 
Hruken  be  not  intoadtd  all  our  [wwer 
To  be  infringed,  our  freedom  and  our  being, 
In  this  f;»ir  empire  won  of  earth  and  air,) 
For  tliis  ill  news  I  brin;^,  the  woman's  Seed, 
Pc'stined  to  llii",  is  late  of  woman  l)oni. 
13 i^  biith  to  our  just  fear  gave  no  small  cause; 
But  i.is  growtTi  now  to  youth's  full  flower  display- 


mg 


All  \irliie,  grace,  and  wis«lom  to  achieve 
Thin;X^  highi'>t,  greatest,  nmltiplies  my  fear. 
Bi  tore  him  a  great  prophet,  to  proclaim 
His  coming,  is  sent  harbinger,  who  all 
Inviies,  and  in  the  consecrated  stream 
PnMends  to  was!i  oflf  sin,  and  fit  them,  so 
Purinc<l,  to  receive  him  i»ure,  or  rather 
To  do  him  honour  as  their  king:  all  come, 
And  he  himself  among  them  was  baptized; 
Not  thence  to  be  more  pure,  but  to  receive 
Thr  iosimionv  of  Heaven,  that  who  ho  is 
Thenceforth  the  nations  may  nt)t  doubt;  I  saw 
Tht  prophet  do  him  reverence;  on  him,  rising 
Out  of  t.ic  water,  Ilejiven  above  the  clouds 
Unfeld  her  crj-stal  doors;  thence  on  his  head 
A  \»erfect  dove  descend,  whate'er  it  meant, 
And  lut  of  Heaven  the  sovereign  voice  I  heard, 
*  This  is  my  son  beloved,  in  him  am  j>leascd.* 
Hu  mother  then  is  mortal,  but  his  Sire 
Hn  who  obtains  the  monarchy  of  Heaven: 
And  what  will  he  not  do  to  advance  his  Son? 
His  first-lwgot  we  know,  and  sore  have  felt, 
When  his  fierce  thunder  drove  us  to  the  deep: 
Who  this  is  we  must  learn,  for  man  he  seems 
In  all  his  lineaments,  though  in  his  face 
The  plimj^frcs  of  Ids  Father's  glory  shine. 
Vt<  it^  3ur  danger  on  the  utmost  cdgo 


Of  hazard,  which  admits  no  long  debate, 
Hut  must  with  scmu'tliing  sudden  l>c  opjioscJ, 
(Not  force,  but  well  coucIkhI  fraud,  well  worei 

snares,) 
Fre  in  the  head  of  nations  he  appear, 
Thiir  king,  their  leader,  and  supreme  on  eaitl^ 
I,  wlien  no  other  thirst,  sole  undertook 
The  dismal  ex|)edition  to  find  out 
And  ruin  Adam,  and  the  exploit  performed 
Successfully;  a  calmer  vovnce  now 
Will  wall  me;  and  the  way, found  prosperous  once, 
Induces  l>e>t  (o  ho|te  of  like  success." 

He  ended,  and  his  wonis  impression  lejft 
Of  much  amazement  to  the  inferntd  crew, 
Pi^tntcted  and  surj>rised  with  deep  dismay 
At  these  sa<l  tidings;  -but  no  time  was  then 
For  long  indulgence  to  their  fears  or  grief: 
I^nanimous  they  all  commit  the  care 
And  management  of  this  main  enterprise 
To  him  tlitir  great  dictator,  whose  attempt 
At  first  agairi.«t  mankind  so  wvll  had  tlirived 
In  Adam's  overthrow,  and  led  their  march 
From  hell's  deep  vaulted  den  to  dwell  in  Ui^ht, 
Regent'*,  and  jwtentates,  and  kings,  yea  gwls, 
(yf  many  a  pleasant  realm  and  province  wide. 
So  to  the  co;ist  of  Jordan  he  directs 
His  ea«y  8te[)s,  girded  with  snaky  wiles, 
AVhere  he  might  likeliest  find  this  new-dcclaredi 
This  innn  of  men,  attest^l  Son  of  GoJ, 
'IVmptalion  and  all  guile  on  him  to  try; 
So  t)  subvert  whom  he  susiKcleil  raist^d 
To  end  his  reign  on  earth,  so  longenjo3'tHl: 
But,  contniry,  unweeting  he  fulfilled 
The  purposed  council,  preordained  and  fixed, 
Of  the  Mtist  High;  who,  in  full  frequence  bright 
Of  angels,  thus  to  Gabriel  smiling  spake. 

"  Gabriel,  this  day  by  proof  thou  shalt  lich(^d, 
Thou  and  all  angels  conversant  on  earth 
With  man  or  men's  afiiurs,  how  I  begin 
To  verify  that  s*ilemu  message,  luto 
On  which  I  sent  thee  to  the  Virgin  pure 
In  Gidik*e,  that  she  should  l>ear  a  son, 
Great  in  renown,  and  called  the  Son  of  God; 
Then  told'st  her,  doubting  how  these  things  coold 

iHJ 

To  her  a  virgin,  that  on  her  should  come 

The  Holy  Ghost,  and  the  i>ower  of  the  Ili^rbext 

O'ershadow  her:  tins  man,  born  ind  now  up- 

grown. 
To  show  him  worthy  of  his  birth  divino 
And  high  prediction,  henceforth  I  cx}Hifle 
To  Satan :  let  him  tempt,  and  now  assay 
His  utmost  subtlety,  l)ecausc  he  lioasts 
And  vaunts  of  liis  great  cunning  to  the  throng 
Of  his  apostacy:  he  might  have  learnt 
Less  overweening,  shicc  he  failctl  in  Job, 
Whose  constant  perseverance  overcame 
AVhatc'er  his  cruel  malice  could  invent. 
He  now  shall  know  I  can  producr  a  man, 
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Of  frmalc  ^et'il,  far  abliT  to  rL*sist 

All  his  so!ioI(:ttioRs,  and  at  length 

All  hu  r:i»t  forro,  and  drive  Lira  back  to  hdl, 

Winning  hy  conoucst,  ^\hat  tlie  first  man  lost 

£y  fiillacy  fiuri>ris('d.     But  Hrst  I  mean 

To  cxprcise  him  in  the  wildorncRs; 

There  he  shrdl  first  lay  down  the  nidiments 

Of  Ilia  gmat  warfare,  ere  I  send  him  forth 

To  conquer  Sin  and  Death,  the  two  grand  foc«, 

Bv  hjniiliiition  and  stronc;  sufferance: 

HU  weakness  shall  o'orcomc  Satanic  strength, 

And  all  the  world,  and  mass  of  sinful  flesh, 

That  all  the  angels  and  ethereal  powers, 

They  now,  and  men  hereafter,  may  discern 

From  what  consummate  virtue  I  have  choso 

Tills  ptTfi*ct  man,  by  merit  called  my  son, 

To  earn  salvation  for  the  sons  of  men." 

So  spake  th'  eternal  Father,  and  all  Heaven 
Admiring  etootl  apace,  then  into  hymns 
Fur.n  forth,  and  in  celestial  measures  moved, 
Circlins;  the  throne  and  singing,  while  the  hand 
Sung  with  the  voice,  and  this  the  argument: 
*•  Victory  and  triumph  to  the  Son  of  Gotl, 
Now  entering  his  greit  duel,  not  of  arms 
But  to  vanquish  by  wisdom  hellish  wiles! 
The  Father  knows  the  Son;  therefore  secure 
VcntuT«i  liis  filial  virtue,  though  untried. 
Against  whate'er  may  tempt,  whatc'er  seduce, 
AlIuTC,  or  terrify,  or  undermine. 
Be  fmrtralc,  all  ye  stratagems  of  hell, 
Aiii^,  devilish  machinations,  come  to  nought !" 

So  thoy  in  Hea%en their  otles  and  vigils  tuned: 
Mea.nwbilc  the  Son  of  Gotl,  who  yet  some  days 
X^netl  in  Bethabara,  where  John  baptized, 
Mailn^,  and  much  revolving  in  his  breast 
How  b€»t  the  mighty  work  he  might  begin 
Of  Saviour  to  mankind,  and  which  way  first 
Fobtish  Ids  godlike  office,  now  mature. 
Doe  da  J  forth  walked  alone,  the  spirit  leading 
And  hia  deep  thoughts,  the  better  to  converse 
With  ■olitudc,  till,  far  from  track  of  men, 
Thou'»"ht  following  thought,  and  step  by  step  led  on, 
He  entered  now  the  bonlering  desert  wild, 
And,  with  dark  shades  and  rcKzks  environed  round, 
His  holy  meditations  thus  pursued. 

"  O,  what  a  multitude  of  thoughts  at  once 
Awakcnttl  in  me  swarm,  while  I  consider 
"What  from  within  I  feel  myself,  and  hear 
What  fwrn  without  comes  often  to  my  ears, 
IJl  sorting  with  my  present  state  compared! 
When  I  wail  yet  a  child,  no  childish  }ilay 
To  me  was  pleasing;  all  my  miinl  was  set 
SlM^ri'jus  to  loiirn  and  know,  and  thence  to  do. 
What  niiglit  be  public  good;  myself  I  thought 
Bern  to  tliat  end,  lv)rn  to  promote  all  truth, 
AM  rigLteous  things:  therefore,  al)Ove  my  years, 
TKc  law  of  God  I  read,  and  found  it  sweet, 
Made  it  my  whole  delight,  and  in  it  grew 
Ti  fuch  perfection,  that,  ere  yet  my  ago 


Had  measured  twice  six  years,  at  uur  great  feast 
I  went  into  the  temple,  there  to  hear 
The  teachers  of  our  law,  and  to  propose 
What  might  improve  my  knowledge  or  their  own 
And  was  admired  by  all:  yet  this  not  all 
To  which  my  spirit  aspin-d;  victorious  deeds 
Flamed  in  mv  heart,  heroic  acts:  one  wliile 
To  rescue  Israel  from  the  Roman  voke: 
Tlicn  to  sulxlue  and  quell,  oVr  all  the  earth, 
Brute  violence  and  proud  tyrannic  power, 
Till  truth  were  freed,  and  equity  restored; 
Yet  held  it  more  humane,  more  hea%Tnly,  first 
By  winning  words  to  conquer  willing  hearts ; 
And  make  persuasion  do  the  work  of  feai; 
At  least  to  try,  and  teach  the  erring  soul. 
Not  wilfully  mis<loing,  but  unware 
Misled;  the  stubltorn  only  to  subdue. 
These  growing  thoughts  my  mother  eoon  per^ 


ceivmg. 


By  words  at  times  cast  forth,  inly  rejoiced, 
And  said  lome  a])art;  *  High  are  thy  thoughts, 

0  Son,  but  nourish  them,  and  let  them  soar 
To  what  height  sacretl  virtue  and  true  worth 
Can  raise  them,  though  above  example  high ; 
By  matchless  deeds  express  thy  matchless  Sire, 
For  know,  thou  art  no  son  of  mortal  man; 
Though  men  esteem  thee  low  of  parentoge. 
Thy  father  is  the  eternal  King  who  rules 

All  heaven  and  earth,  angels,  and  sons  of  men; 
A  messenger  from  God  foretold  thy  birth 
Conceived  in  mo  a  virgin ;  he  foretold 
Thou  should'st  bo    great,  and  sit  on  David's 

throne, 
And  of  thy  kingdom  there  should  be  no  end. 
At  thy  nativity,  a  glorious  choir 
Of  angels,  in  the  fieltls  of  Bethlehem,  sung 
To  shepherds,  watching  at  their  folds  by  night, 
And  told  them  the  Messiah  now  was  born, 
Where  they  might  sec  him,  and  to  thee  they 

came. 
Directed  to  the  manger  where  thou  layest, 
For  in  the  inn  wa»  left  no  Iwtter  room: 
A  star  not  seen  before,  in  Heaven  appearing. 
Guided  the  wise  men  thither  from  the  cast, 
To  honour  tliee  with  incense,  myrrh,  and  gold : 
By  whose  bright  course  led  on  they  found  tlia 

place, 
AfHrming  it  thy  star,  new  graven  in  heaven, 
By  which  they  knew  the  king  of  Israel  bom. 
Just  Simeon  and  prophetic  Anna,  warned 
By  vision,  found  thee  in  the  temj)le,  and  spake, 
Before  the  altar  and  the  vesteil  priest, 
Like  things  of  thee  to  all  that  present  stood.'— 
This  having  heard,  straight  I  again  revolved 
The  law  and  prophets,  searching  what  was  wrtf 
Conccniing  the  Messiah,  to  our  scrilicH 
Known  partly,  and  soon  found,  of  whom  they 

spake 

1  am;  this  chiefly,  that  my  way  must  He 
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Through  many  a  Imnl  assay,  cvon  to  the  death, 
Ere  I  the  prcmicfcd  khigJom  can  attain, 
Or  work  reilemption  lor  mankind,  wlioscsins 
Full  wcijrht  niuiit  Iw  transli-rred  upon  my  head. 
Yet,  nf  ither  thus  dislicartcncd  or  dismayed, 
The  time  prefixed  I  waited;  wlien  behold 
The  Bai>ti:>t,  (of  whose  birth  1  oil  hail  licard, 
ISoi  knew  hy  night,)  now  come,  wlio  wan  to  come 
Before  Messiah,  and  his  way  jireparc! 
I,  OS  all  others  to  his  bapti^im  came, 
Which  I  believed  was  from  above;  but  ho 
Straight  knew  me,  und  with  loudest  voice  pro- 

clauned 
Me  him  (for  it  was  shown  liim  so  from  Heaven,) 
Me  him,  whose  harbinger  he  Wiis;  and  first 
Refused  on  me  his  bajitLsnito  confer, 
Asnmch  his  greater,  and  was  liardiy  won: 
But  aft  I  rose  out  of  the  laving  stream, 
Heaven  oi>ened  her  eternal  diwrs,  from  whence 
The  Spirit  descended  on  me  like  a  dove; 
And  last,  the  sum  of  all,  my  Futlur's  voire, 
Audibly  heard  from  Heaven,  j»n)nounced  mc  his, 
Mo  his  beloved  Son,  in  whom  alone 
He  was  well  pleazvd ;  by  which  1  knew  the  time 
Kow  full,  tliat  I  no  moreHJiould  live  obscure. 
But  openly  l)egin,  as  Ivst  l)ecornes, 
The  authority  which  I  derived  from  Heaven. 
And  now  by  some  strong  motion  1  am  led 
Into  this  wilderness,  to  what  intent 
i  learn  not  yet;  fu'rhaps  I  need  not  know. 
For  what  concerns  my  knowledge  Clod  reveals." 

So  spake  our  IVIorning  Star,  then  in  his  rise. 
And  looking  round  on  every  side  In-lield 
A  patldessdesi'rt,  dusk  with  horrid  slindea; 
The  way  he  came  not  having  marked,  return 
Was  diinrult,  by  human  stejw  untnxl : 
And  he  still  on  was  led,  but  witii  such  thoughts 
Accompanied  of  things  past  and  to  come 
Lodged  in  his  bnvist,  as  well  might  recommend 
Such  solitude  before  choicest  so<"ietv. 
Full  forty  days  he  passed,  whi'tlier  on  hill 
Sometimes,  anon  in  sha<ly  vale,  each  ni'rht 
Under  the  covert  of  some  aneierit  oak. 
Or  cedar,  to  defend  liim  from  the  dew, 
Or  harboured  in  one  cave,  is  not  revealed ; 
Nor  tasted  human  fo«id,  nor  hun«'er  felt. 
Till  those  days  endeil ;  hungered  tljen  at  last 
Among  wild  Ix^asts:  tney  at  this  sight  grew  mild, 
Nor  sleeping  him  nor  waking  harmed ;  Ids  walk 
The  fiery  8er})cnt  fled,  and  noxious  worm. 
The  lion  and  fierce  tiger  glared  ixIqoT. 
But  i.ow  an  aged  man  in  rural  weeds, 
FoUowing,  as  seemed,  the  quest  of  some  stray 

ewe, 
Or  withered  sticks  to  gather,  wljich  miglit  servo 
Against  a  winters  day,  when  winds  blow  keen, 
To  warm  him  wet  returned  from  field  at  eve. 
He  saw  approach,  who  first  with  curious  eye 
perused  liim,  then  with  words  thus  uttered  spake.  \ 


"  Sir,  what  ill  chance  hath  brought  thee  to  this 
place 
So  far  from  path  or  rocd  of  men,  who  pass 
In  troop  or  caravan  1  for  single  none 
Durst  ever,  who  returnwl,  and  dropt  not  here 
His  carcass,  pined  with  hunsfer  and  with  drought 
I  ask  the  rather,  and  the  mort^  admire, 
For  that  to  me  thou  seem'st  the  man,  whom  late 
Our  new  baptizing  Prophet  at  the  ford 
Of  Jordan  honoured  so,  and  called  thee  Son 
(Jf  Gotl:  1  saw  and  heard,  for  we  sometimes 
Who  dwell  in  t!.is  wild,  constrained  by  want,  corns 

forth 
To  town  or  village  nigh,  (nighest  w  far,) 
Where  aught  we  hear,  and  curious  are  to  hear 
Wiiat  happens  new  ;  fame  also  finds  us  out," 
To  whom  the  Son  of  God.    "  Who  brought  me 
hitluT, 
Will  bring  me  hence ;  no  other  guide  I  sock." 

"  r»y  miracle  he  may,"  rephwl  the  swain, 
"  Wiiat  otiier  way  I  see  not;  for  we  here 
Live  on  tough  tooIa  and  stubs,  to  thir.«t  inured 
^Nlore  than  the  camel,  and  to  drink  go  fur, 
Men  to  much  misi-ry  and  hardship  l>om: 
r>ut,  if  thou  be  the  son  of  Go<l,  command 
That  out  of  tliese  hard  stones  be  made  thee  brei»^ 
So  shalt  thou  save  thyself,  and  us  relieve, 
With  food,  whereof  we  wretched  seldom  taste* 

He  ended,  and  the  Son  of  Gotl  replied. 
"  Think  est  thou  such  force  in  bread  1    Is  it  nol 

written, 
(For  I  di.-ceTn  thee  other  than  thou  seemest,) 
Man  lives  not  by  bread  only,  but  each  word 
Proceeding  from  the  mouth  of  God,  who  fed 
Our  lathers  here  with  manual  in  the  mount 
jMost\s  was  forty  days,  nor  eat,  nor  drank ; 
And  forty  days  Elijah,  without  footi. 
Wandered  this  barren  waste;  the  same  I  now: 
Why  dost  thou  then  suggest  to  me  distrust, 
Knowing  wiio  I  am,  .is  I  know  who  thou  art!** 
Whom  thus  answered  the  arch  fiend,  now  un- 
disguised. 
"'Tis  true,  I  am  that  Spirit  unfortunate. 
Who,  leagued  with  millions  more  in  rash  rcrdt, 
Kept  not  my  happy  station,  but  was  driven 
With  them  from  bliss  to  tlie  bottoinlewj  deep, 
Yet  to  that  hideous  place  not  so  confined 
By  rigour  uneomiiving,  but  tliat  o(l, 
Leaving  my  dolorous  i)rison,  I  enjoy 
Large  liberty  to  round  this  globe  of  earth. 
Or  range  in  the  air;  nor  from  the  Heaven  of 

He.ivens 
Hath  he  excluded  my  resort  somctimoR. 
I  came  among  the  8»ms  of  God,  when  he 
Gave  up  into  my  hands  Uzzean  Job 
To  prove  him,  and  illustrate  his  high  worth; 
And,  when  to  all  his  angfla  he  proposed 
To  draw  tlie  proud  king  Ahab  into  fraud 
That  he  might  fall  in  Ramoth,  they  demurring 
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I  undertook  that  oflice,  and  tbe  tongues 
Of  all  his  flattering  proplietfl  glibbed  with  lies 
To  his  doiAruction,  as  I  had  in  charge ; 
For  what  he  hidtt  I  do.     Though  I  have  lost 
Much  lustre  of  my  native  brightness,  lost 
To  be  beloved  of  God,  I  have  not  loftt 
To  love,  at  least  contoniplate  and  adinire, 
What  I  see  excellent  in  good,  or  fair, 
Or  virtuous ;  I  should  so  have  lost  all  sense: 
VThat  can  be  then  less  in  me  than  desire 
To  see  thee  and  approach  thee,  ^vhoni  I  know 
Declared  the  Son  of  God,  to  hear  attent 
Thy  wisdom,  and  behold  thy  godlike  deeds  1 
Men  generally  think  me  much  a  foe 
^  To  all  mankind :  why  should  1 1  they  to  me 
Never  did  wrong  or  violence ;  by  them 
I  lost  not  what  I  lost,  rather  by  them 
1  gained  what  I  ha%'e  gained,  and  with  them  dwell, 
Copartner  in  these  regions  of  tlie  world, 
If  not  disposer;  lend  them  oil  my  aid, 
Oft  mj  advice  by  presages  and  signs, 
And  answers,  oracles,  (wrtents  and  dreams, 
Whereby  they  may  direct  their  future  life. 
Envy  they  say,  excites  me,  tlius  to  g:dn 
Companions  of  my  misery  and  wo. 
At  first  it  may  be ;  but  long  since  with  wo 
Nearer  acquainted,  now  I  feel,  by  proof. 
That  icilowship  in  pain  divides  not  smart, 
'Sor  lightens  aught  each  man's  peculiar  load. 
Small  consolation  then,  were  man  adjoined : 
This  wounds  mo  most,  (what  can  it  leas'!)  that 

man, 
Man  fallen  shall  be  restored,  I  never  more." 
To  whom  our  Saviour  sternly  thus  replied. 
"  Deservedly  thou  gricv'st,  composed  of  lies 
From  the  beginning,  and  in  lies  wilt  end  ; 
"Who  boast'st  rcleaiv  from  hell,  and  leave  to  come 
Into  the  Heaven  of  Heavens:  thou  com'st  indeed, 
As  a  poor  misierablc  captive  thrall 
Comes  to  the  [»lace  where  he  before  had  sat 
Among  the  prime  in  splendour,  now  deposed, 
Ejcctetl.  emjitied,  gazed  un pitied,  shunned, 
A  spectacle  of  niin,  or  of  Kcorn, 
To  oil  tlie  host  of  Heaven :  the  happy  place 
Imparts  to  thee  no  happinefss,  no  joy; 
Rather  inflames  thy  torment ;  representing 
l>»t  Misf,  to  thee  no  more  communicable, 
Su  never  more  in  hell  than  when  in  Heaven. 
Bnt  thou  art  serviceable  to  Heaven's  King. 
1\1lt  ihou  impute  to  obedience  what  thy  fear 
Eitortrt,  or  ])leiifiuro  to  do  ill  excites  1 
What  but  thy  malice  moved  thee  to  misdeem 
Of  ri;/ht«'ons  Ji»b,  thru  cruelly  to  afflict  him 
WiiJi  i'll  inllictions?  but  his  pntienrc  won. 
Th*-  oth«'r  service  was  thy  chosen  task, 
To  litf  a  Vi^iT  in  four  hundred  mouths; 
For  Ivinjj  w  tliy  sii'^tenamv,  thy  foot!. 
Vet  liiou  pretendest  to  truth;  all  oracles 
By  tluco  are  iriven,  anil  wliat  confrssed  more  true 

M 


Among  the  nations  1  that  hath  been  thy  craft, 
By  mixing  somewhat  true  to  vent  more  h'cs. 
But  what  have  been  thv  anwers,  what  but  dark 
Ambiguous,  and  with  doublo  oitusc  deluding, 
Which  they  who  askeil  have  seldom  understood : 
And  not  well  understood  as  good  not  known? 
Who  ever  by  consulting  at  thy  shrine 
Returned  the  wiser,  or  the  more  instruct, 
To  fly  or  follow  what  concerned  him  most, 
And  run  not  sooner  to  his  fatal  snaro  7 
For  God  hath  justly  given  the  nations  up 
To  thy  delusions;  justly,  since  they  fell 
Idolatrous :  but,  when  his  purpose  is 
Among  them  to  declare  his  providence 
To  thee  not  known,  whence  hast  thou  then  thy 

truth, 
But  from  him,  or  his  angels  president 
In  every  jirovince  7  who,  themselves  disdaining 
To  approach  thy  ti'mj)les,  give  thee  in  command 
What,  to  the  smallest  tittle,  thou  shalt  say 
To  thy  adorers?  thou,  with  trembling  fear, 
Or  like  a  fawning  parasite,  obey'st; 
Then  to  thyself  asorib'st  the  truth  foretold. 
But  this  thy  glory  shiJl  be  soon  retrenched ; 
No  more  shalt  thou  by  oracling  abuse 
The  Gentiles;  henceforth  oracles  are  ceased, 
And  thou  no  more  with  pomp  and  sacrifice 
Shall  be  inquired  at  Delphos,  or  elsewhere; 
At  least  in  vain,  for  tiiev  shall  find  thee  mute. 
God  hath  now  sent  his  living  oracle 
Into  the  world  to  teach  his  final  will, 
And  sends  his  Spirit  of  truth  henceforth  to  dwell 
In  pious  hearts,  an  inward  oracle 
To  all  truth  requisite  for  men  to  know." 

So  spake  our  Saviour ;  but  the  subtle  Fiend, 
Thoujrh  inlv  etunpf  with  anjrcr  an<l  disdain, 
Dissembled,  nnd  tliis  answer  smooth  returned. 

"  Sharply  thou  hnst  insisted  on  rebuke. 
And  urgtnl  me  hard  with  doings,  which  not  will 
But  mis*^ry  hath  \\Teste<l  from  me.     "Wlicro 
Easily  can'st  thou  find  one  miserable. 
And  not  enforced  ofttimes  to  pa  -t  from  truth, 
If  it  may  stand  him  more  instead  to  lie. 
Say  and  unsay,  fei|Tn,  flatter,  or  abjure, 
But  thou  art  placed  almve  me,  tliou  art  Lord; 
From  thee  I  can,  and  nuist  submiss,  endure 
Check  or  rejiroof,  and  glad  to  Vcape  so  quit. 
Hard  are  the  ways  of  truth,  and  rough  to  walk; 
Smooth  on  the  tongue  di-scoursi^d,  pleasing  to  tlitf 

ear 
And  tuneable  as  sylvan  pipe  or  song ; 
What  wonder  then  if  I  deliirbt  to  hear 
Her  <lictites  from  thy  mouth'?  most  men  admiro 
Virtue,  who  fi)llow  not  her  lore :  permit  me 
To  hear  thee  when  1  come,  (since  no  man  come*,) 
And  talk  at  least,  though  1  despuir  to  attain. 
Thy  father,  who  is  holy,  wise,  and  pure, 
Suflers  the  hyi)ocriteor  atlieous  prie>f 
To  tread  his  bacred  courts,  lud  minister 
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About  liii  dltar,  )<ar.illini;  liuly  tiiint^s, 
Pravins  or  \owiii:::  and  voue!i»atid  his  voice 
To  I>alaa:ii  rc|»rui«al<*,  a  iiroi»hct  Ntt 
Inspired:  disdain  not  sucli  acco.»a  to  nic." 

To  whom  ourSu\iuur,  with  unaltered  l>ro\r. 
"  Thy  coniin;T  Ijithcr,  thuujili  1  knuw  thy  scope, 
I  bid  not,  or  lbr!>id;  do  as  thou  tind'.'^t 
LVriiiission  from  above;  thou  canst  not  more.'' 

He  addrd  nut;  and  iSatan,  bowin;^  luw 
His  gray  di.ssinmlation,  di^jpjH-rircJ 
Into  thin  air  dilFused :  f^r  uuw  bi*::  in 
^t'ii[ht  wiih  her  sunen\\in;;.s  to  duulilo-sliadc 
Tlic  desert ;  fouls  in  their  clay  nt.>ls  \verecouc!icd; 
And  now  w  ild  beasts  came  forth  the  woods  to  roam. 


BOOK  II. 

THE  ARra:MCNT. 

The  diflciploi  of  Jcsii",  un'-a.-*)"  at  his  lonz  a^vsenco.  n'ason 
■muitg.-A  llK-imcIiMroiK'iTriiis  it.  Mary  al^^^i  jrin-j  viiii  lo 
her  niaicri:<il  unxi.ty ;  in  i!ic  cxpn's-iui  uf  whii-Ii.-Iio-  rtrajij- 
ttikitcs  inaiiv  cir'-'.iiiist.i!;.T.s  n-i^^-ir.z  ilic  !  ir.li  :i':\  t.iilv 
lifeafhcrSiin, — Satan  .•»j:iin  iii»'vi.*hi«Ii.r.Tii  'lC'-"n.-.il,  ri;;^ir'J! 
the  bail  success  of  Iii*  fu-t  irnipin'l-innf  mir  H!-rv.fiil  Lunl,  and 
calld  upon  dicin  for  cuuiiiKl  ai^l  n«-'iTttii'.'e.  Ucli.il  propo^crf 
tempting  ol  Je.-'u^  wiiii  womiii.  S.ium  ro'>-.jki..H  lkli.:I  l>>i'  liis 
jk>.S(i:utriK\^,  cli'ir^iug  on  liiiu  .ill  liu-  juolliu^icy  tif  i)i:ii  hu.J 
as^'iiticJ  by  ihr-  p..vu<  t'»  ilic  li>  .irlitri  C"  !^,  .■;:.l  pjt  !".-5  hi?  pr> 
pjKal  H"»  ill  no  P'^p'C!  liktly  lo  ««iii:c'"'iL  S.i':in  iln.-n  !-«i^,''M.-ji 
oilier  nvxVs  cf  tcmptaiion,  panicul.irly  prnp.>.iri:^  to  avail 
niiKsult'of  iliti  ciicuinst.ini'A  uf  our  I/'riI'&  hungering ;  ami, 
!aliin^  a  \m.A  uf  clii.irH.ii  spiiiiM  uiili  liim,  ri-iiii.ta  to  rcsinnt; 
hi;i  cnicrpiic. — Ji.urf  I.riiiL'<rrf  i.i  ihc  ile->.r',  Ni-^Iit  conii-."! 
on:  tho  nri».r.<  r  in  wLii-h  our  Savi.-tsr  ;  .i.'^.^tlio  !.i:.;!!t  is  do- 
8crili».*d — Morning  .nrIvMnc<»«. — S.ii.in  asniii  a:ijiiar.s  to  Jr^ii-i, 
and,  afitT  rxpns>ing  wuihIit  thru  hv  Fhnnld  lie  90  t'litircly 
neglcctc-d  in  liiu  wiUlffnc^M,  where  otiurs  li.i>i  bo>  n  initacu- 
!ou:ily  f(!d,  t'nnpi.-!  hiiu  \>iili  a  funi[iiu<iii.-i  i>ai.iiuit  of  il.o  iu>.>Jl 
luxiiriiiu-  l:i:i;J.— T.':l-  licrtj<c:«,  luJ  t!..-  lu-jiH'  i  v.-'..:-'ii  s. — 
Sa'jn,  fine-in.;  f'ur  L-Td  fn.-i  •■»  b.i  n-siili-.l  un  tli'\L'r''ind  of  ,ip- 
pclit^,  linipi.-*  him  nir.iin  byofTcri:);  Kim  ri- Ik.-",  h^j  ih'*  mean* 
of  aci|uirin>.;  IN)Wtr:  this  Ji-sha  aUo  n.'jeci.-',  prmhicing  many 
iasiancea Hi'  i;r«Mt  aciioi.x  jH.ri>>rnii  d  hy  {lurvini  undtT  viitu<>u.s 
poverty,  uiid  s|ii-.'i!yin5  il.i-  drnj.-r  kI"  ri.  hi  -,  aiiJ  ilu:  cuiV-s 
aiid  jhiiiui  irif ■.  |:.traLK'  'Vuni  i>j\><.r  and  ^n  .iiii'.orj. 


Wkaxwhile  the  new  baplizc*!,  who  yet  remained 
At  Jordan  with  the  Bujiti.-t,  and  Iiail  seen 
llim  wlioni  they  heard  so  late  exprtsaly  called 
Jesus  ^Jesftiali,  Son  of  (Jod  derlan.il, 
And  on  that  hi«rii  aiilhorily  hud  Ulievcd, 
A  nd  with  iiini  talked  and  with  him  l(>-];red;  I  mean 
Andrrw  and  Simon,  famoti.s  aflcr  known, 
Wilh  (itlurs  thou;jh  in  hi»ly  writ  nwl  named j 
JS'dw  mi.ssiiijr  liiiu  their  joy  so  latily  found, 
(So  lately  fowid,  and  so  abruptly  ;i«'ne,) 
|ii-i;an  to  dou!)t  and  doubtrd  many  d.i\s, 
And.  as  Uie  tlays  inori'aHcd,  iiiiTtMSi.tl  tht-ir  doubt; 
Soii.eliiitrn  liny  liiiiii(r!il  hr  iiiii^Iil  i.u  oidy  shown, 
And  I'lr  n  linn-  ciw^iil  Uji  to  iiinl,  iis  once 
MiiHi-«<  v.-.i :  III   l!ii-  iiiiiiuit,  .ind   niL-v-iiiir  lonir* 
Af'd  Ibi  )<i'-iit  'I'hi  I-iU',  who  on  fii  ly  whicU 


,  RiaIc  u\>  to  llfa\en.  \tl  once  a£[-iin  to  come; 
Therel'.ire,  :.>  t!ii»sc  you n;^  prophel.-j  thru  with  ca» 
Sou;; lit  l>>.->t  lltij.di,  so  in  eacli  place  these 
Xi^h  to  Lt-thabara  in  JlhcIiO 
The  city  of  palms,  -Enon  and  Saloni  old, 
Maehn  rus,  an  1  eacli  town  or  city  wahed 
On  ihU  si  le  tiie  breud  lake  Genezarcl, 
C)r  in  Tenia;  but  returned  in  vain. 
Then  on  the  bank  of  Jordan,  bv  a  crock, 

I  Where  wiiids  witli  reeds  and  Obiv.ra  uhispcru'ig 

Plain  fisliermen,  (no  greater  men  taemcail,) 
Ci.j.>e  in  a  coituge  low  to^i'tlur  gut, 
Their  une.\{K.cteil  loi^s  and  plaintu  ontbronthed. 
*'  AIa.<,  from  what  hij[!i  iiojic  lo  what  relajm 
Unlot»kiil  for  are  we  fallen!  our  eves  belu-ld 
MeSffiaii  cerlainlv  now  come,  so  lon^ 
.  ]-I\|H-ctrd  of  our  fathers:  we  iia\e  lieard 
His  words,  his  wiadom  full  of  grace  and  truth; 
Now,  now,  for  sure,  di-liverance  is  at  hand, 
The  kin-jdom  shall  lo  Israel  In.*  ri'slored: 
Thus  we  rt  jt'ieed,  but  s«x>n  our  joy  is  turned 
Into  ]iirp!e\ity  and  new  amazt.*: 
For  vvliitiier  is  he  gone,  what  accident 
Hath  wrapt  him  from  us  ]  will  he  now  retire 
Artir  apiH'araiurr,  and  again  prolong 
Our  expectation  :  God  of  Israel, 
Si-nd  ll:v  Messi.ih  forth,  tho  time  is  come! 
liehoM  the  kings  of  t'lie  earth,  how  they  opprcfii 
Thy  e;K»^en;  lo  what  luii^iit  tin ir  jiowi-r  unjust 
Th<  y  lia\e  exulted,  and  behind  them  cast 
All  fiar  of  l!ice;  arise  and  xituiicate 
Thy  glory;  free  ihy  ihojjIc  from  their  yoke! 
Hut  Kt  us  wait;  thus  fiir  he  hatli  iicrlormeti, 
Sent  his  Anoinl.d,  an-1  to  us  revealed  him, 
By  his  great  rri>pht.t,  pointed  at  and  shown 
In  public,  and  with  him  we  ha\c  convt-rsedj 
.  Let  us  1m'  <;lad  uf  litis,  and  all  our  feiirs 
Lay  on  his  pro\itlenie;  he  will  not  fail, 
Nur  will  wiiiidraw  him  nuw,  nor  will  recall, 
^lock  us  Willi  his  bhst  flight,  then  snutch  LixD 

hcncA' ; 
Siwn  we  shall  rlc  our  IIo|)e,  our  Joy  return." 
Thus  they,  out  of  tluir  plaints,  new  hojio  re- 
sume 
To  find  wlium  at  the  first  they  found  iinsoliglit; 
But,  to  his  motlier  Mary,  when  she  saw 
Others  returned  from  baptisn»,  not  her  son, 
Niir  leil  at  Jordan  tidinirs  of  him  none. 
Within  her  breast,  though  cahn,  her  breast  Ihiiugb 

pure, 
Motlierly  cares  and  fenrs  got  bead,  and  rai.^ed 
Some  troubled  thoughts,  which  she  in  siglis  thut 
clad. 
"  O  w  hat  avails  mo  now  that  honour  hi::Ii 
To  ha\e  conc»-ivid  offuKl,  or  that  sa!ute, 
'  Hail,  highly  favoured,  among  \\OM:en  blessed'* 
While  1  to  Siirrows  am  no  Kps  advanced. 
And  fears  fis  eminent,  above  the  lot 


/ 


} 


Book  ir. 


PARADISE  REGAINED. 


103 


Of  c*hcr  women,  by  the  birth  I  bore; 

In  such  a  eraKon  l)orn,  when  scarce  a  slied 

Could  be  oUained  to  flheltor  Iiiin  or  me 

From  the  bleak  air;  a  stable  was  our  warmth, 

A  manger  his ;  yet  soon  cnforceil  to  fly 

Thence  into  Egypt,  till  the  murderous  king 

Were  dead,  wIk>  sought  his  life,  and  miffing  filled 

With  infant  blood  the  streets  of  HethlHicin : 

FriMn  Egypt  homo  returned,  in  Naziircth 

Hath  been  our  dwelling;  many  years:  Ids  lifo 

Private,  unactive,  calm,  conteniplutivc. 

Little  suspicious  to  any  king;  but  now, 

Full  grown  to  man,  acknowledged,  as  I  hear, 

By  John  the  Baptist,  and  in  public  shown, 

Son  owned  from  Heaven  by  liis  Father's  voice, 

I  looked  for  some  great  change;  to  honour]  uo; 

Ba£  trouble,  as  old  Simeon  plain  forotuM, 

That  to  the  fall  and  rudng,  he  should  bo 

Of  many  in  Israel,  and  to  a  sign 

Spdkrn  against,  that  through  my  very  soul 

A  sw>rd  shall  pierctc:  this  is  my  favoured  lot, 

&lj  exaltation  to  afflictions  high; 

AiOicted  1  maybe,  it  seems,  and  blest; 

I  will  not  aigue  that,  nor  will  repine. 

Cot  wlicro  delays  he  nowl  some  great  intent 

Conceals  him:  when  twelve  years  he  scarce  had 

Si^cn, 
I  lost  him,  but  so  found,  as  well  as  saw 
He  couM  not  lose  himself,  but  went  aK>ut 
His  Futlicrs  business;  what  he  meant  I  mused, 
Since  under»t<X)d;  much  more  his  al>stnce  now 
Thus  lung  to  soiuc  great  pur^jose  he  obscures. 
But  I  to  wait  with  patience  am  inured; 
My  heart  hath  Ut'n  a  storehouse  long  of  tilings 
And  sayinjifs  laid  up,  jwrtending  strange  events." 

Thus  Mary,  iwidering  oft,  ami  oft  to  mind 
Recalling  what  remarka!)ly  had  p;issi'd 
Sineo  first  h«T  sulutatiun  heard,  wiili  thou:ilils 
^IctrkJy  com|K>sed  awaited  the  fulfilling: 
The  jvhilc  her  son,  tracing  the  desert  wild, 
Sulv,  Imt  \s\\\\  holiest  meditntinns  fed, 
Into  liimself  des(.'ended,  and  at  once 
AH  hi^  gnrat  work  to  come  before  liiin  set ; 
How  to  U^gin,  how  to  accomplish  In^st 
Hi^  end  of  iK'ing  on  earth,  and  mission  high: 
Fur  SnLtn,  witii  sly  preface  to  return, 
Hail  left,  bim  vacant,  and  witl)  sj)eed  was  gone 
Up  to  tJie  ntiddic  region  of  thick  air, 
Wliere  all  bis  {K>tentates  in  council  sat; 
There,  witliout  sign  of  boast,  or  sign  of  joy, 
Solicitous  and  blank,  he  thus  began. 

"  Ffiiices,     Heaven's    ancient    sons,    ethereal 
thwur.-*, 
Drinoni.m  -si-irits  now,  from  tlir  element 
Kacfi  of  his  r<  iijn  allotted,  riglitlirr  ivdled 
jV't^* TS  of  lire,  ;«ir,  wali-r,  and  earth  l.euonlli. 
(So  niav  we  l.old  our  phice  and  t!u>e  jiiild  teats 
Witliuut  nt  w  in)ul)le,)snc!i  an  enemy 
In  risi-n  to  invade  us,  who  no  less 


Threatens  than  our  expulsion  down  to  hell; 

I,  as  1  undertix>k,  and  with  the  vote 

Consenting  in  full  frequence  was  empowered, 

Have  found  him,  viewed  him,  tasted  him ;  but  fin^ 

Far  other  lalxjur  to  be  undergone 

Than  when  I  dealt  with  Adam,  first  of  men, 

Though  Adam  by  his  wife's  allurement  fell, 

However  to  this  Man  inferior  far; 

If  he  Ix)  man  by  mother's  side,  at  least 

With  more  than  human  gifts  from  Heaven  adornca, 

Perfections  al^solute,  graces  divine, 

And  amplitude  of  niind  to  greatest  deeds. 

Therefore  I  am  returned,  lest  confidence 

Of  my  success  with  Eve  in  Paradise  • 

Dweive  ye  to  i)ersuasion  over  sure 

Of  like  succeeding  here :  I  sununon  all 

Rather  to  Ik.*  in  readiness,  with  hand 

Or  counsel  to  assist ;  lest  F,  who  erst 

Thonglit  none  my  equal,  now  Ik;  overmatched." 

So  spake  the  old  Serpent,  doubting;  and  from  all 
With  clamour  was  assured  their  utmost  aid 
At  his  command :  when  from  amidst  them  rosA 
Belial,  the  dif»solutcst  spirit  that  fell. 
The  sensualist,  and,  after  Asmodai, 
The  fleshliest  incubus;  and  thus  advised. 

"  Set  women  in  his  eye,  and  in  his  walk, 
Among  daughters  of  men  the  faire.«:t  found: 
Many  are  in  each  region  pas.sing  fair 
As  the  noon  sky ;  more  like  to  goddesses 
Than  mortal  creatures;  graceful  and  discreet, 
Exjiert  in  amorous  art.s,  enchanting  tongues 
Pursuasive,  \irgin  majesty  with  mild 
And  sweet  allayed,  yet  terrible  to  approach; 
Skillcil  to  retire,  and,  in  retiring, <1  raw 
Hearts  after  them  tangled  in  amorous  nets. 
Such  object  hath  the  jwwer  to  soften  and  tame 
Severest  temiMT,  sm(x>th  the  rugged'st  brow 
Enerve,  and  with  volujstuous  Iiojk;  di-ssolve, 
Draw  out  witli  credulous  dehire,  and  lead 
At  will  the  manliest,  resolutest  breast, 
As  t!M»  magnetic  hardest  iron  draws. 
Women,  when  nothing  el.sc  beguiled  the  heart 
Of  wisest  Solomon,  and  made  him  build. 
And  made  him  1k)w,  to  the  go<ls  of  his  wives." 

To  whom  quick  answer  Satan  thus  returned. 
"  Belial,  in  much  uneven  scale  thou  weigliest 
All  others  by  thyself :  because  of  old 
Thou  thyself  doted'st  on  womankind,  adminng  ' 

Their  8ha{)e,  tlieir  colour,  and  attractive  grace. 
None  are,  thou  think'st,  but  taken  with  such  toys 
Before  the  floo<l,  thou  with  thy  lusty  crew, 
False  titled  si>ns  of  God,  roaming  the  earth. 
Cast  wanton  eves  on  the  diiu^jhters  of  mn.. 
And  coupled  with  them,  and  U-got  a  nee. 
Have  we  not  set-n,  or  bv  relatii/!i  he.-'.nl, 
In  courts  an»l  reg:d  cha  nl  rrs  how  thou  lurk'st, 
In  wood  or  grove,  by  iii'»ssy  fmntum  sile, 
In  vallev  or  jxreen  meadow,  to  wavlay 
Some  Iwautv  r.in\  Tali'^to,  Clv/neim 
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Daphne,  or  Simeic,  Antiopa, 
Or  Amyinune,  Syrinx,  many  more 
T<io  long ;  then  lay'ift  thy  scapon  on  names  adorcdj 
Apnllo,  Ncptunu  Ju|)itcr,  or  Pan, 
Satyr,  or  Faun,  or  Sylvan  1    But  thrw  haunts 
Delight  nut  all ;  among  the  sons  of  men. 
How  many  have  witli  a  smile  made  small  account 
Of  Beauty  and  her  lun-s,  easily  scorned, 
All  her  assaults,  on  worthier  things  intent ! 
Renicmher  that  Pellenn  conqueror, 
A  youth,  how  ail  the  lioauties  of  the  cast 
He  slightly  viewed,  and  slightly  overpassed; 
How  he  Hurnamed  of  Africa  dismissed. 
In  hi»  prime  youth,  the  fuir  Il)erian  maid. 
For  Solomon,  he  lived  at  ease,  and  full 
Of  honour,  wealth,  high  fare,  aimed  not  beyond 
Higlier  design  than  to  enjoy  his  state; 
Thence  ♦^  tlie  bait  of  women  lay  ex|>o8ed: 
But  he  whom  we  attempt  is  wisi^r  far 
Than  Solomon,  of  more  exalted  niiud, 
Made  and  set  wholly  on  tlic  accomplishment 
Of  greatest  tilings.     What  woman  will  you  find, 
Though  of  this  age  the  womlrr  and  t!ic  fume. 
On  whom  bis  leisure  will  vouchsafe  an  eye 
Of  fond  desire?  or  should  she,  confident. 
As  sitting  f^ueen  adored  on  Beauty's  throne. 
Descend  with  all  her  winning  charms  begirt 
To  enamour,  as  the  zone  of  Venus  once 
Wrought  tiiat  ellect  on  Jove,  so  fables  tell : 
How  would  one  look  from  his  majestic  brow, 
Seated  as  on  the  top  of  virtue's  hill, 
Piscuuiktrnance  her  despised,  and  put  to  rout 
All  her  array;  her  female  pride  dejwt, 
Or  turn  to  reverent  awe!  for  Ivauty  stands 
In  the  admiration  only  of  weak  minds 
Led  c^ipiivc;  cease  to  admire,  and  all  her  plumes 
Fallllat,  and  shrink  inti)  a  trivi.d  toy, 
At  evt?ry  sudden  »li;rhting  quite  abaslied: 
Therefore  with  manlii-r  olijirts  wo  must  try 
His  constancy ;  u  it!»  »uoh  as  havi?  more  sliow 
Of  worth,  of  ln)nour,  gKiry,  auvl  jKijiuIar  praise; 
Rocks,  wht-n^on  grcatist  niiMi  h.ivtollcst  wrecked; 
Or  that  which  only  S(H>ms  to  (:atisfy 
I«awful  doiros  of  UDture,  not  U^yond ; 
And  now  1  know  he  hn liters,  wht?re  no  food 
U  tij  l>e  fouiul,  in  the  wide  wildi-nu-ris: 
The  n-bl  conwnit  to  me;  I  bliall  lot  pass 
^'c  advant.igi',  and  his  >tn'n^Mli  as  oil  assay." 
He  ei  iii>i.-d,  and  he«ir>J  their  grant  in  loud  ac- 
claim: 
J'hrn  forthwith  to  him  takes  aeho«en  band 
Of  spirits,  likt'st  to  hiiiini'lf  in  i^uile, 
I'o  be  at  hand,  and  at  his  U-c!;  api)ear, 
If  causi!  were  to  unfold  sonie  aetivt;  si-eno 
')f  various  |M'rsuns.  laeh  ti)  know  his  part : 
Then  to  llu!  dr.sert  takfs  with  tln'sc  his  tliirht; 
\VIiere,  htill  from  frlia.lr  t(.  sli'ade,  tlie  Son  of  Goil 
At\cT  forty  d-,ivs  faMini'had  n'maim-d. 
New  hunirerini;  first,  and  to  hiinst-If  thus  said. 
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"  Where  will  this  end  1  four  times  ten  daym  Fvt 

passed 

I  Wandering  this  woody  maze,  and  human  food 
Nor  tasted,  nor  had  appetite ;  that  fact 
To  virtue  I  impute  not,  or  count  part 
Of  what  I  sufl!*er  here ;  if  nature  need  not, 
Or  God  supjiort  nature  without  repast 
Though  needing,  what  praise  is  it  to  endure  1 
But  now  I  feel  I  hunger,  which  dc-clares 
Nature  hath  need  of  what  slie  asks;  yet  God 
Can  satisfy  that  need  some  other  way, 
Though  hunger  still  remain ;  so  it  remain 
Without  this  iKxly's  wasting,  I  content  mo, 
And  from  the  sting  of  famine  fear  no  harm ; 
Nor  mind  it,  fvd  with  belter  thoughts,  that  feed 
Me  hungering  more  to  do  my  Father's  will." 

It  was  the  hour  of  night,  when  thus  the  Son 
Connnuned  in  eilent  walk,  then  laid  Iiim  down 
Under  the  hospiUible  covert  nigh 
Of  trees  tluck  interwoven ;  there  he  slept. 
And  dreamed,  as  appetite  is  wont  to  dream, 
Of  meats  and  drinks,  nature's  refreshment  sweet; 
Him  thought,  he  by  the  brook  of  Cherith  stood, 
And  saw  the  ravens  with  their  horny  licaks 
Foo<I  to  Mlijah  bringing,  even  and  morn. 
Though  ravenous,  taught  to  abstain  from  whit 

thev  brought: 
lie  saw  the  prophet  also,  liow  ho  fled 
Into  the  desert,  and  howlhero  he  slept 
Under  a  juniper;  then  how  awaked 
He  found  his  supper  on  the  coals  prepared, 
And  by  the  unfTc.]  was  bid  rise  and  eat. 
And  eat  tlie  second  time  after  reixwe. 
The  stn'ngtli  whereof  sufficed  him  forty  days: 
Sometimes  that  with  Elijah  he  partook, 
Or  as  a  guest  with  Daniel  at  his  pulse. 
Thus  wore  out  night ;  and  now  the  herald  lark 
Left  his  ground-nest,  high  towering  to  descry 
The  morn's  aj>pn.»ach,  and  grvvX  her  with  hissongj 
As  li^hllv  from  his  irrassv  couch  up  rose 
Our  Suxiour,  and  foimd  all  was  but  a  dream; 
F.l^tmg  he  went  to  ssleep,  and  fasting  waked. 
Up  to  a  hill  anon  his  steps  he  reared, 
From  whose  higli  top  to  ken  the  prospect  round, 
If  crtta;(e  wore  in  view,  sln*e|>-cote,  oi  lienl; 
But  cotta;To,  herd,  or  slicejKCote  none  he  saw; 
Ordy  in  a  Ikittom  saw  a  pleasant  grove. 
With  chant  of  timeful  birds  rest^unding  loud: 
ThiliuT  he  IhmU  his  wav,  detennineil  there 
To  n-st  at  noon ;  and  enteri*d  Foon  the  shade 
Hi'^li  roofed  and  walks  licneath,  and  alleys  browi^ 
IMptt  o!?ened  in  the  midst  a  W(m>iIv  scene: 
Natun-'s  own  work  it  s<*t  inrd,  natua*  taught  art, 
And,  to  a  suj'crstitious  rye,  the  haunt 
Uf  wtHidgtxIs  and  woodnymphs.    he  viewed  it 

round. 
When  suddrnly  a  man  l)efoR»  him  ^t«tod, 
Not  rustic  as  before,  but  8<'endier  dad, 
As  one  in  city,  or  court,  or  palad*  bn-J, 
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And  with  fiiirgpccch  these  words  to  him  addrcflKd. 
"  With  granted  leave  officious  I  return, 
But  much  more  wonder  that  the  Son  of  God 
In  this  wild  solitude  so  long  should  hide, 
Of  all  things  destitute,  and,  well  I  know, 
Not  without  hunger.    Others  of  some  note, 
As  story  tells,  have  trod  this  wilderness ; 
The  fugitive  hondwoman,  with  her  son 
Outcast  Nebaioth,  yet  found  here  relief 
By  a  providing  angel;  all  the  race 
Of  Israel  here  had  famished,  had  not  God 
Rained  from  Heaven  manna;  and  that  prophet 

bold, 
Native  of  Thebez,  wandering  here  was  fed 
Twice  by  a  voice  inviting  him  to  eat: 
Of  thee  these  forty  days  none  hath  regard, 
Forty  and  more  deserted  here  indeed." 
To  whom  thus  Jesus.    "  What  condud'st  thou 
hence  1 
They  all  had  need ;  I,  as  thou  seest,  have  none." 
"  How  haiiit  thou  hunger  then  1"  Satan  replied. 
"Tell  me  if  food  were  now  before  tliee  set, 
Would'st  thou  not  eat  1"    "  Thereafter  as  I  like 
The  giver,"  answered  Jesus.    "  Why  should  that 
Cause  thy  refusal  ?"  said  the  subtle  fiend. 
**HaBt  tliou  not  right  to  all  created  things? 
Owe  not  all  creatures  by  just  right  to  theo 
Duty  and  semce,  nor  to  stay  till  bid, 
But  tender  all  their  ])owcr  1  nor  mention  I 
^Ieat«  by  the  law  unclear,  or  offered  first 
To  idohs,  those  young  Daniel  could  refuse ; 
Nor  proffered  by  an  enemy,  though  who 
\^ould  scruple  that,  witli  want  oppressed  1  Be* 

hold, 
Nature  ashamed,  or,  better  to  expres.*!, 
Troubled,  that  thou  should'st  hunger,  hath  pur- 

reved 
From  all  the  elements  her  choicest  store. 
To  treat  thee,  as  beseems,  and  as  her  Lord, 
With  honour:  only  deign  to  sit  and  cat" 

He  K])ake  no  dream;  for,  as  his  words  had  end, 
Our  Saviour  lifting  up  his  eyes  beheld, 
In  ample  s{>ace  under  the  broadest  shade, 
A  table  richly  spread  in  regal  mode, 
With  dLshe«(  ];iled,  and  meats  of  noblest  sort 
And  savour;  beasts  of  chase,  or  fowl  of  game. 
In  pnstry  iMSilt,  or  from  tlic  ypit,  or  boiled, 
Grifanibcr  st<'ained  ;♦  all  flssh,  from  sea  or  shore, 
preshct  or  purling  brook,  of  shell  or  fin, 
And  cxqui^iti'st  name,  for  which  whs  drained 
Pontua,  and  Lucrinc  bay,  and  Afric  conflt. 
(Alas,  how  simple,  to  these  catcs  conipanxl, 
Was  t'lat  eruiltf  apple  that  divi»rt«»il  Eve  !) 
And  at  a  st.it^Iy  6ide-lM)ard,  by  tlie  wine 
That  fni*^rant  smell  diffused,  in  order  stood 
Tall  stripling  youths  rich  clad,  of  fairer  hue 


*  ■*  Grijuj'nber-gtfnmcd'* — Scented  with  ambergrii ;  a  vpe- 
tai  of  hixuiy  in  >Llion'8  tinie. 


Than  Ganymed  or  Hylas;  distant  mora 

Under  the  trees  now  tripped,  now  solemn  stood, 

Nymphs  of  Diana's  train,  and  Naiades 

With  fruits  or  flowers  from  Amalthea's  horn, 

And  ladies  of  th'  Hesperides,  that  seemed 

Fairer  than  fanK'd  of  old,  or  fabled  smce 

Of  fairy  damsels,  met  in  forests  wide 

By  nights  of  Logres,  or  of  Lyones, 

Lancelot,  or  Pelleas,  or  Pellunore: 

And  all  the  while  harmonious  airs  were  heard 

Of  chiming  strings,  or  charming  pii>es;  and  windf 

Of  gentlest  gale  Arabian  odours  fanned 

From  their  soft  wings,  and  Flora's  earliest  smeOa 

Such  was  the  splendour;  and  the  Tempter  now 

His  invitation  earnestly  renewed. 

"  What  doubts  the  Son  of  God  to  sit  and  eat? 
These  are  not  fruits  forbidden;  no  interdict 
Defends  the  toucliing  of  these  viands  pure ; 
Their  taste  no  knowledge  works,  at  least  of  evil, 
But  life  preserves,  destroys  life's  enemy. 
Hunger,  with  sweet  restorative  delight. 
All  these  are  spirits  of  air,  and  woods,  and  spring! 
Thy  gentle  ministers,  who  come  to  pay 
Thee  homage,  and  acknowledge  thee  their  Lord: 
What  doubt'st  thou,  Sou  of  God  1  sit  down  and 
eat." 

To  whom  thus  Jesus  temperately  replied. 
'*  Said'stthou  not  that  to  all  things  I  had  right  1 
And  who  withholds  my  power  that  right  to  use  7 
Shall  I  receive  by  gift  what  of  my  own. 
When  and  where  likes  me  best,  I  can  command 
I  can' at  will,  doubt  not,  as  soon  as  thou, 
Command  a  table  in  this  wilderness, 
And  call  swift  flights  of  angels  ministrant 
Arrayed  in  glory  on  my  cup  to  attend: 
Why  should'st  thou  then  obtrude  this  diligence, 
In  vain,  where  no  acceptance  it  can  find  1 
And  with  my  hunger  what  hast  thou  to  do? 
Thy  pompous  delicacies  I  contemn, 
And  count  thy  specious  gifts  no  gifts,  but  guiles.* 

To  whom  thus  answered  Satan  malcontent. 
"  That  I  have  also  power  to  give  thou  seest; 
If  of  that  ])ower  1  bring  thee  voluntary 
What  I  might  have  bestowed  on  whom  I  pleasedj 
And  rather  opportunely  in  this  place 
Choose  to  impart  to  thy  apparent  need. 
Why  should'st  thou  not  accept  iti  but  I  see 
What  I  can  do  or  offer  is  suspect; 
Of  these  things  others  quickly  will  dispose, 
Whose  pains  have  earned  thee  far-fct  spoil."  With 

that 
Both  table  and  provision  vanished  quite 
With  sound  of  harpies'  wings  and  talons  heard; 
Only  tlie  importune  Tempter  still  remained, 
And  with  these  words  his  temptation  pursued. 

"  By  hunger,  that  each  otlier  creature  tames. 
Thou  art  not  to  lie  harmed,  therefore  not  moved' 
Thy  temiierance,  invincible  besides, 
•  For  no  allurements  yields  to  appetite; 
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Anil  all  Ihy  hi:art  is  svX  on  hi«;h  dc:ji;^U8, 

Iliilh  action!*:  but  wherewith  to  Iw  achieved] 

Great  actB  R^juiro  gwut  means  of  enterprise ; 

Thou  art  unknown,  uiifrieiuled,  low  of  biith, 

A  cariKiiter  thy  father  known,  thyself 

Bred  U{)  in  [K>^erty  and  slniits  nt  home, 

Loiiit  in  a d'rwrt  hea*and  Itunger-hit: 

Which  w  ty,  ( r  froiii  w  hat  hi){)e  dost  thou  OBpiro 

To  jjrea'iiisrfl  whence autliority  derivedt? 

What  loJiuwefiS,  what  retinue  canst  thou  f^ain, 

Or  at  thy  heels  the  di/j:y  multitude, 

Lon^rer  than  thou  canst  leed  t!iem  on  tliv  coisti 

Money   brin^rs  honour,   fiiends,    conquest,    and 

reidms : 
"What  raiiK-d  Antij«ater  the  Rilomite, 
And  hiri  bon  IleriKl  iilacinl  on  Judah's  Ihrono, 
Thy  throm?,  but  jold  that  got  him  {iuistfant  friendsl 
Thcrefon*,  if  at  great  things  thou  would'st  arrive, 
Get  riches  first,  get  wealth,  and  treasure  heapi 
Not  dillicuh,  if  thou  hearken  to;ne: 
Riclics  arc  mine,  fortune  is  in  my  hand; 
They  whom  I  favour  thrive  in  wealth  amain 
While  virtue,  valour,  wisdom  sit  in  want." 

To  whom  thus  Jesus  patiently  replictl. 
'*  Yet  wealth  without  tliese  three  is  im[iotcnt 
To  gain  dominion,  or  to  keep  it  gained. 
Witness  those  ancient  empires  uf  the  earth, 
In  height  of  all  their  lluwing  wealth  dissolved: 
But  men  endued  with  these  have  oil  attauicd 
In  lowest  [N3verty  to  higliest  deeds ; 
Gideon  and  Jeptha,  and  the  slieplierd  lad, 
Whoso  oilspring  un  the  tiirone  of  Judali  sat 
So  many  ages,  and  shall  yet  regain 
That  seat,  anil  reign  in  Israel  witliout  end. 
Among  the  heatlwn,  (fur  throughout  the  world 
To  me  is  nut  unknown  what  hath  ttcen  done 
Worthy  of  memorial,)  canst  thou  not  remember 
duintius,  Fabrieius,  Curius,  Ilegulus? 
p'or  1  esteem  thoM*  nam«'s  oi'  men  so  |>oor, 
Who  could  do  uii^rhtv  thin^^,  and  could  rontcnm 
Riches,  tiiough  oll'ered  from  the  hand  of  kings. 
And  what  in  me  s<>ems  wanting,  but  that  1 
May  also  in  this  {Kiverty  as  soon 
Accomplish  what  they  did,  jierhai)?,  and  morel 
Extol  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fools. 
The  wise  man*s  cumbrance,  if  not  snare;  more  apt 
I'o  Blacken  \irtue,  and  abate  her  edge. 
Than  prompt  her  to  do  aught  may  merit  praise. 
What  if  witli  hke  aversion  I  reject 
Riches  and  realms  ?  yet  not,  for  that  a  crown, 
GolJen  in  show,  is  but  a  wreath  of  thorns, 
Briigs  dangers,   troubles,   cares,    and    slecpli'ss 

nights, 
To  him  who  weart  the  regal  diadem, 
Wlicn  on  his  shoulders  each  man's  burden  licaj 
For  therein  stands  the  olTicc  of  a  king, 
llis  hoUDur,  virtue,  merit,  and  chief  praise, 
That  forlln*  Dublic  all  thiswei;iht  he  In-ars. 
ypft  Ur  who  nigus  within  himself,  and  rules 


Passions,  desin>s,  and  feais,  is  more  «.  kip^;; 
Which  every  wise*  and  virtuous  man  attaLaf ; 
And  whoattnins  not,  ill  aspires  to  rule 
Cities  of  men.  or  headstrong;  muUitadcJ, 
Subject  himself  to  anareliy  witluu, 
Or  lawless  passions  in  him,  which  he  scrvcg. 
But  to  guide  nations  in  the  woy  of  trulU 
B)-  saving  doctrine,  and  from  error  lead 
To  know,  and,  knowing,  worship  God  ari^ht^ 
Is  vet  more  kingly;  thU  attractii  the  soul, 
Go\crns  the  inner  man,  the  nobler  part; 
That  other  o'er  the  lioily  only  n*igns, 
And  oft  by  force,  which,  to  a  generous  mind, 
So  reigning,  can  be  no  sincere  delight. 
Besides,  to  give  a  kingdom  hath  been  tlum^lil 
Greater  and  nobler  done,  than  to  lay  down 
Far  more  magnanhnous,  than  to  assume. 
Riches  are  needless  then,  \hA\i  for  themsi'Iv'cs, 
And  lor  thy  reason  why  they  should  Ins  sought^ 
To  gain  a  sceptn-,  olU-st  better  missed." 


BOOK  III. 

THE  AKCUMENT. 

Satan,  In  a  ^pccrli  ofmurh  fliiiterlng  cnmraentlailon,  ca> 
d«i\'»iiir>  in  awaken  in  Jwus  a  pi*.saiiin  fi"»r  cl"»ry,  by  |vinicu* 
Inrizing  rnritiUi^  iiu^tanrcs  of  canqw5Ti>  achicvitl,  unJ  gml 
actions  perforinct],  by  ivrsfinfl  at  an  early  [Mrriiid  of  life.  Our 
I>»ril  n-plii^v  by  Hiiowini;  (}io  v.iiiiiy  of  worUIly  f-uiir,  aiul  iht 
iiiipru(M-r  iiu-:iiu  by  wiiicb  ii  U  cchLTally  atiaincrl;  iiud  coo- 
tr.><ri  whh  it  th<>  tier  clury  of  ril'^jUHU  piiimcc  hikI  viniicnis 
wisiloni,  !H  cxcmi>li!]Cil  in  the  clianictrr  of  Ji)b.  Sainn  JiMifM 
(he  lovcof  ^lory  I'mni  ihc  example  of  Gml  liiinH-lf,  wiMre* 
quire?  it  fixtni  all  hin  crealiirea.  JcMJd  dctecin  the  talLicy  of 
thw  urt;uniuii(,  )>y  Khuwiii;:  thai,  as  jrouJiic^  'v  the  tnir  gctMind 
on  wliicii  gK»i-y  i.>.(hie  in  ilie  t^;iiat  CrouUir  ufali  tiling's  Hnful 
]Ti:in  c.LU  liavi:  im  riu'lit  wliati*V(.r  loit. — Sit-in  ihi:it  isr^jidour 
I/tnl  r.-]»ci'iln_'  hi'  vi  ilm  inili*'  ihri.»noi>f  IVivil:  !ic  lolls  him 
(hat  the  k'in;(liM:i  of  Juii'VU  beiik::  nt  tliat  time  a  pmvinccof 
Kon.iP.  can  nrX  Ijc  cot  iKt^^ecinn  (if  wiihom  nuich  |k>r8onal 
exL-nion  on  hln  |viri,  ainI  pres!«ii|iimui  i(«e  notinie  in  I)egin> 
niii;;  ((I  rL-ii^n.  Jl^u.'  rrfi'r^  him  in  tlic  time  alKitail  fur  ihbsas 
fur  all  oilit-r  i]:in-j!<;  ami  iil'ior  iniiinatin^'  ffini('\v!i;i;  ri'vpcriins 
1114  own  pri'-viiiu<' siiifciingfl,  nstk9  Satan,  wliy  he  eltnuki  be  to 
mlloiionfl  lor  iho  exaltation  of  one,  whow  ri^in;  w-«i5  detained 
to  1)0  his  fall,  ^tan  replion,  tlial  hifl  own  deAper.iie  state,  by 
cx'cUiiling  all  lin|)e,  leaves  Utile  ro<iin  for  frai* ;  and  ilwi,  aa  hit 
uwn  puniHiiincnt  \va:i  eqiiully  doomed,  he  ia  not  iiiiortMnJ  in 
prevcn'iiig  :hc  rcignofoue..  froniTi'hii!<e  Hpimrent  Ijeiieviilcnoe 
he  might  nither  hope  fur  rtome  interferencff  in  his  favmr.— 
Sittan  Biill  pumi<>fl  his  former  incitement.*;  and,  mipporing 
that  the  seeniinz  n'luciunrc  uf  Jesiu*  to  be  thtu  aiivunreil  mi^hi 
arUe  fnnu  hid  bt'ini;  un:iri]u.iinted  wiih  the  world  arid  iw 
glories,  roiivc)s  liini  to  the  Hinninil  of  a  hiL'h  ni>Hiiiinin,  and 
fr^m  thenrc  shows  him  inoski  of  the  kingdoms  of  .\*\.i,  jiar- 
tirnli'dy  pi'inn'ns,'  out  fo  hi.«  nutiiv  wime  extr.iordinnry  niili* 
tnry  pr(>]nnitioii«  of  the  Parihi.inH  to  resist  ihc  iii-Miivions  of 
tlio  8r}ihians.  He  (lien  informs  our  lionl,  that  hi>  Bliowal 
liimthi.^  pur|MA.*ly  ih.'it  he  nii^ht  w.*e  liow  ncfes^iry  military 
exiTiiiMifl  iin>  to  rt-iikia  (he  |uisse<»ii):i  of  kin^dnMi^,  :i5  WiJl  aa 
to  HiUlu'*  ihoni  r.:  fi:>i:  and  .•'•h-i.-rs  liini  to  ro.in.lrr  bow  im- 
pnrtfiM."  it  W7H  10  in-iinLiin  Jiulvx  nrninfi  two  hUi*li  powTrfid 
neifrhlxiiin*  iw  the  Kom'm<«  anil  Panhian:*,  and  how  iici-i^^urj 
It  woulil  l)e  to  form  an  allianrc  with  one  or  other  of  them.  At 
ihu  same  lima  Iw  rccoiumeiul>s  arid  cnj;i»4;<&s  lu  6ccui>*  lu  hun 
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ifaat  of  the  Pkithiara;  and  telli  him  that  by  tliis  means  hb 
ivmcr  win  be  defended  from  anything  that  Konw  or  Corar 
might  attempt  agalnai  it,  and  that  he  will  be  able  to  extend 
lib  e>»7  wide,  and  especially  to  accompli^  what  waa  par-  - 
ticukily  neceaary  to  make  the  tlirune  of  Judea  really  the 
throne  of  David,  the  deliverance  and  restoration  of  the  ten 
iri'iw^  AiO  in  a  state  of  capiivhy.    Jemu  having  briefly  no* ' 
deed  the  vanity  of  military  eflbrts  and  the  weaknea  of  tlie  | 
ann  of  fleoh,  says,  that  when  tlie  time  comes  for  ascending  his 
■BuOed  ihrone  be  riiall  not  be  slack ;  he  remarks  on  Satan's : 
Cilnonlinary  zeal  for  ilie  deliverance  of  the  Israclitce^  to 
whom  he  had  always  ehown  himself  an  enemy,  and  decbues ' 
iheir  servitude  to  be  the  consequence  of  ihcir  iddairy :  but 
addi^  that  at  a  future  time  it  may  perhaiw  please  God  to  recall ' 
Ihein,  and  nature  them  to  their  liberty  and  native  land. 


So  sjKikc  tho  Son  of  God ;  and  Satan  stood 
A  while,  as  mute  confounded  what  to  say, 
What  to  reply,  confuted,  and  convinced 
Of  his  weak  arguing  and  fallacious  drift; 
At  length,  collecting  all  his  serpent  wiles, 
With  soothing  words  renewed,  him  thus  accosts. 
"  I  see  Uiou  knowest  what  is  of  use  to  know, 
What  best  to  say  canst  say,  to  do  canst  do ; 
Thy  acdons  to  thy  wonls  accord;  tliy  words 
To  thy  lai^  heart  give  utterance  due  -,  thy  heart 
Contains  of  good,  wise,  just,  the  perfect  shape. 
Should  kings  and  nations  from  thy  mouth  consult. 
Thy  counsel  would  be  as  tho  omclc 
Uiim  and  Thumraim,  those  oraculous  gems 
On  Aaron*8  breast ;  or  tongue  of  seers  old 
Infallible :  or  wert  thou  sought  to  deeds 
That  might  require  tlie  array  of  war,  thy  skill 
Of  conduct  woyld  be  such,  that  all  the  world 
Could  not  sustain  thy  prowe^,  or  subsUt 
In  battle,  though  against  thy  few  in  arms. 
These  go<]likc  virtues  wherefore  dost  thuu  hide, 
Affecting  private  life,  or  more  obscure 
In  savage  wilderness  1  wherefore  deprive 
All  earth  her  wonder  at  thy  acts,  thyself, 
The  fame  and  glory;  glory  the  reward 
That  sole  excites  to  high  attempts,  the  flaine 
Of  nxMit  erected  spirits,  most  tempered  ])ure 
Ethereal,  who  all  pleasures  else  despise, 
AU  treasures  and  all  gain  esteem  as  dross. 
And  dignities  and  powers  all  but  the  highest  1 
Thy  years  are  ripe,  and  overri|)e ;  the  son 
Of  Macedonian  Pliilip  had  ere  these 
Won  Aida,  and  the  throne  of  Cyrus  held 
At  his  dispose;  young  Scipio  had  brouglit  down 
The  Carthaginian  pride;  young  Pompey  quelled 
The  Pontic  king,  and  in  triumph  had  rode. 
Yet  year?,  and  to  ripe  years  judgmonv  mature, 
duench  not  tlie  thirst  of  glory,  but  iaigment. 
Great  Julius,  whom  now  all  the  world  admires. 
The  more  he  grew  hi  years,  tho  more  inflamed 
With  glory,  wept  that  he  liad  Uvcu  j«»  long 
Ingl*'>rious :  but  thou  yet  art  nut  U/y  laU-." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  calmly  thiw  ropliod. 
"•  Thou  neither  dodt  persuade  mc  to  srek  wealth 
For  empire's  sake,  nor  empiic  to  ailect 


For  glory's  sake,  by  all  thy  argument 

For  what  is  glory  but  the  blaze  of  fame. 

The  people's  praise,  if  always  praise  unmixed  1 

And  what  tho  people  but  a  herd  confused, 

A  miscellaneous  ralible,  who  extol 

Things  Aiilgar,  and,  well  weighed,  scarco  worth 

the  p/aisel 
They  praise,  and  they  admire,  they  know  not  what. 
And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  other { 
And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  extolled. 
To  live  upon  their  tongues  and  be  their  talk. 
Of  whom  to  l>c  dispniLsed  were  no  small  praise? 
His  lot  who  dares  be  singularly  good. 
The  intelligent  among  them  and  the  wise 
Arc  few,  and  glory  scarce  of  few  is  raised. 
This  is  true  glory  and  renown,  when  God 
Looking  on  the  earth  with  approbation  marks 
The  just  man,  and  divulges  him  through  Heaven 
To  all  his  angels,  who  with  true  applauso 
Recount  liLs  praises :  thus  ho  did  to  Job, 
When,  to  extend  liis  fame  through  Heaven  and 

earth. 
As  thou  to  thy  reproach  may'st  well  remember, 
He  asked  thee, '  Hast  thou  seen  my  servatit  Job? 
Famous  he  was  in  Heaven,  on  earth  less  known; 
Where  glory  is  falsi*  glon',  attributed 
To  things  not  glorious,  men  not  worthy  of  famo. 
They  err,  who  count  it  glorious,  to  subdue 
By  conquest  far  and  wide,  to  overrun 
Large  countrit«,  ami  in  field  great  battles  win, 
Great  citiosby  assault:  what  do  these  worthies^ 
But  rob  and  spoil,  burn,  slaughter,  and  enslave 
Peaceable  nations,  neighbouring,  or  remote, 
Made  captive,  yet  deser\ing  freedom  more 
Than  thosi*  their  conquerors,  who  leave  behind 
Nothing  but  ruin  whcresoeVr  they  rove, 
And  all  their  flourisliing  works  of  peace  destroyj 
Then  swell  with  pride,  and  must  Iw  titled  gods, 
Groat  benefactors  of  mankind,  deliverers, 
Worshipjied  with  temple,  priest,  and  sacrifice  1 
One  is  the  Son  uf  Jove,  of  Mars  the  other; 
Till  conqueror  P«'ath  discover  them  scarce  men, 
Rolling  in  brutish  vices,  and  deformed, 
Violent  or  shameful  death  their  due  reward. 
But  if  there  be  in  glory  aught  of  good, 
It  may  by  meantf  far  different  l)c  attained, 
Without  ambition,  war,  or  violence; 
By  deeds  of  peace,  by  wisdom  eminent. 
By  patience,  temiwrance:  I  mention  still 
Huu,  whom  thy  wrongs  with   eauitly  paticnov 

borne. 
Made  famous  in  a  land  nnu  times  obscure; 
Who  names  not  n^w  with  honour  patient  Job^ 
Poor  S(x;rate8«,  (wl--*  next  niorc  memorable?) 
By  what  he  taujjlit,  and  sufltTivl  for  po  diung, 
Fortruth'n  »:\kc  sulferng  ilrath.  unjust,  lives  now 
Equal  in  fiiueto  pnuidi'st  corKpiernrs 
Yet  if  for  f;unc  an<l  glory  auglit  be  done. 
Aught  suffered;  if  young  African  ior  lame 
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Elis  wasted  country  freed  from  Punic  rage ; 
The  deed  becomes  unpraiaed,  (he  man  at  least, 
And  loses,  though  but  verbal,  Iiis  reward. 
Shall  I  sci'k  glory  then,  as  vain  men  seek, 
OA  notdesened?  I  seek  not  mine,  but  his 
Who  wmtme,  and  thereby  wit nes«  whence  I  am." 

To  whom  the  Tempter  murmuring  thus  replied. 
"Think  not  so  slight  of  glory;  tlierein  least 
Resembling  thy  great  Father :  he  seeks  glory, 
And  for  hiri  glory  all  things  made,  all  things 
Orders  and  governs;  nor  contiMit  in  Heaven 
By  all  his  angels  glorified,  requires 
Glory  from  men,  from  all  men,  goixl  or  bad, 
^Vlse  or  unwise,  no  difference,  no  exemption; 
Above  uU  sacrifice,  or  hallowed  gill. 
Glory  he  requires,  and  glory  he  reccavcs, 
Promiscuous  from  all  national,  Jew,  ur  G  reek, 
Or  barbarous,  nor  exception  hath  declared ; 
From  us,  his  fut^  pronounced,  glory  he  exacts." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  A  rvrutly  replied. 
"And  reason;  since  his  word  all  things  produced, 
Though  chiefly  not  for  glory  us  prime  end, 
But  to  show  forth  his  goodness,  and  impart 
His  g(K)d  communicable  to  every  soul 
Freely ;  of  whom  wliat  could  lie  less  expect 
Than  glory  and  benediction,  that  is,  thanks. 
The  slightest,  easiest,  readiest  recompense 
From  them  who  could  return  him  nothing  else, 
And,  not  returning  that,  would  likeliest  render 
Contempt  instead,  dishonour,  obloquy] 
Hard  recompense,  unsuit«Lblc  return 
For  so  much  good,  so  nmch  Iwneficencc. 
But  why  should  man  seek  glory  who  of  his  own 
Hath  nothing,  and  to  whom  nctliing  belongs 
But  condcnmation,  ignominy,  and  biiamcl 
Who,  for  so  many  benefits  received. 
Turned  nx^reant  to  C«od,  ingratc  and  false. 
And  HO  of  all  truegoixl  himself  des|»oilod, 
Yet,  sacrilegious,  to  himself  wiiuld  take 
That  which  to  God  alone  of  ri<rht  belohiis: 
Yet  so  nmch  bounty  is  in  Gud,  sucli  grace, 
That  who  ad\ance  his  glory,  not  tlH?ir  own. 
Them  ho  himself  to  glory  will  advance." 

So  sjKike  the  Son  of  God;  and  here  again 
Satan  had  nut  to  answer,  but  stood  struck 
With  guilt  of  his  own  sin ;  for  he  himself, 
Insatiable  of  glory,  had  lost  all; 
Yet  of  another  plea  bclhou;;lit  him  soon. 

"C)fglt»ry,  as  tlioa  wilt,"  s.ii«l  he,  "so deem; 
Wortli  or  not  worth  llie sinking,  let  it  pass. 
But  to  a  kingdom  tliou  art  born,  ordained 
To  sit  u[M)n  thy  father  David's  throne, 
By  motiier's  tide  lliv  father;  thou:;!!  ihy  H'dit 
Be  now  ill  iK)werful  hands,  that  will  not  part 
Easily  from  [Nissession  won  uitli  arms; 
Judea  now  and  all  the  promised  land, 
Rcduee<t  a  province  under  Roman  yoke, 
Onevh  TilH'.rms ;  nor  is  always  ruled 
V^Tith  Uunnerate  sway;  od  have  they  violated 


The  temple,  oft  the  law,  with  foul  aflfronti^ 
Abominations  rather,  as  did  once 
Antiochus :  and  think'st  thou  to  regain 
Thy  riglit  by  silting  still  or  thus  n'tiriujr 
So  did  not  Maccalicus:  he  indeed 
Retired  unto  the  desert,  but  with  arms; 
And  o'er  a  mighty  king  so  oft  prevailed, 
That  by  strong  hand  his  family  obtained 
Though  priests,  the  crown,  and  David's  tluoat 

U8urpi>d, 
With  Modin  and  her  suburbs  once  content. 
If  kingdom  move  thee  not,  let  move  thee  zeal 
And  duty;  zeal  and  duty  arc  not  slow, 
But  on  occasion's  foreU)ck  watchful  wait. 
They  themselves  rather  are  occasion  best; 
Zeal  of  thy  father's  house,  duty  to  free 
Thy  country  from  her  heathen  servitude. 
So  shalt  thou  best  fulfil,  best  verify 
The  prophets  old  who  sung  thy  endless  reign; 
The  liappier  reign,  the  sooner  it  begins: 
Reign  then ;  what  cunst  thou  better  do  the  whilel* 

To  whom  our  Saviour  answer  thus  returned. 
"  All  things  are  best  tulfilled  in  their  due  time ; 
And  time  there  is  for  all  things.  Truth  hath  said 
If  of  my  reign  pi'ophetic  writ  liath  told. 
That  it  shall  never  end,  so,  when  begin, 
The  Father  in  his  pur|)ose  hath  dc-crecd ; 
He  in  whose  hand  all  times  and  seasons  loIL 
What  if  he  hath  decreed  that  I  shall  first 
Hv.  triird  in  fmmblc  state,  and  things  adverse, 
]3y  tribulations,  injuries,  insults, 
Contempts,  and  scorns,  and  snares,  and  violcuca. 
Suffering,  abstaining,  quietly  exi)ecting, 
Without  distrust  or  doubt,  that  he  may  know 
What  I  can  sufler,  how  olvy  1  who  best 
Can  sutler,  In^stcan  do;  bt^st  reign,  who  fSrst 
Well  hath  okyed ;  just  trial,  ere  I  merit 
My  exaltation  without  change  or  end. 
But  what  concerns  it  thee  when  1  be^^in 
My  everlasting  kingdom  1  wliy  art  thou 
SoUcitousl  what  moves  thy  inquisition  ? 
Knowest  thou  not  lliat  my  ribing  is  thy  fafl, 
And  my  ])romotion  will  be  thy  destruction  7" 

To  whom  the  Tempter  iidy  racked,  rcplieil. 
"  Let  that  come  when  it  couk's  ;  all  hope  is  lost 
Of  my  reception  into  grace :  what  worse  1 
For  where  no  hope  is  lefl,  is  Icll  no  fear : 
If  there  be  worse,  the  exi>ectation  more 
Of  wonu.>  torments  me  than  the  feelin;;  can. 
I  would  Ih}  at  the  worst :  worst  is  my  jtort. 
My  harl)our,  and  my  ultimaU^  repose: 
The  end  I  would  attain,*  my  final  good. 
My  error  was  my  error,  and  my  crime 
My  crime;  whatever,  for  itself  condemned; 
And  will  alike  bo  punished,  whether  thou 
lleignor  nign  not;  though  to  that  gentle  bro«v 
Willingly  could  I  fly,  and  hope  thy  reign. 
From  that  placid  as[K*ct  and  meek  regardi 
Rather  thou  aggravate  my  evil  state, 
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Would  stoxul  between  me  and  thy  Father*8  iro 
(Whoie  ire  I  dread  more  than  the  fire  of  hell,] 
A  shelter,  and  a  kind  of  shading  cool 
Interposition,  as  a  summer^s  cloud. 
If  I  then  to  the  worst  that  can  be  haste, 
Why  move  thy  feet  so  slow  to  what  is  best, 
Happiest,  both  to  thyself  and  all  the  world, 
That  thou,  who  worthiest  art,  should^st  be  their 

king  7 
Perhaps  thou  lingercst  in  deep  thoughts  detained 
Of  the  enterprise  so  hazardous  and  high: 
IVo  wonder;  for  though  in  thee  be  united 
What  of  pcr&ction  can  in  man  be  found, 
Or  human  nature  can  receive,  consider, 
Thy  life  hath  yet  been  private,  most  part  spent 
At  home,  scarce  viewed  the  Galilean  towns, 
And  once  a  year  Jerusalem,  a  few  days' 
Short  MJoum ;  and  what  thence  could*st  thou  ob- 
serve'? 
The  world  thou  hast  not  seen,  much  less  her  glory, 
Elmpires  and  monarchs^  and  their  radiant  courts, 
Best  school  of  best  experience,  quickest  insight 
In  an  things  that  to  greatest  actions  lead. 
The  wisest,  unexperienced,  will  be  ever 
Timorous  and  loth,  with  novice  modesty, 
(As  he  who,  seeking  asses,  found  a  kingdom,) 
Inesolate,  unliardy,  unadventurous :  ' 

But  I  will  bring  thee  where  thou  soon  shalt  quit 
Those  rudiments,  and  see  before  thine  eyes 
The  monarchies  of  the  earth,  their  pomp  and  state  j 
Sufficient  introduction  to  inform 
Thee,  of  thyself  so  apt,  in  regal  arts. 
And  regal  mysteries  j  that  tliou  may'st  know 
Qow  be6t  their  opposition  to  withstand/' 

With  that  (such  power  was  given  him  then]  he 
look 
I*he  Son  of  Grod  up  to  a  mountain  high. 
ft  W93  a  mountain  at  whoso  verdant  feet 
A  spacious  plain,  outstretched  in  circuit  wide, 
Lay  pleasant ;  from  liis  side  two  rivers  flowed. 
The  one  winding,  th'  otlicr  straight,  and  lefl  be- 
tween 
Fair  champaign  with  less  rivers  interveined. 
Then  meeting  joined  their  tribute  to  the  sea ; 
Fertile  of  corn  the  glebe,  ot  oil,  and  wine; 
With  herds  the  pastures  thronged,  with  flocks  the 

hilb: 
Huge  cities  and  high  towered,  that  well  might  seem 
The  seats  of  mightiest  monarchs ;  and  so  large 
The  prospect  was,  that  here  and  there  was  room 
For  barren  desert,  fount:unlcss  and  dry. 
To  thL»  high  mountain  top  the  Tempter  brought 
Oar  Saviour,  and  new  train  of  words  began. 

"  Well  have  we  speeded,  and  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
Forest  and  field  and  flood,  temples  and  towers. 
Bat  shorter  many  a  league,  here  thou  behold'st 
Asbyria,  and  her  empire's  ancient  bounds, 
A  razes  and  the  Caspian  lake ;  thence  on 
As  far  as  Indus  east,  Euphrates  west, 


And  oil  beyond  :  to  south  the  Persian  bay 

And,  inaccessible,  the  Arabian  drought : 

Here  I^ineveh,  of  length  within  her  wail 

Several  days*  journey,  built  by  Ninus  oid. 

Of  that  first  golden  monarchy  the  seat. 

And  seat  of  Salmannssar,  whose  success 

Israel  in  long  captivity  still  mourns ; 

There  Babylon,  the  wonder  of  all  tongues, 

As  ancient,  but  rebuilt  by  him  who  twice 

Judah  and  all  thy  father  David's  house 

Led  captive,  and  Jerusalem  laid  waste. 

Till  Cyrus  set  them  free ;  Persopolis, 

His  city,  there  thou  seest,  and  Bactra  there  j 

Ecbatana  her  structure  vast  there  shows, 

And  Hecatompylos  her  hundred  gates ; 

There  Susa  by  Choasi^es,  amber  stream, 

The  drink  of  none  but  kings;  of  later  fume, 

Built  by  Ematliian  or  by  Parthian  hands. 

The  great  Seleucia,  Nisibis,  and  there 

Artaxata,  Tcredon,  Ctesiphon, 

Turning  with  easy  eye  thou  mayest  behold. 

All  these  the  Partliian  (now  some  ages  past 

By  groat  Arsacf«  led,  who  founded  first 

That  empire)  under  his  dominion  holds. 

From  tlie  luxurious  kings  of  Antioch  won. 

And  just  in  time  thou  comest  to  have  a  view 

Of  his  great  power ;  for  now  the  Parthian  kin^ 

In  Ctesiplion  hath  gathered  all  Ids  host 

Against  the  Scythian,  whoso  incursions  wild 

Have  wasted  Sogdiana ;  to  her  aid 

He  marches  now  in  haste ;  see,  though  from  fo/, 

His  tliousands,  in  what  martial  equipage 

They  issue  forth,  steel  bows  and  shafts  their  anna 

Of  equal  dread  in  flight,  or  in  pursuit ; 

All  horsemen,  in  wliich  fight  they  most  excel: 

See  how  in  warlike  muster  they  appear, 

In  rhombs,  and  wedges,  and  half-moons,  and 


wings 


a 


He  looked,  and  saw  what  numbers  numberless 
The  city  gates  outpoured,  light  armed  troops, 
In  coats  of  mail  and  military  pride; 
In  mail  their  horses  clad,  yet  fleet  and  strong. 
Prancing  their  riders  bore,  the  flower  and  choice 
Of  many  provinces  from  bound  to  bound ; 
From  Arachosia,  from  Candaor  east, 
And  Margiana  to  the  Hyrcanian  cliffs 
Of  Caucasus,  and  dark  Iberian  dales ; 
Froni  Atropatia  and  the  neighbouring  plains 
Of  Adialwnc,  Media,  and  the  south 
Of  Susiana,  to  Balsara's  haven. 
He  saw  them  in  their  forms  of  battle  ranged. 
How  quick  they  wheeled,  and,  flying,  behind  then 

shot 
Sharp  sleet  of  arrowy  showers  against  the  face 
Of  their  pursuers,  and  ovrrcaino  by  fliglit ; 
The  field  all  iron  cast  a  gleaming  brown; 
Nor  wanted  clouds  of  foot,  nor  on  each  hem 
Cuirassiers  all  in  steel  for  standing  fight. 
Chariots,  or  elephants  indorsed  with  towcis 
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Of  arcnrrs ;  nor  of  Iiibouring  ]iiuncc'r8 
A  niultiluilc,  with  £:pai]rs  Mid  axes  annrtl 
To  lay  IiilU  iilaiii,  Icll  wooils,  or  vullevd  (ill, 
Or  whont  pluiii  wns  rui^  hill,  or  overlay 
"With  hriilgcs  rivers  proud,  as  with  a  yoke; 
Mules  uller  tiieso,  camels  and  dromedaries, 
And  vva<roiis,  fraught  with  utensils  of  war. 
Such  forces  met  not,  nor  so  wide  a  c^inp, 
When  Agnean  whh  uU  his  northern  iwwcrs 
Besieged  Albracca,  as  romances  tell, 
Tho  city  of  Gallaphronc,  from  whence  to  win 
The  fairest  of  her  wx  Angelica, 
HiH  daughter,  souglit  hy  many  prowest  knights, 
Both  Payuiin  and  the  jjccrs  of  Charlemagne. 
Such  and  so  numerous  was  their  chivalry : 
At  sight  whereof  the  fiend  yet  more  presumed, 
And  to  our  Saviour  thus  his  words  renewed. 

"  That  thou  may'bt  know  I  seek  not  to  engage 
Thy  virtue,  and  not  every  way  secure 
On  no  slight  grounds  thy  safety ;  hear,  and  mark 
To  what  end  1  have  brought  thee  hither,  and  shown 
All  this  fair  sight :  thy  kingdom,  though  foretold 
By  prophet  or  by  angt^l,  unlci^s  thou 
Endeavour,  as  thy  father  David  did. 
Thou  never  shalt  obtain ;  i>rediction  still 
In  all  things,  and  all  men,  supixxses  means ; 
Without  means  used,  what  it  predicts  revokes. 
But  say  thou  wert  j>osse8sed  o(  David's  tlirone, 
By  free  consent  of  all,  none  opi)osite, 
Samaritan  or  Jew ;  how  couldst  thou  hopo 
L^ng  to  enjoy  it  quiet  and  secure, 
Between  two  such  enclosing  enemies, 
•Roman  tnd  Parthian?  therefore  one  of  these 
Thou  must  make  sure  thy  own;  the  Parthian  first 
By  my  advice,  as  nearer,  and  of  late 
Found  able  by  invasion  to  annoy 
Thy  country,  and  captive  lead  away  her  kings, 
Antigonus  and  old  llyrcnnus,  bound, 
Maugre  the  Roman:  it  shall  W.  my  task 
To  render  thee  the  Parthian  at  disiK>se, 
Choose  which  thou  wilt,  by  conquest  oi  by  league: 
By  him  thou  shalt  regain,  without  him  not. 
That  which  alone  can  tnily  reinstal  thee 
In  David's  royal  seat,  his  true  successor, 
Dehverancc  of  thy  bn^thren,  those  ten  tribes, 
Whose  offspring  in  his  territory  yet  serve, 
In  Ualwr,  and  among  the  Medes  disi)ersed: 
Ten  sons  of  Jacob,  two  of  Josi'ph,  lost 
Thus  long  from  Israel,  serving,  as  of  old 
Their  fathers  in  the  land  of  Kgypt  served, 
Tliis  orter  sets  Ix'fore  thee  to  deliver. 
These  if  from  senitude  thou  shalt  restore 
To  their  inheritance,  then,  nor  till  then, 
Thoi  OP  the  throne  of  Da\id  in  full  glory, 
From  i^'gypt  to  t^uphrates  and  beyond, 
Shalt  rcign,  and  Rome  or  Caesar  need  not  fear." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  answered  thus,  unmoved: 


•'  Much  ostentation,  vain  of  fleshy  arm 
And  fragile  arms,  much  instrument  of  war, 
Long  in  preparing,  soon  to  nothing  brought, 
Before  mine  eyes  thou  hast  set;  and  in  my  cor 
Vented  nmch  policy,  and  projects  deep 
Of  enemies,  of  aids,  battles  and  leagues, 
Plaubiblc  to  tlie  world,  to  me  worth  nought. 
Means  I  must  use,  thou  say'st;  pn'diction  else 
Will  unpri'dict,  and  fail  me  of  the  throne: 
My  time,  I  told  thee,  (and  that  time  for  tliee 
Were  better  farthest  ofl')  is  not  yet  come: 
When  that  comes,  think  not  thou  to  find  me  slack 
On  my  j»art  aught  endeavouring,  or  to  need 
Thy  ()olite  maxims,  or  that  cumbersomo 
Lujj^ajrc  of  war  there  shown  me,  argument 
Of  human  weakness  rather  than  of  strength. 
My  bnnhren,  as  thou  call'st  them,  those  ten  tribci 
I  must  deliver  if  I  mean  to  reign 
David  s  true  hirir,  and  his  full  sceptre  sway 
To  just  extrnt  over  all  Israel's  sons. 
j  But  whence  to  thee  this  zeal!  Where  was  it  then 
For  Israrl,  or  for  David,  or  his  throne, 
When  tlion  stood'st  up  his  tempter  to  the  pride 
Of  nuriil>ering  Israel,  which  cost  the  lives 
Of  thriH'score  and  ten  thousand  Israelites 
Hy  threti  days'  (M'stilence?  such  was  thy  zeal 
To  Israel  then;  tiie  same  that  now  to  me! 
As  for  tliosc  captive  trilics,  themselves  wore  thef 
Who  wrought  their  own  captivity,  fell  off 
From  God  to  worship  calves,  the  deities 
Of  Egypt,  Baal  next  and  Ashtaroth, 
And  all  the  idolatries  of  heathen  round, 
besides  their  other  worse  than  heathenish  criinef 
Xor  in  tho  land  of  their  captivity 
IIuml)led  tliemsi'lves,  or  pi>nilent  hesought 
The  God  of  their  forefathers;  but  so  died 
lm{)eiiitent,  and  left  a  race  l)chind 
Like  to  themselves,  distinguishable  scarce 
From  Gi'ntiles,  but  by  cin'umcision  vain, 
And  God  with  idols  in  their  worship  joined. 
Should  I  of  these  the  lilvrty  regard, 
Wiio,  freed,  as  to  their  ancient  patrimony, 
Unhumbled,  unrepentant,  unreformed, 
Headlong  woulii  follow ;  and  to  their  Gods  pGrliape 
Of  Bethel  and  of  Dan;  no;  let  them  serve 
Their  enemies,  who  serve  idols  with  God. 
Yet  he  at  length,  (time  to  himsi^lf  best  known,) 
Rememlx'ring  Abraham,  hy  some  wondrous  cail 
May  bring  them  back,  repentant  and  sincere, 
And  at  their  passing  cleave  the  Assyrian  flood. 
While  to  their  native  land  with  joy  they  haste, 
As  tlie  Reil  Sea  and  Jordan  once  he  clefl, 
When  to  the  promised  land  their  fathers  passed, 
To  his  due  time  and  providence  I  leave  Ihcin." 
So  spake  Israt^Ps  true  king,  and  to  the  fiend 
Made  answer  meet,  that  made  void  all  his  wilcc 
So  fares  it  when  with  truth  falsehood  contends. 
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THE  ARGUATTNT. 

Fatr»n  pftTsistlng  In  the  temptation  of  our  Lord,  phows  him 
iianpiial  Rome  in  Uf  erparest  pomp  and  pplendrnir,  a^  a  power 
wlilch  frf  prohahly  would  prefer  before  tlinl  of  the  P.-inliian?; 
aift  ir]l4  him  that  ho  misrht  with  the  crentest  ease  expel  Tibe- 
itua,  p»torc  the  Roniaas  to  their  liberty,  and  make  himself 
aaster  not  only  of  the  Roman  empire,  but  by  so  doin;  of  (he 
whiile  worlil,  and  InclusivHy  of  iho  tlirono  nf  David.    Our 
Lcrd,  In  reply,  exprrwaefl  his  contempt  of  grandeur  nr>d  world- 
ly power,  notices  the  luxury,  vanity,  and  proflisracy  of  the 
Ronuna,  decUrin<;  how  liale  they  merited  to  be  re<>torcd  to 
llul  lilxTty,  wliich  they  had  hel  by  their  uiiaconduct,  and 
brieily  rcfcn  to  the  gruitness  of  Ids  own  futua*  kiiirdom.  Sa- 
tan, now  ilc!«perate,  to  enhance  the  vilue  of  hi'*  prcffJ-red  ^Ifis, 
pmfemus  that  the  only  lernr.fl,  on  \\h\ch  he  will  b»tow  them, 
■re  our  Saviour's  faUin*  down  and  woiBhippini^  him.    Our 
Lort!  expreasw  a  firm  but  temperate  indisrnaiion  at  such  a 
|>rafioriii<ia,  and  rebukes  the  Tempter  by  the  title  of  "Satan 
far  citr  climned,"    Satan,  abxshcd,  attempts  to  justify  him- 
icif;  he  then  arFumc?  a  new  cToun<l  of  temptation,  and,  pro- 
porirn:  to  Jesus  the  intellectual  jrratifications  of  winlnm  ami 
kntwlctkre,  points  out  to  him  the  celebrated  scat  of  ancient 
kaminff,  Athens,  Its  schools,  and  other  various  resnnsof  learn- 
ed teaclirrs  and  their  disciples;  accomiKinying  the  view  with 
a h»5:hIy-fLnirfied  poncgyrir  on  the  (lr<ci.'jn  irnt?ii'}:»n<«,  p^'j^ 
ontoTf,  ftrvl  pliilopophers  cf  the  dlfR'rcnt  f^cf 5«.    Jo«-u!»  r^plie?, 
by  vfmwin^  the  vanity  ind  insufficiency  of  the  Ixmsti'd  Hea- 
Ihm  philoiwjphy ;  and  prefers  to  the  music,  poetr>',  eloquence, 
and  didactic  policy  of  the  fJrccks,diofie  of  the  inspired  Hebrew 
wri'-eni.     Batan,  irritated  at  the  failure  of  all  hU  attompts,  U[>- 
bcTiiJ-!  the  indiscretion  of  our  Saviour  in  rcjeciinEr  hij«  ofTcrs; 
arbl  ^JviT^ff,  In  ridicule  of  his  expectctl  kinedom,  foretold  thn 
•TjfTeriTi^  thait  ourl-ord  was  to  undergo,  carries  him  back  into 
the  wildr-mfMi,  ami  leaves  him  tliere.  Night  comes  on :  Satan 
njaeH  a  trrDiendous  storm,  and  attempts  further  to  alarm  Jeeus 
wiih  frisiiifui  dreamland  terrific  Ihrcatcnlnj  spectres ;  which 
!«;■«■<* ver  hdvc  no  efU-ct  upon  him.    A  calm,  bright,  brautiful 
vyyminz  jwceecds  to  the  horrors  of  the  nlshL  Patnn  jurain  pre- 
wttVJB  himself  to  our  blessed  lionl,  and,  from  noticing  the  storm 
oT'Jw  precedJDg  nifi;ht  as  pointed  chiefly  at  him,  takes  oc.ca<4on 
once  more  to  Insult  him  with  an  account  of  the  sutTerings 
-«r}.:ch  he  w;w  certainly  to  uiidcnjo.    Tliis  only  dra\vs  froni 
liar  I>iTd  a  brief  rebuke.    Satan,  now  at  the  hfiqht  of  his  dos- 
pera'ion,  confesses  that  he  had  frequently  watched  Josu*?  from 
hbt  binh,  pnrpo«ly  to  dwcover  if  lie  was  the  true  Mespiah; 
and,  coilectin;  from  what  passed  at  the  river  Jordan  that  he 
moe*.  prcJtxMy  was  so,  he  h.-id  from  that  time  more  assiduous- 
ly fullowed  blin,  in  hopes  of  paining  some  advantage  over 
him,   which  woiiW  mart  cflbrtually  prove  that  he  was  niH 
Rally  that  Divine  Person  t!ertlned  to  be  his  "fatal  Enemy." 
In  i\.K  h0  acknowledges  that  he  has  hitherto  completely  failed ; 
hot  mill  determines  to  mak^  one  more  trial  of  him.    Acconl- 
htfly  b«  conveys  him  to  the  Temple  at  Jerusalem,  and,  placing 
him  on  a  pointed  eminence,  requires  him  to  prove  h»  Divini- 
ty citlicr  by  ftanding  there,  or  castlns  him'vlf ilown  with  safety. 
Our  Ixird  reprovra  the  Tempter,  and  at  the  same  time  manl- 
fesDi  hlf  own  Divinity  by  standing  on  this  dangerous  point 
Maun,  amazed  «nd  terrifie<l,  instantly  falls;  and  repairs  to  his 
Infernal  comment  to  relate  the  bad  success  of  his  enterprise. 
4.-c;eb  in  the  mean  time  convey  our  blc.«<scd  I/tnl  to  a  beauti- 
fvl  v»lley.  anil,  wnile  they  mlnl:ier  to  him  a  repTj?t  of  celestial 
l-nl,  cefebiate  his  victory  In  a  triumphant  hymn. 


^FESp^,EXED  and  troubled  at  his  bad  biicccss 
The  tetnptrr  stood,  nor  had  what  to  reply, 


Discovered  in  his  frntid,  tlirown  from  his  ho{ie 
So  oft,  and  the  per.sunsive  rhetoric 
That  slcrkod  his  tonr;;i]e,  and  \\\m  so  much  on  Evfl^ 
So  little  here,  nay  lost;  hut  I-'ve  was  Eve; 
This  far  his  ovtrmateh,  who,  pelf-deceived 
And  rash,  U'forehatid  hud  no  better  weiijhed 
Tlie  .strength  he  was  to  eoi>e  with,  or  his  own 
But  as  a  man,  w!io  had  been  mntehless  held 
In  eunninj^Tj  overn\iehed  where  least  he  thought, 
To  salve  liis  credit,  and  f  )r  very  sjute, 
Slill  will  be  tempting  him  who  fiils  him  still, 
And  never  ceas<',  tlion^rh  to  his  shame  the  inoro-^ 
Or  as  a  swarm  of  flies  in  vinta'^e  time. 
Alwut  the  wine  pre<«  where  sweet  mu.st  is  poured^ 
Heat  oflj  returns  as  oft  witli  hnmming  sound; 
Or  sorbin jr  waves  ajrninst  a  soljfl  rock, 
Though  all  to  shivers  dashed,  tlje  rssault  renetr, 
(Vain  battery!)  and  in  froth  or  buhblcs  endj 
So  Satan,  whom  repulse  upon  repidsc 
Met  ever,  and  to  sinmefnl  .silence  broujrlit, 
Yrt  fjives  not  o\r,  tl'.ough  desperate  of  success. 
And  his  vain  iiU]M)rtunity  pursues. 
He  brought  our  Sa\iour  to  the  western  side 
Of  that  high  mountain,  whence  he  might  l^ehold 
Anotiier  plain,  long.  ]>ut  in  breadth  not  wide, 
Washed  by  tl\e  southern  sea,  and,  on  the  north, 
To  equal  K'ligfh  backed  witlj  a  ridire  of  hills, 
That  screened  the  fruits  of  theeaith,  and  seats  oi 

men, 
From  cold  septentrion  blasts;  thence  in  the  miJa 
Divided  by  a  river,  of  whose  banks 
On  each  side  an  imperial  city  stood, 
With  towers  and  temples  proudly  elevate 
On  snven  small  hills,  with  palaces  adorned, 
Porches,  and  theatres,  baths,  aqueducts; 
Statues,  and  trophies,  and  triumplial  arcs. 
Gardens  and  groves  presented  to  his  eyes. 
Alwve  the  height  of  u]ountaii]s  interiM)-«ul . 
(By  what  strange  parallax,  or  optic  skill 
Of  vision,  multiplied  through  air,  or  glass 
Of  teleseo|)e,  were  curious  to  inquire :) 
And  now  the  Tempter  thus  his  silence  broke. 

"  The  citv  which  thou  seest  no  other  deem 
Than  great  and  glorious  Rome,  quj'cn  of  the  eartb^ 
So  far  renowned,  and  witli  the  spoil?  enriched 
Of  nations;  there  the  capitol  tlum  seest; 
Above  the  rest  liftinji  his  statelv  head 
On  the  Tarpeian  roek,her  citadel 
Impregnable;  an<l  there  momit  Palatine, 
The  imperial  palace,  conipa.ss  htige,  and  high 
The  constructure,  skill  of  nohlest  architects. 
With  gilded  battlements  conspicuous  far. 
Turrets,  and  terraces,  and  glittering  spircsi  • 
Many  a  fair  edifice  l)esides,  more  like 
Houses  of  gods,  (so  well  I  have  dL^[»osed 
My  airy  microscope,)  thou  mayeiJt  Ix.'hold, 
Outside  and  insi«le  both,  pillars  and  roots, 
Carved  work,  the  hand  of  famed  artificers, 
In  cedal,  malble.  ivcry,  or  gold. 
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Thet.ce  lo  the  galea  cart  nmiiJ  thine  «'yo,  and  see 

What  conflux  issuing  forth,  or  entering  in  j 

Praptow,  ])roconsula  io  their  |»rovinr^»s 

Halting,  or  on  return,  in  rolK's  of  stiite; 

Lictors  and  rotU,  the  ensigns  of  their  jjower, 

Legions  ami  cohorts,  turnis  of  horsi^  and  wings: 

Or  enihjissirs  from  regions  fur  remote; 

In  various  liahits,  on  tlie  Ap[)i:in  road, 

Or  on  the  Einilian ;  some  fn»in  farthest  south, 

Syene,  and  wliere  the  shadow  Iwth  way  falls, 

Meroc,  Nilotic  isle,  and,  more  to  west. 

The  rcahn  of  Bocchus  to  the  filark-moor  sea, 

From  tlie  Asian  kings,  and  Parthian  among  these ; 

From  India  and  the  goldrn  Cliersonese, 

And  utmost  Indian  isle  Taprohnne, 

Dusk  fuci\s  witli  white  silken  turbans  wreathed; 

From  Gallia,  Cades,  and  the  British  west ; 

Germans,  au'l  Sylhians,  and  Sarmatians,  north 

Beyond  Danuhius  to  the  Tauric  jiool. 

All  natioiw  now  to  Rome  ol»etlicnce  pay; 

To  Rome's  grr'at  cmiwror.  whose  wide  domain, 

In  ampit?  territory,  wealth,  and  power. 

Civility  of  manners,  arts,  and  arms, 

And  long  renown,  thou  justly  mnyest  prefer 

Before  the  Parthians.     These  two  thrones  except, 

The  rest  are  barbarous,  and  scarce  worth  the  sight, 

Shared  annmg  petty  kings  too  far  removed ; 

These  having:  shown  thee,  I  have  shown  thee  all 

The  kingdoms  of  the  world,  and  all  their  glory. 

This  cmiHTor  hath  no  son,  and  now  is  old, 

Old  and  la^$^iYious,  and  from  Rome  retired 

To  Gapreai,  an  island  small,  but  strong, 

On  the  Campunian  shore,  with  purjwsc  thero 

His  horrid  lusts  in  i)rivatc  to  enjoy, 

Committing  to  a  wicked  favourite 

All  public  cares,  and  yet  of  him  suspicious ; 

Hated  of  all,  and  hating.     With  what  ease, 

Indued  with  regal  xirtues  as  thou  art. 

Appearing,  and  UVinning  noble  deeds, 

Mighfst  thou  expel  this  monster  from  his  throne, 

Now  made  a  sty;  and,  in  his  i)lacc  ascending, 

A  victor  people  free  from  8t»r\  ile  yoke  I 

And  with  my  lu'lp  thou  mayest ;  to  me  the  power 

Is  given,  an<l  by  that  right  1  give  it  thee. 

Aim  therefore  at  no  less  than  all  the  world; 

Aim  nt  the  highest;  without  the  highest  attained. 

Will  be  f«>r  thee  no  sitting,  or  not  long. 

On  Daxid's  throne,  be  prophesied  what  will." 

To  whom  tlie  Son  of  God,  unmoved,  replied. 
"  ?>ior  doth  this  grandeur  and  majwtic  show 
Of  iMXurv,  thou:rh  called  majrnificence, 
Moie  than  of  arms  before,  allure  mine  eye, 


Crystal,  and  myrrhine  eujw,  embomed  with  gemi 

And  studs  of  jx'arl ;  to  me  should'st  tell,  who  thiiflt 

And  hun:;er  still.    Then  cmhassii^  thou  slioweil 

From  nations  far  an<l  nigh ;  what  honour  that. 

But  terlious  wa<!te  of  time,  to  sit  and  hear 

So  many  hollow  com[iliments  and  lies, 

OutlnndLsh  flatteries?  Then  proceeii'st  to  talk 

Of  the  emperor,  how  easily  su1h1uc<1, 

IIow  glf»riou!*ly:  I  shall,  thou  sayest,  expd 

A  brutish  monster;  what  if  I  withal 

Exp'd  a  devil  who  first  made  him  such? 

Let  his  tormentor  conscience  find  him  out; 

For  liim  I  was  not  sent ;  nor  yet  to  free 

That  people,  \ii*tor  once,  now  vile  and  base; 

Deserveilly  made  vassal,  who,  once  just, 

Fnigal,  and  mild,  and  temperate,  conquered  well, 

But  govern  ill  the  nations  untler  yoke, 

Peeling  their  provinci*s,  exhausted  ail 

By  lust  and  rapine;  first  ambitious  grown 

Of  triumph,  that  insulting  vanity; 

Then  cruel,  by  tlieir  sjiorls  to  blood  inured 

Of  fighting  iK-asts,  and  men  to  beasts  exposed; 

Luxurious  by  their  wealth,  and  greedier  slill, 

And  from  the  daily  scene  enTcminatc. 

What  wise  and  valiant  man  would  seek  to  free 

These,  thus  di'gencrate,  by  themsidvcs  enidavedl 

Of  couM  of  inward  slfives  make  outward  freel 

Know  therefore,  when  niv  season  comes  to  sit 

On  David's  tb.rone,  it  shall  Ik?  like  a  tree 

Spreading  and  overshadowing  all  the  earth; 

Ot  as  a  stone,  that  shall  to  pieces  dash 

All  monarchies  l>esidi's  throughout  the  world, 

And  of  my  kingdom  there  shall  be  no  end; 

Means  then' shall  lie  to  this;  but  what  the  incau^ 

Is  not  for  tln^e  to  know,  nor  me  to  tell.'* 

To  whom  the  Tempter,  impudent,  replied. 
"  I  see  all  oflt'rs  made  bv  mo  how  slight 
Thou  vainest,  because  offered,  and  rejectest: 
N«)thing  will  plrase  the  diflTicult  and  nice, 
Or  nothing  more  than  still  to  contradict: 
On  the  other  side  know  also  thou,  that  I 
On  what  I  offer  set  as  high  esteem. 
Nor  what  I  part  with  mean  to  give  for  nought; 
All  these,  which  in  a  moment  thou  behold 'si. 
The  kingdoms  of  the  worid,  to  thee  I  give, 
(For,  given  to  me,  I  give  to  whom  I  please,) 
No  trifle;  yet  with  this  reserve,  not  else, 
On  this  coudition,  if  thou  wilt  full  down, 
And  worship  me  as  thy  sup-rior  lord, 
(Kasily  done,)  and  hold  them  all  of  me; 
For  what  can  less  so  great  a  gift  deserve?** 

Whom  thus  our  Saviour  answered  with  disdain. 


Much  less  mv  mind ;  though  thou  shouldst  add  to  "  I  never  liked  thy  talk,  thv  ofTvn  less ; 


tell 

The'^  sumptuous  gluttonies,  and  gorgeous  feasts 
On  citriin  tables  or  Atlantic  stone, 
(For  I  have  also  heard,  perhaps  have  read,) 
Their  wines  of  Sctia,  CaK»s,  and  Faleme, 
Cbios,  and  Crete,  and  how  tliey  quaff  in  gold, 


Now  both  abhor,  since  thou  hast  dared  to  utter 
The  aliominable  terms,  imj>ious  conditif»n: 
But  I  endure  the  time,  till  which  expired 
Thou  hast  permission  on  mc.    It  is  written, 
The  firstof  all  commandments,  Thou  shall  wordilp 
'  The  Lord  thy  God,  and  only  him  shalt  senre; 
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^  Anil  darest  thou  to  the  Son  of  God  propound 
To  worship  thee  accursed,  now  more  accursed 
For  this  attempt,  bolder  than  that  on  Eve, 
And  more  blasphemous  1  wliich  exix^ot  to  rue. 
The  kingdoms  of  tlie  world  to  thco  were  given  1 
Femiittcd  rather,  and  by  thee  usur^ied; 
Other  donation  none  thou  canst  produce. 
If  gU-en,  by  whom  but  by  tlic  King  of  kings 
God  over  all  supreme'?     If  given  to  thee, 
By  thee  how  fairly  is  the  giver  now 
Repaid !    But  gratitude  in  thee  is  lost 
Lung  since.    Wert  thou  so  void  of  fear  or  shame^ 
As  ofler  tliem  to  me,  the  Son  of  God  1 
To  zne  my  own,  on  such  abhorred  pact, 
That  I  fiill  down  and  worship  thee  as  God  1 
Get  thee  behind  me;  |)luin  thou  now  appearest 
That  evil  one,  Satan  for  ever  daiinicd." 

To  whom  the  Fiend,  with  fear  abashed,  replied : 
"  Bo  not  so  sore  oHi'nded,  Son  of  God, 
Though  Sons  of  Goil  both  angcU  arc  and  men, 
If  I,  to  try  whether  in  higher  sort 
Than  these  thou  bearer^t  that  title,  liave  pro2>osed 
What  both  ff\)m  men  and  angt'ls  I  rc^ccive, 
Tetrarchs  of  fire,  air,  flood,  and  on  the  earth, 
Xations  beside  from  all  t)ie  quartered  winds, 
God  of  this  world  invoked,  and  world  Iwneath: 
Who  then  thou  art^  whose  coming  is  foretold 
To  XDC  most  fatal,  me  it  most  concerns. 
The  trial  hatli  endamaged  thee  no  way, 
Rather  more  lionoured  lell  and  more  esteem ; 
^e  nought  ailvantaged,  missing  what  I  aimed. 
Therefore  let  pass,  as  they  an;  transitory, 
The  kingdoms  of  this  world ;  I  shall  no  more 
Advise  thee;  gain  them  as  tliou  canst,  or  not. 
And  thou  thyself  seem'st  other^^  isc  inclined 
Than  to  a  worldly  crown,  addicted  more 
To  contemplation  and  profound  dispute, 
As  hy  that  early  action  may  be  judged, 
When  slipping  from  thy  mother's  eye,  thou  wcnt'st 
Alone  into  the  tem[)le,  there  wast  found 
Among  the  gravest  Rabbies,  disputant 
On  points  and  questions  fitting  Moses'  chair. 
Teaching,  not  taught;  the  cliildhoofi  shows  the  man 
As  momiug  shows  the  day.    6c  famous  then 
Bj  wi«doni;  as  thy  empire  must  extend, 
So  let  extend  thy  mind  o'er  all  the  world 
In  knowleilge,  all  things  in  it  comprehend. 
AH  knowledge  is  not  couched  in  Moses'  hw. 
The  Pentateuch,  or  what  the  Prophets  wTotc  j 
The  Gentiles  also  know,  and  w^rite,  and  teach 
To  admiration,  led  by  nature's  light, 
AxkI  with  the  Gentiles  nmch  thou  nmst  converse, 
Rnlin;;  them  by  persuasion  as  thou  meanest; 
Without  their  learning  how  wilt  thou  with  them, 
Or  tb.ey  with  thee,  hold  conversation  meet  1 
How  wilt  thou  reason  with  tliem,  how  refute 
Their  idoliifms,  traditions,  paradoxes! 
Error  by  lils  own  arms  is  best  e^inced. 
Look  once  more,  ere  we  leave  this  specular  mount, 
10  N 


Westward,  mui;h  nearer  by  soutli-vvest,  bt^holdv 
Where  on  the  Egean  shore  a  city  stands, 
Built  nobly,  pure  tlie  air,  an<l  light  the  soil, 
Athens,  the  eye  of  Greece,  and  motlier  of  arts 
And  eloquence,  native  to  famous  wits 
Or  hospitable,  in  her  sweet  recess. 
City  or  suburban,  studious  walks  and  sliadcs. 
See  there  the  olive  grove  of  Academe, 
Plato's  n-tiroment,  whert^  tlie  Attic  bird 
Trills  her  thick- warbl til  notes  the  summer  long; 
There  flowery  hill  Ilymcttus,  witli  the  sound 
Of  Uvs'  industrious  nmrmur,  oft  invites 
To  studious  musing ;  there  Ilissus  rolls 
His  wliisi>cring  stream:  within  the  walls,  thfil 
view 

I 

The  schools  of  ain'icnt  sngrs;  his,  who  bred 

Great  AlexanJi.r  to  subdue  the  world, 

Lyceum  there,  and  paijitod  Stoa  next: 

There  slialt  tliou  hear  and  learn  the  secret  power 

Of  harmony,  in  tones  and  nuiiil)ers  hit 

Py  voice  or  U»th1  ;  and  various  measured  verse, 

-tEolian  ch?»rins  and  Ihirian  lyric  odes, 

And  liis  who  gave  tliem  breath,  but  higher  sunjj^ 

Blind  Mflesigenrs,  thence  Homer  called, 

"Wliosc  pficm  Pha^bus  cliallonged  for  this  own: 

Thence  wliat  the  lofty  grave  tragedians  taught 

In  riiorus  or  Iambic,  teachers  l)est 

Of  moral  pnid«Mice,  with  delight  ri'ceived 

In  brief  ser.teiitious  precepts,  while  tliey  treat 

Of  fate,  and  cliance,  and  change  in  human  life, 

Iligli  a»:tions  and  high  paii?ions  best  describing: 

Thence  to  the  f  iinous  orators  repair. 

Those  ancient,  wliose  resistless  eloquence 

Wielded  at  will  tliat  fuTcc  democralie, 

S!io«)k  the  arsenal,  and  lulniined  over  Gieecc 

To  Macedon  and  Artaxcrxes'  throne : 

To  sage  philos<^phy  next  lend  thine  ear, 

From  Heaven  descended  to  the  low-roofed  houte 

Of  SocraU'S ;  see  there  his  tenement, 

Whom  well  inspired  the  oracle  pronounced 

Wisest  of  men;  from  wliose  mouth  issued  forth 

Melliiluous  streams,  that  watered  all  the  schools 

Of  Academics  old  and  new,  with  those 

Sumamed  Peripatetics,  and  the  sect 

Epicurean,  and  the  Stoic  severe; 

These  here  revolve,  or,  as  thou  likest,  at  home. 

Till  time  mature  thee  to  a  kingdom's  weight  • 

These  rules  will  rendi?r  thee  a  king  complete 

Witldn  thyself,  much  more  with  empire  joined." 

To  whom  our  Saviour  sagely  thus  replied : 
"  Think  not  but  that  1  know  these  things,  or  iLbat 
I  know  them  not;  not  therefore  am  I  short 
Of  knowing  what  I  ou<xht:  he  who  receives 
Light  from  above,  from  the  fountain  of  light. 
No  other  doctrine  needs,  though  granted  true. 
Put  these  arc  false,  or  little  else  but  dreams. 
Conjectures,  fan'-ies*,  built  on  nothing  firm. 
The  first  and  wisest  of  them  all  professeil 
To  know  this  only,  that  he  nothing  knew 
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The  next  to  fablinff  fell,  and  smodth  ronccitij; 

A  third  Port  iloubtrd  .ill  thingn,  though  plain  sense ; 

Others  in  virtue  pl.irrd  frlicit^, 

Rut  \irtue  joiri<\l  with  riches  and  long  lifej 

In  corjujral  [»lonsurc  he  and  can-lrss  eajjoj 

The  Stoic  last  in  i)!!i!o«>p}iir  prido, 

By  him  called  virtue;  and  his  virtuoufl  man, 

Wise,  jxTfiTt  in  himself,  and  all  |xjpsesi?ing 

Tqual  to  GojI,  oft  shams  not  to  prrfi'r, 

As  fearin^T  God  nor  man,  conlemiiinji  all 

Wi'alth,  plcaKure,  pain  or  torment,  death  and  life, 

Which,  when  he  lists,  he  leaves,  or  hoastd  he  caHj 

For  all  his  tedious  talk  is  hut  vain  boa:>t, 

Or  subtle,  sliifts  conviction  to  evade. 

Alas !  what  can  they  teacli,  and  not  mii^lead, 

Ignorant  of  themselves,  of  God  nmch  more, . 

And  how  the  world  began,  and  how  man  fell 

Detruded  by  himself,  on  grac^  de|iending? 

Much  of  the  houI  thi-y  talk,  hut  all  awry. 

And  in  themselves  neck  \irtue,  and  to  themselves 

All  glory  arrogate,  to  God  give  none; 

Rather  accuse*  him  under  usual  names, 

Fortune  and  fate,  as  one  regardless  quite 

Of  mortal  things.     Who  tljen*for(»  seeks  in  these 

True  wisdtun  finds  her  not ;  or,  by  delusion, 

Far  wt)rse,  her  falsi?  resemblance  only  meets, 

An  empty  cloud.     However,  many  lK)ohs, 

Wise  m«»ri  have  Raid,  are  wearisome ;  who  reads 

Incessantly,  and  to  his  reading  brings  not 

A  spirit  and  judgment  ecpial  or  su])erior 

(And  what  he  brings,  what  needs  he  elsewhere 

seek  1) 
Uncertain  and  uns<'ttled  still  remains. 
Deep  »ersi'd  in  books,  and  shallow  in  himself, 
Crude  or  intoxicate,  collecting  toys 
And  t rides  for  choice  matters,  worth  a  sponge : 
As  children  gathering  j«ebbles  on  the  shore. 
Or,  if  I  would  dflight  my  private  hours 
With  music  or  with  poem,  where,  so  soon 
As  in  our  native  language,  can  I  find 
That  solace  1  all  our  law  and  story  strewed 
With  liymns,  our  psalms  with  artful  terms  in- 
scribed, 
Our  tlet)rew  songs  and  harps,  in  Babylon 
That  pleased  so  well  our  ^ictors'  ear,  declare 
Tliat  rather  Greece  from  us  these  aria  derived; 
III  imitateil,  while  thev  loudest  sinz 

*  ^  CI 

The  vices  of  their  dfities,  and  their  own, 

In  fable,  hymn,  or  song,  so  iwrsonating 

Their  gods  ridiculous,  and  themselves  ^mst  shame. 

Remove  their  swelling  epithets,  thick  laid 

Ab  varmsli  on  a  harlot's  cheek,  the  rest. 

Thin  sown  with  aught  of  profit  or  delight, 

Will  far  l>e  found  unworthy  to  compare 

With  Sion's  songs,  to  all  true  tastes  excelling, 

Where  God  is  Druised  aright,  and  godlike  men, 

The  Ijoiiest  of  Holies,  and  his  saints, 

(Such  arc  from  God  inspired,  not  such  from  thee,) 

Ui  lew  wlicro  moral  \iituc  is  exprcfscd 


By  light  of  nature,  not  in  all  quite  lost.  < 

Their  orators  thou  then  extoll'st,  as  thow 
The  toi)  of  eltMiuence ;  statists  indeed, 
And  lovers  of  their  country,  as  may  sccni 
But  hen«in  to  our  prophets  far  l>encath, 
As  men  divinely  taught,  and  better  teaching 
The  Solid  rules  of  civil  government, 
In  their  majt»atic  unafll*cled  style, 
Than  all  the  oratory  of  GnnHre  and  Rome. 
In  them  is  plainest  taught,  and  easiest  leaml, 
What  makes  a  nation  happy,  and  keeps  it  co, 
Wliat  ruins  kin'idoms,  and  lavs  cities  flat: 
These  only  with  our  law  l)est  form  a  king." 

So  spake  the  Son  of  God;  but  Satan,  now 
GLuitc  at  a  hvs,  for  all  his  darts  were  six'nt. 
Thus  to  our  Saviour  with  stem  brow  replied. 
"  Since  neither  wealth  nor  honour,  arms  nor  axti 
Kingdom  nor  empire  ]i1eases  thee,  nor  aught 
By  me  projMwd  in  life  contemplative 
Or  activi',  tended  on  by  glorj'  or  fame, 
What  dost  thou  in  this  world  1  the  wilderness 
For  thep  is  fittest  place ;  I  found  thee  there, 
And  thither  will  return  thee;  yet  remember 
What  I  foreti'll  thee,  soon  thou  shnlt  liaTC  canie 
To  wis!i  thou  never  hadst  rejected  thus 
Xicelv  or  cautiouslv  mv  ofTeretl  aid, 
Which  would  have  set  thee  in  short  time  with  eaaa 
On  David's  throne,  or  throne  of  all  the  worid, 
Nt/W  at  full  age,  fulness  of  time,  thy  8ca«on, 
When  prophecies  of  thee  are  liest  fulfilled. 
Xow  contrary,  if  I  read  nuglit  in  Heaven, 
Or  Heaven  write  aught  of  fate,  by  what  the  rtaxi 
Voluminous,  or  single  characters. 
In  their  conjunction  met,  giv(»  me  to  spell, 
Sorrows,  and  labours,  opjtosition,  hate 
Attend  thee,  scorns,  reproaches,  injuries. 
Violence  and  strii>es,  and  lastly  cruel  death; 
A  kingdom  they  portend  thee,  but  what  kingdon\ 
Real  or  allegoric,  I  discern  not ; 
Nor  when;  eternal  sure,  as  without  end, 
Witliout  l>eginning;  for  no  date  prefixed 
Directs  me  in  the  starrv  rubric  set." 

So  saying,  he  took,  (for  still  he  knew  Ids  pown 
Not  yet  expired,)  and  to  the  wilderness 
Brought  back  the  Son  of  God,  and  left  him  Ihere^ 
Feigning  to  disap^iear.     Darkness  now  rose, 
As  daylight  sunk,  and  brought  in  lowering  nighty 
Her  shadowy  ofispring,  unsubstantial  both. 
Privation  mere  of  light  and  absent  day, 
Our  Saviour  meek  and  with  untroubl<Hl  mind 
After  his  airy  jaunt,  though  hurried  sore. 
Hungry  and  cold,  betook  him  to  his  rest. 
Wherever,  under  some  concourse  of  shades. 
Whose  branching  arms  tlilck  intertwined  might 

shield 
From  dews  and  damps  of  night  liis  sheltered  head; 
But,  sheltered,  slejit  in  vain ;  for  at  hi9  head 
The  Tempter  watched,  and  soon  with  ugly  dreaoH 
Disturbed  his  ilcep.    And  cither  tiopi .  now 
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jran  thunder,  and  both  ends  of  Heaven ;  tho 

cloud<i, 
*inm  many  a  horrid  rift,  abortive  poured 
"iercc  rain  with  lightning  mixe<1,  water  with /ire 
a  ruin  reconciled :  nor  slept  tho  winds 
Vlthin  their  stony  caves,  but  rushed  abroad 
*TDin  tlic  four  hinges  of  the  world,  and  fell 
hi  the  vexed  wilderness,  whose  tallest  pines, 
rhough  rooted  deep  as  high,  and  sturdiest  oaks, 
(owed  their  stsflT necks,  loadcn  with  stormy  blasts, 
)t  torn  up  sheer.    Ill  wast  thou  shrouded  then, 
)  patient  Son  of  God,  yet  only  stood'st 
ri»(iaken!  Nor  yet  stayed  the  terror  there; 
ifcmal  ghosts,  and  hellish  furies  round 
jnrjroned  thee,  some  howled,  some  yelled,  some 

shrieked, 
txae  bent  at  thee  their  fiery  darts,  while  thou 
at^st  unappalled  in  calm  and  sinless  peace! 
lius  passed  the  night  so  foul,  till  morning  fair 
ame  forth,  with  pilgrim  steps,  in  amice  gray, 
n^fj  with  her  radiant  finger  stilled  the  roar 
f  thunder,  chased  tlie  clouds,  and  laid  the  winds, 
[kl  grisly  spectres,  which  the  fiend  had  raised 
>  tempt  the  Son  of  God  with  terrors  dire. 
nd  now  the  sun  with  more  efli'ctual  beams 
xd  cliecred  the  face  of  earth,  and  dricil  the  wet 
ozn  drooping  plant  or  dropping  tree;  the  bird<t, 
lio  oU  things  now  behold  more  fresh  and  green, 
ker  a  night  of  storm  so  ruinous, 
fared  up  their  choicest  notes  in  bush  and  spray, 
I  gratulate  the  sweet  return  of  morn. 
«*  jet,  amidst  this  joy  and  brightest  morn, 
aa  absent,  after  all  his  mischief  done, 
ne  prince  of  darkness;  glad  would  also  seem 
this  fair  change,  and  to  our  Saviour  came; 
t  with  no  new  device,  (they  all  were  sjient,) 
iber  by  this  his  last  affront  resolved, 
^>erate  of  better  course,  to  vent  his  rage 
id  mad  despite  to  be  so  oft  repelled. 
sn  walking  on  a  sunny  hill  he  found, 
icked  on  the  north  and  west  by  a  thick  wood; 
It  of  the  wood  he  starts  in  wonted  shape, 
dd  in  a  careless  mood  thus  to  him  said. 
••  Fair  morning  yet  betides  thee.  Son  of  God, 
fler  a  dismal  night:  I  heanlthe  wrack, 
1  «Lrth  and  sky  would  mingle ;  but  myself 
^as distant;  and  these  flaws,  though  mortals  fear 

them 
s  dangerous  to  the  pillared  frame  of  Heaven, 
r  to  the  earth's  dark  basis  underneath, 
re  to  the  main  as  inconsiderable 
ml  harmless,  if  not  wholesome  as  a  sneezo 
o  man's  less  universo,  and  soon  are  gone ; 
et,  as  being  ofttimes  noxious  where  they  light 
n  man,  beast,  plant,  wasteful  and  turbulent, 
ike  tminilencics  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
fcr  whose  heads  they  roar,  and  seem  to  point, 
lipj  oft  ibresignify  and  threaten  ill : 
tempest  at  this  desert  most  was  bent , 


Of  men  at  thee,  for  only  thou  here  dwoU'st. 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  if  thou  did'st  reject 
The  perfect  season  offered  with  ray  aid 
To  win  thy  destined  seat,  but  wilt  prolong 
AH  to  the  push  of  fate,  pursue  thy  way 
Of  gidning  David  s  throne,  no  man  knows  wheUi 
For  lx>th  the  when  and  how  is  no  where  toldl 
Thou  shalt  be  what  thou  art  ordained,  no  donbt; 
For  angels  have  proclaimed  it,  but  concealing 
The  time  and  means.   Each  act  is  rightliest  done, 
Not  when  it  must,  but  when  it  may  be  best: 
If  thou  observe  not  tliis,  be  sure  to  find. 
What  I  foretold  thee,  many  a  hard  assay 
Of  dangers,  and  adversities,  and  pains, 
Ere  thou  of  Israel's  sceptre  get  fast  hold; 
Whereof  this  ominous  night,   that  closed  thee 

round. 
So  many  terrors,  voices,  prodigies. 
May  warn  thee  as  a  sure  foregoing  sign." 

So  talked  he,  while  the  Son  of  God  went  on 
And  stayed  not,  but  in  brief  him  answered  thus. 

"Me  worse  than  wet  thou  find'st  not;  other 
harm 
Those  terrors  which  thou  sjx^ak'st  of,  did  me  none; 
I  never  feared  ttiey  could,  though  noising  loud 
And  threatening  high;  what  they  can  do,  as  signs 
Betokening,  or  ill  Ixxling,  I  contemn 
As  false  jiortents,  not  sent  from  God,  but  thee; 
Who,  knowing  1  shall  reign  past  thy  preventing, 
Obtrud*st  thy  offered  aid,  that  I,  accepting. 
At  least  might  seem  to  hold  all  power  of  thee. 
Ambitious  spirit!    and  would'st  be  thought  my 

God; 
And  storm'st  refused,  thinking  to  terrify 
Me  to  thy  will !  desist,  (thou  art  discerned, 
And  toil'st  in  vain,)  nor  me  in  vain  molest." 

To  whom  the  fiend,  now  swollen  with  rage,  rcw 
])lied, 
"  Then  hear,  O  Son  of  David,  virgin-bom, 
For  Son  of  God  to  me  is  yet  in  doubt; 
Of  the  Messiah  I  had  heard  foretold 
By  all  the  prophets;  of  thy  birth  at  length. 
Announced  by  Gabriel,  v\ith  the  first  I  knew, 
And  of  the  angelic  song  in  Bethlehem  field. 
On  thy  birthnight,  that  sung  thee  Saviour  hmtu 
From  that  time  seldom  have  I  ceased  to  eye 
Thy  infancy,  thy  childhood,  and  thy  youth, 
Thy  manhood  last,  though  yet  in  private  bred, 
Till  at  the  ford  of  Jordan,  whither  all 
Flock  to  the  Baptist,  I  among  the  rest, 
(Though  not  to  bo   baptized,)   by  voice    from 

Heaven. 
Heard  thee  pronounced  the  Son  of  God  bclored. 
Thenceforth  I  thought  thee  worth  my  nearer  view 
And  narrower  scrutiny,  that  I  might  learn 
In  what  degree  or  meaning  thou  art  called 
The  Son  of  God,  which  bears  no  single  sense. 
The  Son  of  God  I  also  am,  or  was; 
And  if  I  was,  I  am;  relation  stands; 
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All  xnio  are  rons  of  Gal;  yet  llicc  I  thought 

In  floir.c  rcspoct  far  higher  to  declarrd : 

TLereforc  I  watched  thy  footdtcjis  from  that  houii 

And  followc<l  tlico  still  on  to  thiH  waste  wild; 

AVhen*,  by  all  beat  conjectures,  I  collect 

Thou  art  to  be  my  fatal  enemy : 

Good  n^ason  then,  if  I  bi^forehand  seek 

To  understand  my  ndvorsar)',  who 

And  what  ho  m'j  his  wisdom,  power,  intent; 

By  paric  or  composition,  tnice  or  Iraguc, 

To  win  him,  or  win  from  him  what  I  can : 

An  op[K»rlunity  I  here  have  had 

To  trj'  lhi*p,  sill  tluv,  an<l  I'onfcss  have  found  thee 

Proof  against  all  tt?mptalion,  as  a  rock 

Of  adamant,  and  as  a  centre  firm; 

To  the  utmu^t  of  mort?  man  Iwth  wise  and  gno<l, 

Not  more;  for  honours,  richis,  kingdoms,  glory, 

Ilavclwen  U'fore  contemned,  and  may  ngtiin: 

Tlierrfore  to  know  what  mon?  thou  art  than  m:i!^., 

Worth  uaminiiSonofGotl  l»v  voice  from  Ileiven, 

Another  mcthixl  I  must  now  begin." 

So  saying  he  caught  him  up,  and,  without  wing 
Of  hippogrif,  l>orc  through  the  nir  sublime, 
Over  the  wilderness  and  o'er  the  plain, 
Till  undemeiith  ihem  fair  Jerusalem, 
The  holy  city,  lifted  high  her  towers, 
And  higher  yt-t  the  glorious  temple  reared 
Ilor  pile,  f;ir  ofTapiM-aring  like  a  mount 
Of  alabaster,  topt  with  golden  spinas: 
Thf  re  on  the  highest  pinnacle  he  set 
The  Son  of  God ;  nnd  addM  thus  in  scorn. 

"  There  fctand,  if  thou  wilt  stand;  to  stand  up- 
right 
Will  ask  thee  skill;  I  to  thy  Father's  house 
Have  oniught  tliee,  and  highest  placed:  highest  is 

best: 
Now  show  thy  i)rogeny ;  if  not  to  stand. 
Cast  thysolf  down ;  safrly,  if  Son  of  Gotl : 
For  it  is  written,  '  lie  will  give  command 
Ccmcerning  thee  to  his  angels,  in  their  hands 
Tliey  shall  uplift  thee,  lest  at  any  time 
Thou  chance  to  dash  tliy  foot  ngainst  a  stone.'  ^ 

To  whom  thus  Jesus.   "  Also  it  is  written, 
*  Tempt  not  the  Lord  thy  God :' "  he  said,  and 

stood : 
But  Satan,  smitten  with  amazement,  fell. 
As  when  eartli's  son  Anta?us  (to  compare 
Small  things  with  greatest)  in  Irassa  strove 
With  Jove's  Aleides,  and,  oft  foiletl,  still  rose, 
UeceivinT  fnim  his  motlier  earth  new  strenjnh, 
Fresh  from  his  fdl,  and  fiereor  grapple  joined, 
Thnjttled  at  length  in  the  nir,  expired  and  fell; 
So,  ofler  ninny  a  foil,  the  Tempter  proud, 
Rrnewing  fn  sh  assaults  amidst  his  pride. 
Fell  whence  he  sttKxl  to  see  his  victor  fall : 
And  as  that  Theban  monster,  that  proposed 
ile*  ri«ldle,  and  him,  who  solved  it  not  devoured, 
Tiat  once  found  out  and  solved,  for  grief  and  spite 


Cast  herself  headlong  from  the  Ismcnian  steep; 

So,  struck  with  dread  and  anguish,  fell  the  fien^ 

And  to  his  crew,  that  sat  consulting,  brought 

(Joyless  triumphals  of  his  hoped  succcm) 

Ruin,  and  desperation,  and  dismay, 

Who  durst  so  proudly  tempt  tlie  Son  of  God. 

So  Satan  All ;  and  straight  a  fiery  globe 

Of  angels  on  full  sail  of  wing  flew  nigh, 

AVlio  on  th(rir  plumy  vans  recc'i^'cd  liim  mod 

From  his  uneasy  station,  and  upbore, 

As  on  a  floating  couch,  through  the  blithe  air; 

Then,  in  a  flowery  valley,  set  him  down 

On  a  griH>n  bank,  and  set  before  him  sprcaj 

A  tabit!  of  celestial  food,  divine 

Ambrosial  fruits,  fL'tchedfmm  the  tree  of  life, 

And,  from  the  fount  of  hfe,  ambrosial  driuk, 

That  soon  refreshed  him  wearied,  and  repaired 

What  hunger,  if  aught  hunger  had  impaired, 

Or  thirst ;  nnd,  as  he  fed,  angelic  choirs 

Sung  heavenly  anthems  of  his  victory 

Over  tem|)tation  and  tlic  tempter  proud. 

"  True  hnage  of  the  Father;  whether  tlixoned 
In  the  l)osom  of  blUs,  and  light  of  light 
Concci\ing,  or,  remote  from  Heaven,  inslirinod 
In  fleshly  talternacle,  and  human  fonn. 
Wandering  the  wilderness;  whatever  place, 
Habit,  or  state,  or  motion,  still  exprcssiag 
The  Son  of  Gixl,  with  godlike  force  endued 
Against  thy  atlempter  of  th}- Father's  throne, 
And  thiff  of  Paradise!  hi:n  long  of  old 
Thou  did'st  del>el,  and  down  frvm  Heaven  call 
With  all  his  anny ;  now  thou  hast  avenged 
Supplanteil  Adam,  and,  by  vanquishing 
Temptation,  hnst  regained  lost  Paradise, 
And  frubt rated  the  c<mqu(.>st  fraudulent. 
He  never  more  henceforth  will  dare  set  foot 
In  Paradise  to  temj>t ;  his  snares  are  broke : 
For,  though  that  seat  of  earthly  bliss  bo  failei^ 
A  fairer  Paradise  is  founded  now 
For  Adam  and  his  chosen  sons,  whom  thou, 
A  Saviour,  art  come  down  to  reinstal, 
Where  they  shall  dwell  secure,  when  time  shall  be 
Of  tempter  and  temptation  without  fear. 
But  thou,  infernal  serpent!  shalt  not  long 
Rule  in  the  clouds;  like  an  autumnal  star, 
Or  lightning,  thou  shalt  fall  from  Heaven,  tnid 

down 
Under  his  fivt ;  for  proof,  ere  this  lliou  fi^erst 
Thy  wound,  (yet  not  thy  last  and  deadliest  ivouodj 
By  this  repulse  nwived,  and  hold'st  in  hell 
No  triumph ;  in  all  her  gates  Abaddon  rues 
Thy  Kild  attempt.     Her. 'after  learn  with  awe 
To  dread  the  Son  of  God :  he,  all  unarmed. 
Shall  chase  thee  with  the  terror  of  his  voice 
From  thy  dem<minc  holds,  possession  foul, 
Thee  and  thy  legions;  yelling  they  shall  fly 
And  be^r  to  hide  them  in  a  herd  of  swine. 
Lest  he  command  them  down  into  the  deep, 
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oand,  and  to  tonncnt  sent  before  thoir  time. — 
ail,  Son  ot  the  Most  High,  heir  of  both  worlds, 
neUer  of  Satan !  on  thy  glorious  work, 
ow  enter,  and  begin  to  save  mankind.'* 


Thus  they  the  Son  of  God,  our  Saviour  meek, 
Sung  victor,  and  from  heavenly  feast  refreshed, 
Brought  on  his  way  with  joy ;  he  unobserved. 
Homo  to  his  mother's  house  private  returned. 


Sttttifiion  ^tioninttn. 


DRAMATIC  POEM. 


T^ityec^dL  /jufjiMvtc  o{«£mk  0ir«/atM^  «.  t.  ^. 

ArittoL  PoeL  Oa^.  0. 

Imltattoactionia  sens,  Ac  per  mlaerlconlitm  et  metum  perfidens  talluiD  afTectuum  lustratlooem. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

,  mads  captive,  blind,  and  now  in  the  prison  at  Ga- 
to  labour  as  in  a  common  workhouw,  on  a  festival 
tn  the  general  ccsRitions  fnim  labour,  comes  forth  into  the 
I  lUr,  to  a  place  nigh,  somewhat  rptirod,  there  to  pit  nwhile 
his  condition.    Where  he  happens  at  len<rth  to 
by  certain  friends  and  equals  of  his  tribe,  which 

0  ihe  Choru!!^  who  seek  to  comfort  him  what  ihey  can; 
bj  hU  oU  father  Monoah,  who  endcaviiurs  the  like,  and 

al  tdb  him  his  purpose  to  procure  his  liberty  by  ransom ; 
f,  chat  this  feost  was  proclaimed  by  the  Philistines  as  a  day 
iwiDg  for  their  deliverance  from  the  luuids  of  Sam- 
yet  more  troubles  him.  Manoah  then  departs  to 
Bcmc  his  endeavour  with  the  Philistine  lords  fur  Samson's 
mplioo  ;  who  in  the  mean-while  is  vinicd  by  other  pcr> 
-  and  lastly  by  a  public  officer  to  require  his  coming  to 
IfaMt  before  the  lords  and  people,  to  piny  or  show  his 
^gOl  in  tlieir  presence ;  lie  at  flnst  refuses,  dismissing  the 
Ic  officer  with  absolute  denial  to  come ;  at  length,  per- 
bd  inwanlly  tliat  ilia  wna  from  God,  he  yields  to  go  along 

1  him,  who  came  now  the  second  (inte  with  great  threat- 
^  U>  fbtch  him:  the  Chnrus  yet  rrmainingon  (he  place, 
gmh  reiuma  full  of  joyful  hope,  to  procure  ere  long  his  son's 
fcrance:  in  the  midst  of  which  discount  an  Hebrew 
ca  in  haMty  confuaudly  at  fin$t,  and  aficrwards  more  dis- 
llj,  relatiAg  the  calastniphe,  what  Samson  had  dune  to  the 
liMbiab  and  by  accident  to  himself;  wherewith  die  tra- 


THE  PERSONSL 

Bamson. 

Mannah,  the  Father  of  Samson. 

DAlib,  his  vi/e. 

Ilanipha  of  Gaih, 

Public  Officer. 

Messenger. 

Churus  of  Danites, 

The  SScene  before  tlie  Prison  In  Gaza. 


SAMSON  AGONISTES. 


Samsov,  [Attendant  leading  him.} 

LITTLE  onwanl  loml  thy  sruidincr  hand 
o  these  dark  stcpa,  a  little  further  on ; 

]f  2 


For  yonder  bank  hath  choice  of  sun  or  shade: 
There  I  am  wont  to  sit  when  any  chance 
Relieves  me  from  my  task  of  servile  toil, 
Daily  in  the  common  prison  else  enjoined  me, 
Where  I,  a  prisoner  chained,  scarce  freely  draw 
The  air  imprisoned  also,  close  and  damp, 
Unwholesome  draught :  but  here  I  feel  amends. 
The  breath  of  Ilcavcn  fresh  blowing,  pure  and 

sweet. 
With  dayspring  bom ;  here  leave  me  to  respire. 
This  day  a  solemn  feast  the  people  hold 
To  Dagon  their  sea  idol,  and  forbid 
Laborious  works ;  unwillingly  tlus  rest 
Their  superstition  yields  me;  hence  with  leave 
Retiring  from  the  popular  noise,  I  seek 
This  un frequented  place  to  find  some  ease, 
Ease  to  the  body  some,  none  to  the  mind 
From  restless  thoughts,  that,  like  a  deadly  swarm 
Of  hornets  armed,  no  sooner  found  alone,     . 
But  rush  upon  me  thronging,  and  present 
Times  past,  what  once  I  was,  and  what  am  now 
O  wherefore  was  my  birth  from  Heaven  foretold 
Twice  by  an  angel,  who  at  last  in  sight 
Of  both  my  parents  all  in  llamcs  ascended 
From  oflf  the  altur,  where  an  offering  burned, 
As  in  a  fiery  column  charioting 
His  godlike  presence,  and  from  some  great  act 
Or  benefit  revealed  to  Abraham  s  race  1 
Why  was  my  breeding  ordered  and  prescribed 
As  of  a  |)orson  separate  to  God, 
Designed  for  great  exploits ;  if  I  must  die 
Betrayed,  captivcd,  and  both  my  eyes  put  out, 
Made  of  my  enemies  the  scorn  and  gaze, 
To  grind  in  brazen  fetters  under  task 
With  this  heaven-gilU'd  strength  1    O  glorictn 

strength. 
Put  to  the  la1x)ur  of  a  beast,  debased 
Lower  than  bondslave !  Promise  was  that  I 
Should  Israel  from  Plulistian  yoke  deliver; 
Ask  for  this  great  deliverer  now,  and  find  hiit 
Eyeless  in  Gaza  at  the  mill  with  slaves. 
Himself  in  bonds  under  Phiiistian  yoko; 
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Yet  ^taji  let  me  not  raBhIy  call  in  doubt 

Diviiic  prediction ,  what  if  all  foretold 

Had  been  fulfilled  but  through  mine  own  default, 

Whom  have  1 1?  coinplaiii  of  but  niyficif, 

Who  thu  high  gift  of  strcngtli  couunittGd  to  me, 

In  what  part  hidgt'd,  how  casUy  bcrell  me, 

Under  the  8cal  of  tulcncc  could  not  keep, 

But  weakly  to  a  woman  must  reveal  it. 

Overcome  wit li  importunity  and  tears  1 

O  impotence  of  mind,  in  body  strong ! 

But  what  is  strength  without  a  double  share 

Of  wisdom?  vast,  unwieldy,  burdensome, 

Proudly  secure,  yet  liable  to  full 

By  weakest  subtleties  j  not  made  to  rule, 

But  to  subserve  vvhore  wisilom  Invars  command ! 

Grod,  when  he  gave  mc  stn^ngth,  to  sliow  withal 

How  slight  the  gifl  was,  hung  it  in  my  hair. 

But  peace,  1  must  not  quarrel  with  the  will 

Of  highest  disiwnsation,  which  herein 

Haply  had  ends  above  my  reach  to  know; 

Suffices  tliat  to  me  strength  is  my  bane. 

And  proves  the  source  of  all  my  miseries; 

So  many,  and  so  huge,  that  each  apart 

Would  ask  a  life  to  wail;  but  chief  of  all, 

O  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain! 

Bhnd  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains. 

Dungeon,  or  beggary,  or  decrepit  age! 

Ught,  tlie  prime  work  of  God,  to  me  is  extinct, 

And  all  her  various  objects  of  delight 

Annulled,  wliich  might  in  part  my  grief  have 

cased. 
Inferior  to  the  vilest  now  become 
Of  man  or  worm;  the  vilest  here  excel  me; 
They  creep,  yet  sec;  I,  dark  in  light,  exposed 
To  daily  fraud,  contempt,  abuse,  and  wrong, 
Within  doom,  or  without,  still  as  a  fool, 
In  power  of  others,  never  in  my  own ; 
Scarce  half  I  seem  to  liCc,  dead  more  than  lialf. 
O  dark,  dark,  dark,  ainid  the  blaze  of  noon. 
Irrecoverably  dark,  total  eclipse 
Without  all  hope  of  day ! 
O  first  created  beam,  and  thou  great  Word, 
"  Lettliere  be  light,  and  light  was  over  all;" 
Why  am  I  thus  bereaved  thy  prime  decree  1  ' 
The  sun  to  me  is  dark. 
And  silent  as  the  moon. 
When  she  de8<.>rts  the  night. 
Hid  in  her  vacant  interlunar  cave. 
Smce  light  so  necessary  is  to  life. 
And  almost  life  itself,  if  it  be  true 
'J'nat  light  is  in  the  soul. 
She  all  in  every  part;  why  was  the  sight 
Tokuch  a  tender  ball  as  tlic  eye  confined, 
So  obvious  and  so  easy  to  l>c  quenclied? 
And  not,  as  feeling,  through  all  parts  dilTused, 
Tiiat  she  might  look  at  \\iil  through  every  yoTcl 
TK.n  hud  I  not  Uen  thus  exiled  from  light 
As  in  the  land  ofdarkness,  yet  in  light, 
Tu  livu  u  life  hidf  dead,  a  living  death, 


I  And  buried;  but,  O  yet  more  miserable  1 
Myself  my  sepulchre,  a  moving  grave ; 
Buried,  yet  not  exempt, 
By  privilege  of  death  and  burial, 
Froui  worst  of  other  evils,  pains  andwzDOgp; 
But  made  hereby  obnoxious  more 
To  all  the  miseries  of  life. 
Life  in  captiv  ity 
Among  inhuman  foes. 

But  who  are  tiiese  7  for  with  joint  pace  1  hc«r 
The  tread  of  many  feet  steering  tlus  way ; 
Perhaps  my  enemies,  who  coiw!  to  stare 
At  my  afilietion,  and  perhaps  to  insult. 
Their  daily  practice  to  lifAict  me  more. 

[Enter]  Chorus. 
Chor.  This,  tliis  is  he :  soflly  awhile, 
Let  us  not  break  in  u]H>n  him: 
O  change  In^yond  reiiort,  thought,  or  belief! 
Sec  how  he  lies  at  random,  carelessly  tliflTnfftl^ 
With  languislied  head  unpropt. 
As  one  past  ho{>e,  abandoned, 
And  by  himsi^lf  given  over; 
In  slavish  liabit,  ill-fitted  weeds 
O'ervvorn  and  soiled; 

Or  do  my  eyes  misn^prescntl    Can  thu  be  he^ 
That  heroic,  that  renowned. 
Irresistible  Samson  1  whom  unarmed 
No  strength  of  man  or  fiercest  wild  beast  couU 

withstand ; 
Who  tore  the  lion,  as  the  lion  tears  the  kid ; 
Ran  on  embattled  armies  clad  in  iron, 
And,  weai)on!eR8  himself, 
Made  arms  ridiculous,  useless  the  forgery 
Of  brazen  shield  and  spear,  the  hammered  cuiraM^ 
Chalybean  tem|H>nHl  sti'cl,  and  frock  of  moil 
Adamantcan  pri>of  ] 
But  safest  he  wlio  stood  aloof. 
When  insupjiortably  his  foot  advancul, 
In  scorn  of  their  proud  arms  and  warlike  toolfl| 
Spurned  them  to  death  by  troo])s.     The  bold  Af> 

calonite 
Fled  from  his  lion  ramp;  old  warrioni  turned 
Their  plated  backs  under  his  heel ; 
Or,  groveling,  soiled  their  cn'sted  helmctc  in  tin 

dust. 
Then  witli  what  trivial  wrajwn  come  to  hand, 
The  jaw  of  a  dead  ass,  his  sword  of  bone, 
A  thousand  foreskins  fell,  the  fiowcr  of  Palentine^ 
In  Rameth-lechi  famous  to  this  day. 
Then  by  main  force  pulled  up,  and  on  his  shoii£> 

dcra  boro 
The  gates  of  Azza,  iwst,  and  massy  bar. 
Up  to  the  liill  by  Hebron,  seat  of  giants  old. 
No  journey  of  a  Sabbath  day,  and  loaded  m, 
Like  whom  the  Gentilos  feign  to  bear  up  ]  iesTOL 
Which  shall  I  first  l>ewai!, 
Tliy  bondage,  or  lost  siglit. 
Prison  within  ])rison 
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ljiafjtonb\y  dn'kl 

Thou  art  bcco.i.e  (O  worst  iinpriMnmcnt !) 

The  dungeon  of  thyself;  thy  soul, 

(Which  men  enjoying  siglit  oft  without  cause 
complain  J 

Impriaoncd  now  indeed, 

In  real  darkness  of  the  body  dwells, 

Shut  up  from  outward  light 

To  incorporate  with  gloomy  night ; 

For  inward  light,  alas! 

Puts  forth  no  visual  beam. 

0  nurror  of  our  fickle  state, 

Since  man  on  earth  unparalleled! 

The  rarer  thy  example  stands, 

Bjhow  much  from  the  top  of  wondrous  glory, 

Strongest  of  mortal  men, 

To  lowf^  pitch  of  abject  fortune  thou  art  fallen. 

For  him  I  reckon  not  in  higli  estate 

Whom  long  descent  of  birth, 

Or  the  sphere  of  fortune,  raises; 

fiat  thee  whose  strength,  wliilc  virtue  was  her 

mate, 
Might  have  subdued  the  earth, 
UnivcTsally  crowned  with  higiiest  praises. 

Sams.  I  hear  the  sound  of  words;  their  sense 
the  air 
l>Us(4vc8  unjointod  ere  it  reach  my  car. 

Char.  He  s|>eaks,  let  us  draw  nigh.    Matchless 
in  niigiit, 
TTic  glory  late  of  Israel,  now  the  grief; 
We  come  tliy  friends  and  neighbours  not  un- 
known, 
From  ^htaol  and  Zora's  fruitful  vale, 
To  Ti^it  or  bewail  thee;  or,  if  better. 
Counsel  or  consolation  we  may  bring, 
Salve  to  thy  sores:  apt  words  l)a\e  [x>wer  to  swage 
The  tumours  of  a  troubled  mind. 
JLnd  are  as  balm  to  festered  wounds. 

Sams.  Your  comiiig,  friends,  revives  me,  for  I 
learn 
J9'ow  of  my  own  exiwrience,  not  by  talk, 
How  counterfeit  a  coin  tbey  are  who  friends 
Bear  in  their  sujierscriplion,  (of  the  m«>st 
1  woulil  be  understood;)  in  prori{)erous  days 
Tbey  awann,  but  in  ailvenu^  withdraw  t!i(  ir  head, 
Kot  to  be  found,  though  sought.  Ye  sco,  O  friends, 
How  many  evils  have  enclosed  me  round: 
Yet  t!iat  which  was  tbe  worst  now  least  afHictji  me, 
BIin«]ne.sii ;  for  had  I  sight,  confu!»ed  with  shame, 
How  could  I  once  look  u]),  or  hen  ve  the  lurad, 

Wbv,  like  a  foolish  pilot,  have  shipwrecked 

My  TCs^l  trusted  to  me  from  alK>ve, 

Glorioiwly  ri;5ge»l;  and  for  a  word,  a  tear, 

Fo«j1  I   have  divulged  the  secret  gift  of  God 

To  a  deceitful  woman?  tell  me,  friends. 

Am  /  not  sung  and  proveiU'd  for  a  ibul 

In  every  stn-et  ?  do  they  not  say,  how  well 

Are  come  ujion  him  his  deserts  ?  yet  why  1 

Ijmuf*sjrai able  strength  they  might  behold 


In  me,  of  wisdom  nothing  more  than  mean; 
This  with  tlic  other  should,  at  least,  have  paired, 
These  two,  proportioned  ill,  drove  mc  transvorsc. 

Chor.  Tax  not  divine  disposal ;  wisest  men 
Have  erred,  and  by  bad  women  l)een  deceived  j 
And  shall  again,  pretend  they  ne'er  so  wise. 
Deject  not  then  so  overmuch  thyself. 
Who  hast  of  sorrow  thy  full  load  besides ; 
Yet,  truth  to  say,  I  oft  have  heard  men  wonder 
AVhy  thou  should'st  wed  Philistian  woman  rathef 
Than  of  thine  own  trilw  fairer,  or  as  fair. 
At  least  of  thy  own  nation,  and  as  noble. 

Sa  ms.  The  first  I  saw  at  Timna,  and  she  pleasoil 
Mc,  not  my  jKtrents,  that  I  sought  to  wed 
The  daughU'r  of  an  infidel:  they  knew  not 
That  what  I  mentioned  was  of  God :  I  knew 
From  intimate  impulse,  and  tliereforc  urged 
The  marriage  on;  that  by  occasion  hence 
I  might  l)egin  Israel's  deliverance, 
The  work  to  wliich  I  was  divinely  called. 
She  proving  false,  the  next  I  took  to  wife 
(O  that  1  never  had !  fond  wish  too  late) 
Was  in  the  vale  of  Sorcc,  Dalila, 
That  sjxrious  monster,  my  accomplished  snare. 
I  thought  it  lawful  from  my  former  act. 
And  the  simie  end ;  still  watching  to  oppress 
Israels  oppres.Si)rs :  of  what  now  I  suffer 
She  was  not  the  prime  cause,  but  I  myself. 
Who,  vanquished  with  a  jieal  of  w  rds,  (O  weak- 
ness I) 
Gave  up  my  fort  of  silence  to  a  woman. 

Char.  In  seeking  just  occasion  to  provoke 
The  Philistine,  thy  country's  enemy. 
Thou  never  wast  reniLss,  I  In'ar  thee  witness: 
Yet  Israel  still  s(Tves  with  all  his  sons. 

Sams.  That  fault  I  take  not  on  me,  but  transfer 
On  Israel's  governors,  and  heads  of  trihrs, 
Who,  seeing  those  great  act^  which  God  had  dont 
Singly  by  me  against  their  conquerors, 
Acknowledged  not,  or  not  at  all  considered, 
Deliverance  ofTered :  I  on  the  other  side 
Used  no  ambition  to  commend  my  deeds ; 
The  deeds  themselves,  though  nmte,  8|K)ke  loud 

the  doiT : 
But  they  persisted  deaf,  and  would  not  seem 
To  count  them  things  worth  notice,  till  at  length 
Their  lords  the  Philistines  with  gathered  powem 
Entered  Judea  seeking  me,  who  then 
Safe  to  the  riK-k  of  Etlwim  was  retired ; 
Not  flying,  but  n)n'easting  in  what  place 
To  set  upon  them,  what  advanlag<"d  be^t: 
Meanwhile  the  men  of  Judah,  to  prevent 
The  harass  of  their  land,  bes<'t  me  round: 
I  willingly  on  some  conditions  came 
Into  their  hands,  and  tlu-y  as  gladly  yield  me 
To  the  unrircumciscd  a  welcome  prey. 
Bound  with   two  cords;   but  cords  to  me  wciti 

thrtnids 
Touched  with  the  flame :  on  their  whole  host  ^  flew 
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UnaTmcil,  and  with  a  trivial  wc{4>on  foiled 
Their  choicest  youth;  they  only  lived  who  fled. 
Had  Judnh  that  day  joined,  or  one  whole  tribe, 
They  had  by  this  i>ossi'ssed  the  towers  of  Gath, 
And  lorded  over  tliein  wlioni  they  now  ktvc  : 
But  what  more  oil,  in  nations  groivn  corrupt, 
And  hy  their  viees  broui^ht  to  8er^-itude, 
Thau  to  love  lH)ndagc  more  than  liberty, 
Bondage  with  ease  than  strenuous  liberty: 
And  to  despise,  or  envy,  or  6us}>ect 
"Whom  God  hath  of  his  special  favour  raised 
As  their  deliverer ;  if  he  aught  begin, 
How  frequent  to  desert  him,  nnd  ut  last 
To  heap  ingratitude  on  worthiest  deeds  1 

Chor.  Thy  wonls  to  my  n'lnembrance  bring 
How  Succoth  and  the  fort  of  Penuel 
Their  great  deliven*r  contemned, 
The  matchless  Gideon,  in  pursuit 
Of  Madian  and  herv.inqulsliod  kings: 
And  how  ingrateful  Kphraim 
Had  dealt  with  Jephtha,  who  by  argument, 
Kot  worse  than  by  his  shield  and  s^iear, 
Defeniled  Israel  from  the  Am:noiiite, 
Had  not  his  i)ro\vi'ss  quelled  their  pride 
In  that  sore  buttle,  when  so  many  dieil 
Without  reprieve,  adjudged  to  death, 
For  want  of  well  ]ironounein;x  Sfiibboleth. 

Soma.  Of  such  example  add  mc  to  tlio  roll; 
Me  eabily  indi*e«l  mine  may  neglect, 
But  GixVs  pro|>os(Ml  deliverance  not  so. 

Chor.  Just  are  the  ways  of  God, 
And  justifiable  to  men ; 
Unless  there  l>e  who  think  not  God  at  oil : 
If  any  l>e,  they  walk  ol)scurc ; 
For  of  such  doi'.trine  never  was  their  school, 
But  the  heart  of  the  fool, 
And  no  man  therein  doctor  but  himself. 


Down,  reason,  then;  at  least, vain  reasoning^ 
down ; 
Though  reason  here  aver, 
That  moral  verdict  quits  her  of  unclean: 
Unchaste  was  subsequent,  her  stain  not  his. 

But  sec  here  comes  thy  reverend  sire 
With  can^ful  step,  locks  white  as  down, 
Old  Manoah :  advise 
Forthwith  how  thou  oughfst  to  receive  him. 

Soma.  Ay  me,  another  inward  grief,  awaked 
With  mention  of  that  name,  renews  the  awault, 

[Enter J  Manoah, 

Man.  Brethren  and  men  of  Dan,  for  sncli  ja 
seem, 

j  Though  in  this  uncouth  place ;  if  old  respect. 
As  I  supjiose,  towards  your  once  gloried  friend, 
My  son,  now  captive,  hither  hath  informed 

;  Your  younger  feet,  while  mine  cist  back  with  agt 
Came  lagging  after;  say  if  he  be  here. 

Chor.  As  signal  now  in  low  dejeeteil  state, 
As  erst  in  highest,  liehold  him  where  he  lies. 

Man.  O  miserable  change !  is  this  the  man, 
That  invincible  Samstm,  fir  renowned, 
The  dread  of  Israel's  foes,  who  with  a  streiigth 

I  Equivalent  to  angels  walked  their  streets, 
Xone  oflering  fight ;  who  single  comliatant 
Duelled  their  armies  ranked  in  proud  arxayi 

I  Himself  an  army,  now  unequal  match 

I  To  save  himself  against  a  cowanl  armed 
At  one  si)ear's  length.     O  everfailing  trust 
In  mortal  strength !  and  oh!  what  not  in  man 

I  Di^eivable  nnd  vain  ?  Nay,  what  thing  good 

'  Prayed  for,  but  often  proves  our  wo,  our  band 
I  prayed  for  children,  and  thought  K'lrrenness 
In  wedlock  a  reproach  ;  I  gained  a  son, 
And  such  a  son  as  all  men  hailed  me  happy; 


Yet  more  they  W,  who  doubt  his  ways  not  iust,'  )^'»^f  ^^^^"''^  ^l^'^TV*  ^*'^''*^'  '"  "'^'  '^*^"'*'' 


As  to  his  own  eiiirts  ftnind  euiitradietlnt;, 
Then  give  the  n'iiins  ti>  w:iiidi'riiiix  thought. 
Regardless  of  his  glory's  diiniimtion; 
Till  by  tlieir  own  |>erplexities  involved, 
They  ravel  mon»,  still  li*ss  n*solved, 
But  never  find  si  ir-s.itisfyinir  solution. 

As  if  they  wouM  ruiiflne  tiie  Interminable, 
And  ti(»  him  to  his  own  ]»re.-=eri|»t, 
AVno  mmle  our  laws  to  bind  us,  not  himself. 
And  hiith  full  riixht  to  exi'injit 
AVIioin  S4)  it  ple;ises  him  by  <-lioiee 
Frotii  nitionnl  olistrirlion,  without  tiiint 
Of  sin,  orli'ix^d  debt ; 
For  with  his  own  laws  he  ran  Xn^i  disjiensc. 

lie  would  not  else,  who  n<>\er  wanted  means, 
N'cr  in  n'sjK-et  of  the  enemy  just  causi.*, 
'J'o  s*'t  bis  jH'ople  triH*, 
Have  pp-»miit<il  this  heroic  Nazarite, 
Agaii.3t  his  vow  of  strietest  purity, 
To  6«*  A  ill  marriage  that  filIaeiousi;ride, 
Unclean,  unchaste 


O  wherefore  did  Go<l  grant  mc  my  request, 
'  And  as  a  blessing  with  such  iKimp  adornedl 
Why  are  his  gifts  desirable,  to  tempt 
'  Our  earnr.'?t  pravi-rs,  then,  i^iven  with  solemn  hand 
j  As  graces,  ilraw  a  scorpion's  tail  liehindl 
For  this  (litl  the  anjrel  twice  descend  7  for  this 
Ordained  thy  nurture  holy,  as  uf  a  plant 
Select,  and  s.irre«J,  glorious  for  awhile, 
'|The  iiiiraele  of  men;  then  in  an  hour 
'  Insnared,  ass:iultrd,  tivereome,  led  lM>und, 
:Thy  fws'  derision,  captive,  [)oor,  and  blind, 
'  Into  a  <lun«:eou  thrust,  to  work  with  slavre  1 
lAlas!  metliinks  whom  God  hath  chosen  once 
'Vu  worthiest  cliM'ds,  if  he  through  frailty  err, 
He  shouM  not  so  oVrwbelin,  and  as  a  thrall 
Subject  him  to  foul  indignities, 
lie  it  but  for  iionours  sake  of  former  dtHvls. 
&i7ns.    Appoint  not  heavcnU'  dis|>usilion,*  t^ 
ther ; 


I     *  Aitpriiiii  710/  heatenlt/  dittpc  •//ion.'*— AiroJgs 
moa  uoi  ui  aiisMcr. 
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Nothing  of  all  tliesc  cvila  hath  befallen  me 
But  justly:  I  myself  have  brought  them  on, 
Sole  author  I,  sole  cause :  if  auglit  seem  vile, 
Ac  vile  hath  been  my  folly,  who  have  profaned 
Tho  mystery  of  God  given  me  under  pledge 
Of  vow,  and  have  betrayed  it  to  a  woman, 
A  Canaanite,  my  ftuthless  enemy. 
Thi*  well  I  knew,  nor  was  at  all  surprised, 
But  warned  by  oil  experience :  did  not  she 
Of  Timna  first  betray  me,  and  reveal 
The  secret  wrested  from  me  in  her  height 
Of  nuptial  love  professed,  carry  it  straight 
To  them  who  had  corrupted  her,  my  spies. 
And  rivals']  In  this  other  was  there  found 
More  faith,  who  also  in  her  prime  of  love, 
Spoosal  embraces,  vitiated  with  gold. 
Though  offered  only,  by  the  scent  conceived 
Her  spurious  firat-born,  treason  against  me  1 
Thrice  she  assayed  with  flattering  prayers  and 

sighs. 
And  amorous  reproaches,  to  win  from  me 
I^^'  capital  secret,  in  what  part  my  strength 
Lay  stored,  in  wliat  jKirt  summed,  tliat  she  might 

know 
Ttiricc  I  deluded  her,  and  turned  tos^iort 
Her  importunity,  each  time  |X!rcciving 
How  openly,  and  with  what  impudence 
She  purposed  to  betray  me,  and  (which  was  worse 
Thau  uiidisitcmhled  hate)  with  wliat  contempt 
She  sought  to  make  me  traitor  to  myself; 
Yet  the  iburth  time,  wlien,  mustc^ring  all  her  wiles. 
With  blandished  parleys,  feminine  assaults. 
Tongue  batteries,  slic  surceaseil  not,  dav  nor  niffht 
To  storm  mc  overwatciied,  and  wearied  out, 
At  tunes  when  men  seek  most  rej)o.sc  and  rest 
I  yielded,  and  unlocked  her  all  my  heart, 
Wiio,  with  a  grain  of  manhood  well  resolved. 
Alight  easily  have  t^ovk  off  all  her  snares: 
But  foul  efllbminary  held  me  yoked 
Her  boiidslave ;  O  indignity,  O  blot, 
To  honour  and  religion !  si'irvilo  mind 
Rewarded  well  witli  servile  punishment! 
The  base  degree  to  wliich  I  now  am  fallen, 
These  rags,  this  grinding  is  not  yet  so  base 
As  was  my  former  servitude  ignoble, 
Cnmaiily,  ignominious,  infamous, 
True  slavery,  and  that  blindness  worse  than  this, 
That  siiw  not  how  degenemtcly  I  wrved. 

Mart.  I  can  not  praise  thy  niurringe  chotees,  son, 
tlathcr  approved  them  not;  but  t!iou  didst  plead 
Divine  unpulsion  prompting  how  thou  might'tt 
Find  i«omc  occasion  to  infest  our  foes. 
1  staU!  not  that;  this  I  am  sure,  our  foes 
Found  sijun  occasion  thrrt>by  to  make  theo 
Thff*ir  cai»live,  and  their  triumph;  thou  the  sooner 
Temptution  foundcst,  or  over  iK)trnt  charms. 
To  \-iuI.ite  the  snored  trust  of  silence 
Dc{JOiiiti'd  witiiin  tht.'e;  wludi  Vi  have  kept 
Tacit,  was  in  thy  2>ower:  true;  and  thoubcarcst 


Enougli,  and  more,  the  burden  of  that  fault 
BitUrly  ha.«t  tliou  paid,  and  still  art  paying, 
That  ri«;i(l  score.     A  worse  thing  yet  remains; 
Tills  day  the  Philistines  a  popular  feast 
Here  celebrate  in  Gaza;  and  proclaim 
Great  pomp,  and  sacrifice,  and  [iraises  loud, 
To  Dagon  as  their  Gro<I,  who  hath  delivered 
Thee,  Samson,  bound  and  blind  into  their  handi, 
Them  out  of  thine,  who  slewest  them  many  a  slaini 
So  Dagon  shall  be  magnified,  and  God, 
Besides  whom  is  no  God,  compared  with  idolsj 
Disglorified,  Masphcmed,  and  had  in  scorn 
By  the  idolatrous  rout  amidst  their  wine; 
Which  to  have  come  to  pass  by  means  of  thee, 
Samson,  of  all  thy  suftbrings,  think  tiie  hea\ie8t, 
Of  all  reproach  the  most  witti  shame  that  ever 
Could  have  Iwfallen  tliec  and  thy  father's  house. 

Sams.  Father,  I  do  acknowledge  and  confess 
That  I  this  honour,  I  this  pomp  have  brought 
To  Dagon,  and  advanced  his  praises  high 
Among  the  Heathen  round;  to  God  have  brought 
Dishonour,  obloquy,  and  ojM^d  the  moutlis 
Of  idolists  and  atheists;  have  brought  scandal 
To  Israel,  diffulence  of  God,  and  doubt 
In  feeble  hearts,  projiense  enough  Ivforc 
To  waver,  or  full  off  and  join  with  idols; 
Which  is  luy  cliief  allliction,  shame  and  sorrow 
The  aufruish  of  mv  soul,  that  sufTers  not 
Mine  eye  to  harl)our  sleep,  or  thoughts  to  rest. 
This  only  hope  relieves  mc,  that  the  strife 
Willi  mc  hath  end;  all  the  contest  is  now 
'Twixt  God  and  Dagon;  Dagon  hath  presumed, 
Mc  overthrown,  to  enter  lists  with  God, 
His  deity  comparing  and  preferring 
Before  the  Gotl  of  Abraham.     He,  be  sure, 
Will  not  connive,  or  linger,  thus  provoked, 
But  will  arise,  and  his  great  name  assert: 
Dagtm  must  stoop,  and  shall  ere  long  receive 
Such  a  dineomfit  as  shall  quite  despoil  him 
Of  all  these  lK)aste(l  trophies  won  on  me, 
And  with  confusing  blank  his  worsliijuK'n*. 

Man.  With  cause  this  ho[)e  relieves  thee,  ani] 

these  words 
I  as  a  prophecy  receive;  ff)r  God, 
Nothing  more  c^Ttain,  will  not  long  defer 
To  vindicate  the  glory  of  his  name 
Against  all  eoin]X'tition,  nor  will  long 
KmluR^  it  doubtful  whether  God  Ik?  Lord, 
Or  l>ifi;nn.     But  for  ihrc  what  shall  Iv  donel 
Thou  must  not,  in  the  meanwhile,  here  fjrgot, 
Lie  i]i  this  mistyuble  loathsi.)mo  pli.i^ht, 
Ne^jleetitl.     1  already  have  mride  way 
To  some  Diilizitian  lords,  with  whom  to  treat 
About  thv  riinsom:  well  thev  mav  by  this 
Have  siilisfied  their  utmost  of  rr\enjre 
By  p;iins  ami  slaveries,  worse  th;in  death,  inllictcil 
On  Ihee,  who  now  no  more  canst  do  them  harm 
Sams.  Spare  that  jin)i»osal.  'iither:  «pare  ths 
trouble 
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Of  that  M/Iicitatlon;  let  mc  here, 

As  1  Jc^rve,  pay  on  my  punishment; 

And  expiate,  if  pos^iible,  my  crime, 

SIiaMfful  garrulity.     To  have  revealed 

Sccn-ts  of  men,  the  secrets  of  a  friend, 

How  heinous  had  the  fact  bciMi,  how  deserving 

Contempt,  and  scorn  of  all,  to  be  excluded 

AH  friendship,  and  avoided  as  a  blab, 

The  mark  of  fool  set  on  Iiis  front? 

But  I  God's  counsel  have  not  k(']>t,  hit  holy  secret 

Presumptuously  hu\c  pu'ulishcd,  hnpiously, 

Weakly  at  least,  and  shamefully;  a  tiin 

That  Gentiles  in  their  [>aralili:8  ci)ndi-mn 

To  their  abyss  and  horrid  pains  confined. 

Man.  Bo  peiiitvnt,  and  for  thy  fault  contrit 
But  act  not  in  thy  own  aflliction,  son: 
Re{)ent  the  sin;  but,  if  the  punishment 
Thou  canst  avoid,  svlf  preservation  bids; 
Or  the  execution  leave  to  hi^h  disposal, 
And  let  another  hand,  not  thine,  exact 
Thy  penul  forfeit  from  thyself:  {jerliaps 
God  will  relent,  and  quit  thee  all  his  debt; 
Who  ever  more  approves,  and  more  accepts, 
(Best  pleased  with  humble  and  fdial  submission,) 
Him,  who,  imploring  mercy,  sues  for  life. 
Than  who,  self-rigorous,  chooses  death  as  due; 
Which  argues  overjust,  and  self-displeased. 
For  self  ollence,  more  than  for  God  olfrndtHl. 
Reject  not  then  what  olfered  means^  who  knows 
But  God  hath  set  before  us,  to  return  theo 
Home  to  thy  country  and  liis  sacred  house, 
Where  thou  may'st  bring  thy  ofTering*,  to  avert 
His  further  ire,  with  prayers  and  vows  renewed  1 

Sams.  His  pardon  I  hiiplore;  but  as  for  life 
To  what  end  should  I  seek  itl  when  in  strength 
All  mortals  I  excelled,  and  great  in  httjK's  . 
With  youthful  courage,  and  magnanhnous  thoughts 
Of  birth  from  Heaven  foretold,  and  high  exploits. 
Full  of  divine  instinct,  aAer  some  proof 
Of  acts  indeed  heroic,  far  In-yond 
Tbo  sons  of  Anak,  famous  now  and  blazed 
Fearless  of  danger,  like  a  jK'tty  god 
I  walked  al)out  admired  of  all  and  dreaded 
On  hostile  ground,  none  daring  my  aflront  * 
Then  swollen  with  pride  into  the  snare  I  fell 
Of  fair  fallacious  looks,  venereal  trains^ 
Soflened  with  pleasure  and  volu}>tuous  life; 
At  length  to  lay  my  head  and  hidlowed  pledgo 
Of  all  my  strength  in  the  lascivious  lap 
Of  a  dceitful  concubine,  who  shore  mc 
Like  a  tame  wether,  all  my  precious  fleece. 
Then  turned  mc  out  ridiculous,  despoiled, 
Shaven,  and  disarmeil  an«ong  mine  enemies. 

Cfior.  Desire  of  wine  and  all  delicious  drinks, 
iV'hich  many  a  famous  warrior  overturns. 
Thou  could  st  repress;  nor  did  the  dancing  ruby 

*•  None  daring  my  affrcne*^Ao  front  or  face  in  a  hostile 
ivior. 
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Sparkling,  outpoured,  the  flavour  or  the  snidl. 
Or  taste  that  cheers  the  heart  of  gods  and  mvu, 
Allure  thee  from  the  cool  crystalline  stream. 
Sams.    Wherever  fountain  or  frcsli  currenl 

flowed 
Against  the  eastern  ray,  translucent,  pure, 
With  touch  ethereal  of  Heaven  s  fiery  nxl, 
I  drank,  from  the  clear  milky  juice  pllaying 
Thirst,  and  refreshed:  nor  envied  them  the  grapo 
Whose   heads    that  turbulent  liquor  fills   with 

fumes. 
Chor.  O   madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest 

wines 
And  strongest  drinks,  our  chief  6up|x>rt  of  health, 
When  God  with  these  forbidden  made  choice  to 

rear 
His  mighty  champion,  strong  above  compare, 
Whose  drink  was  only  from  the  liquid  brook. 
Sams.  But  what  availed  this  teni]icrancc,  not 

complete 
Against  another  object  more  enticing? 
What  boots  it  at  one  gate  to  make  defence, 
And  at  another  to  let  in  the  foe. 
Effeminately  vanquished  ?  by  which  means, 
Now  blind,  disheartened,  shamed,  dishuiiouredi 

queili'<l. 
To  what  can  I  Im;  useful,  wherein  s(.>rve 
My  nation,  ami  the  work  from  Heaven  impoaod, 
But  to  sit  idle  on  the  household  hearth, 
A  burdenous  drone;  to  visitants  a  gazs. 
Or  pitied  object,  these  redundant  locks 
Robustious  to  no  pur^xise  clustering  down, 
Vain  monument  of  strength;  till  length  of  yean 
And  stnlentary  numbness  craze  thy  linibs 
To  a  contemptible  old  age  obscure  1 
Here  ratht>rlet  mc  drutlge  and  earn  my  bread; 
Till  vermin  or  the  draff  of  servile  food. 
Consume  me,  and  ollinvocated  death 
Hasten  the  welcome  end  of  all  my  pains. 
Man.  Wilt  thou  then  ser\'c  the  Pliilistiiies  with 

that  gill 
Which  was  expressly  given  thee  to  amioy  tiieml 
Better  at  home  lie  bird  rid,  not  only  idle, 
Inglorious,  unem])loyed,  with  age  outworn. 
But  God,  who  caused  a  fountain  at  thy  prayer 
From  the  dry  ground  to  spring,  thy  thirst  to  allaj 
Afler  the  brunt  of  battle,  can  as  easy 
Cause  light  again  within  thy  cyrs  to  spring. 
Wherewith  to  serve  him  better  than  thou  hosti 
And  1  persuade  me  so;  why  else  tliis  strength 
Miraculous  yet  remaining  in  those  locks  ? 
Ills  nfmht  continues  in  thoc  not  for  naujiht. 
Nor  shall  his  wondrous  gifls  be  frustrate  thus. 
Sams.    All  otherwise,  to  me  my  thoughts  por« 

tend. 
That  these  dark  orl>s  no  more  shall  treat  wiili 

ligiit, 

Nor  the  other  li^ht  of  life  continue  lonff. 
But  yield  to  double  darkness  ingh  at  hnnu: 
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8t  much  I  feel  jny  genial  spiriU  droop, 

No  long  petition,  speedy  death, 

My  hopes  all  flat,  nature  within  me  seenui 

The  close  of  all  my  miseries,  and  the  balm. 

In  all  her  functions  weary  of  herself; 

Chor.  Many  are  the  sayings  of  the  wise, 

My  race  of  glory  run,  and  race  of  shame, 

In  ancient  and  in  modern  books  enrolled. 

,  And  I  shall  shortly  be  with  them  that  rest 

Extolling  patience  as  the  truest  fortitude ; 

Man,  Believe  not  these  suggestions,  which  pro- 

And to  the  bearing  well  of  all  calamities. 

ceed 

All  chances  incident  to  man's  frail  life. 

From  anguish  of  the  mind  and  humours  black, 

Consolatories  writ 

That  mingle  with  my  fancy.    I  however 

With  studied  argument,  and  much   persuasion 

Must  not  omit  a  father's  timely  care 

sought. 

To  prosecute  the  means  of  thy  deliverance 

Lenient  of  grief  and  anxious  thought: 

By  ransom,  or  how  else :  meanwhile  be  calm, 

But  with  the  afflicted  in  his  pangs  their  sound 

And  healing  words  from  these  thy  friends  admit. 

Little  prevails,  or  rather  seems  a  tune 

[ExU. 

Harsh,  and  of  dissonant  mood  from  his  complaint ; 

Sams.  O  that  torment  should  not  be  confined 

Unless  he  feel  within 

To  the  body's  wounds  and  sores, 

Some  source  of  consolation  from  above. 

With  maladies  innumerable 

Secret  refreshings,  that  repair  his  strength 

In  heart,  head,  breast,  and  reins ; 

And  fainting  spirits  uphold. 

But  must  secret  passage  find 

God  of  our  fathers,  what  is  man ! 

To  the  inmost  mind, 

Tha/  thou  towards  him  with  hand  so  various 

There  exercise  all  hk  fierce  accidents, 

Or  m\;ht  I  say  contrarious, 

And  on  her  purest  spirits  prey, 

Temperest  thy  providence  through  his  short  count 

As  on  entrails,  joints,  and  limbs. 

Not  evenly,  as  thou  rulest 

With  answerable  pains,  but  more  intense. 

The  angelic  orders,  and  inferior  creatures  mute, 

Though  void  of  corporal  sense. 

Irrational  and  brute. 

My  griefs  not  only  pain  me 

Nor  do  I  name  of  men  the  common  rout. 

As  a  lingering  disease. 

That  wandering  loose  about 

But,  finding  no  redress,  ferment  and  rage; 

Grow  up  and  ()erish  as  the  summer  fly 

Nor  less  than  wounds  immedicable 

Heads  without  name  no  more  remembered; 

Rankle,  and  fester,  and  gangrene. 

But  such  as  thou  hast  solemnly  elected, 

To  black  mortification. 

With  gills  and  graces  eminently  adorned. 

Tbiughts,  my  tormentors,  armed  with  deadly 

To  some  great  work,  thy  glory. 

stings, 

And  peo[ile's  safety,  which  in  part  they  eficct: 

Muigle  my  apprehensive  tendcrest  parts. 

Yet  toward  these  thus  dignified,  thou  oft. 

Exasperate,  cxulccratc,  and  raise 

Amidst  their  height  of  noon. 

Dire  inflammation,  which  no  cooling  herb 

Changest  thy  countenance,  and  thy  hand,  with  no 

Or  medicinal  liquor  can  assuage, 

regard 

Nor  Ureath  of  vernal  air  from  snowy  Alp. 

Of  highest  favours  past 

Sleep  hath  forsook  and  given  me  oVr 

From  thee  on  them,  or  them  to  thee  of  service. 

To  death's  benumbing  opium  as  my  only  cure; 

Nor  only  dost  degrade  them,  or  renut 

Thence  faintings,  swoonings  of  despair, 

To  life  obscured,  which  were  a  fair  dismission. 

And  sense  of  Heaven's  desertion. 

But  throwest  them  lower  than  thou  didst  exalt 

I  was  his  nursling  once,  and  choice  delight, 

them  high ; 

Tf  is  destined  from  the  womb, 

Unseemly  falls  in  human  eye. 

Pioniified  by  heavenly  message  twice  descending. 

Too  grievous  for  the  Iresjjass  or  omission; 

Under  his  special  eye 

Oft  leavest  them  to  the  hostile  sword 

Abstemious  1  grew  up,  and  thrived  amain; 

Of  heathen  and  profane,  their  carcasses 

He  led  me  on  to  mightiest  deeds, 

To  dogs  and  fowls  a  prey,  or  else  captived  ; 

Above  the  ncr\'e  of  mortal  arm, 

Or  to  the  unjust  tribunals,  under  change  of  timotj 

Against  the  uncircumciscd,  our  enemies: 

And  condemnation  of  the  ingrateful  muhitutle. 

But  now  hath  cast  me  ofl*  as  never  known, 

If  these  they  'sc:i[>e,  |)crhaps  in  poverty 

And  to  those  cruel  enemies: 

With  sickness  ami  disease  thou  bow'stthem  liown, 

.Whom  I  by  his  appointment  had  provoked. 

Painful  disi^ases  and  deformed 

Led  me  all  helpless  with  the  irreparable  loss 

In  crude  old  nge; 

Of  sight,  reserved  alive  to  be  reixjated, 

Though  not  disordinate.  yet  coiuscless  sutfering 

Tlie  subjfct  of  their  cruelty  or  scorn. 

The  punishment  of  dissolute  days:  in  fine 

Nor  am  I  in  the  list  of  them  that  hope; 

Just  or  unjust  alike  swm  miserable, 

Hopeless  are  all  my  evils,  all  remediless: 

For  oft  alike  lx)th  eome  to  evil  end. 

This  once  prayer  yet  remains,  might  I  be  heard, 

So  deal  nut  with  this  once  thy  (i^lonous  :hampioii 

:^ 
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The  image  ")f  thy  strength,  and  mighty  minister. 
What  do  \  beg  1  how  Iiant  thou  dealt  already ! 
Behold  him  in  this  state  calamitous,  and  turn 
His  labours,  for  thou  canst,  to  peaceful  end. 

But  who  is  this?  what  thing  of  sea  or  landl 
Female  of  sex  it  seems, 
That  80  bedecked,  ornate,  and  gay, 
Comes  this  way  sailing 
Like  a  stately  ship 
Of  Tarsus,  bound  for  the  isles 
Of  Javan  or  Gadire, 

With  all  her  bravery  on,  and  tackle  trim, 
Sails  filled,  and  streamers  waving, 
Courted  by  all  the  winds  that  hold  them  play. 
An  amber  scent  of  odorous  perfume 
Her  harbinger,  a  damsel  train  behind ; 
Some  rich  Philistian  matron  she  may  seem ; 
And  now  at  nearer  view,  no  ottier  certain 
Than  Dalila,  thv  wife. 

Sams.  My  wife !  my  traitress :  let  her  not  come 
near  me. 

Chor.  Yf:t  on  she  moves,  now  stands  and  eyes 
thee  fixc<l, 
Alwut  to  have  R[X)ke ;  but  now,  with  head  doclinetl. 
Like  a  fair  flower  surclmrned  with  dew,  she  weoi>s, 
And  words  addres-scd  seem  into  tears  dissolved, 
Wettinjj  the  bonlcrs  of  her  silken  veil : 
But  now  again  she  makes  addn.'ss  to  si)eak. 

[Enter]  DaliU, 

Dal.  With  doubtful  feet  and  wavering  resolution 
I  came,  still  dreading  thy  displeasure,  Samson, 
Which  to  have  merited,  without  excuse, 
I  can  not  but  acknowlwlgc ;  yet,  if  tears, 
May  expiate,  (though  the  fact  more  evil  drew 
In  the  perverse  event  than  I  foresaw,) 
My  penance  KdtU  not  slackened,  tliough  my  par- 
don 
No  way  assured.     But  conjugal  aflr«*ction, 
Prevailing  over  fear  and  ttiiinrous  duubt, 
Hath  led  me  on,  dotiirous  to  iH-iiold 
Once  more  thy  face,  and  know  of  thy  estate, 
If  aught  in  my  ability  may  serve 
To  lighten  what  thou  sulfereBt,  and  appease 
Thy  mind  with  what  amends  w  in  my  jwwcr, 
Thou  nil  late,  yet  in  some  p-irt  to  recompense 
My  nish,  Init  more  unfortunate  misdeed. 

Sams.  Out,  out,  hyena!  tlie.**e  arc  thy  wonted 
art.s, 
And  arts  of  every  woman  false  like  tliee, 
To  break  all  faith,  all  vows,  deceive,  l)etray, 
Then  as  repentant  to  submit,  lirsoech, 
And  n'conriliMiH'nt  move  witli  feigned  remorse, 
Confi^ss,  and  promise  wonders  in  her  change; 
Not  truly  j)enitent,  but  chief  to  try 
Her  h unhand,  how  for  urged  his  patience  bears, 
His  virtue  or  weakness whicli  way  to  assail; 
Then  with  more  cautious  and  instructed  skill 
AvAui  transgrc&des,  and  again  submits; 


That  wisest  and  best  men,  full  oft  beguiled, 
With  goodness  principled  not  to  reject 
TIic  penitent,  but  ever  to  forgive. 
Are  drawn  to  wear  out  miserable  dayn, 
Entangled  with  a  poisonous  bosom  snake, 
If  not  by  quick  destruction  soon  cut  ofi^ 
As  I  by  thee,  to  ages  an  example. 
Dal.  Yet  hear  me,  Samson ;  not  that  I  ende** 

vour 
To  lessen  or  extenuate  my  offence, 
But  that  on  tho  other  siile,  if  it  bo  weighed 
By  itself,  with  aggravations  not  surcharged,  . 
Or  else  witli  just  allowance  counterpoised, 
I  may,  if  possible,  thy  pardon  find 
The  easier  toward  me,  or  thy  hatred  less. 
First  granting,  as  I  do,  it  was  a  weakness 
In  me,  but  incident  to  all  our  sex. 
Curiosity,  inquisitive,  importune 
Of  secrets,  then  with  like  infirmity 
To  publish  them,  lioth  common  female  faultc: 
Was  it  not  weakness  also  to  make  known 
For  iiii]K)rtunity,  that  is,  for  nought, 
Wheri'in  consisted  all  thy  strength  and  sall^tyl 
To  what  I  did  thou  showed'st  me  first  the  way. 
Kut  I  to  enemies  revealed,  and  should  not : 
Nor  sliould'st  thou  have  tru!$te<l  that  to  woman*! 

fraihy;   * 
Ere  I  to  thee,  thou  to  thvself  wast  cruel. 
Let  weakness  then  with  weakness  come  to  parle, 
So  near  relatetl,  or  the  same  of  kind, 
Thine  forjjive  mine ;  that  men  mav  censure  thina 
The  gentler,  if  severely  thou  exact  not 
More  strength  from  me.  than  in  thyself  was  found 
And  what  if  love,  which  thpu  interprct'st  hate, 
The  jealousy  of  love,  powerful  of  sway 
In  human  hearts,  nor  less  in  mine  towanis  thee, 
Caused  what  I  did  1     I  saw  thee  mutable 
Of  fancy,  feared  lest  one  day  thou  would'st  leavi 

me 
As  her  at  Timna,  sought  by  all  means  therefore 
How  to  endear,  and  hold  thee  ti)  me  firmest: 
No  Ix'ttcr  way  I  saw  than  by  importuning 
To  learn  thy  secrets,  get  into  my  jiowcr 
Thv  kev  of  strength  and  safetv:  thou  wilt  sav, 
Whv  then  revealiHl  ]     1  was  assured  by  those 
"NVho  tempteil  nie,  that  nothing  was  designed 
Against  thee  but  safe  custody,  and  hold: 
That  made  for  nie ,  1  knew  that  liberty 
Would  draw  thee  forth  to  jvrilous  enterprises; 
While  I  at  home  sat  full  of  cares  and  fears. 
Wailing  thy  absence  in  my  widowed  bed ; 
Here  I  should  still  enjoy  thee,  day  and  nigti 
Mine  and  love's  prisoner,  not  the  Philistines', 
Whole  to  myself,  unhazarded  abroad, 
Fearless  at  home  of  partners  in  my  love. 
These  reasons  in  love's  law  have  past  for  good, 
Though  fond  and  reasonless  to  some  perhaps; 
And  love  hath  oft,  well  meaning,  wrought  mudi 

wo. 
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Tet  alwaja  pity  or  pardon  hath  obtained. 
But  not  like  all  others,  not  austere 
Ab  thou  art  strong,  inflexible  as  steel. 
If  thou  in  strength  all  mortals  dost  exceed, 
In  uncompassionate  anger  do  not  so. 

Sams.  How  cunningly  the  sorceress  displays 
Her  own  transgressions,  to  upbraid  me  mine ! 
That  malice,  not  repentance,  brought  thee  hither, 
By  this  appears;  I  gave,  thou  say'st,  the  example, 
I  led  the  way;  Utter  reproach,  but  true; 
I  to  myself  was  false  ere  thou  to  me; 
Such  pardon  therefore  as  I  give  my  folly, 
Take  to  thy  wicked  deed ;  which  when  thou  seest 
Impartial,  self-severe,  inexorable, 
Thou  wilt  renounce  thy  seeking,  and  much  rather 
Confess  it  feigned :  weakness  is  thy  excuse, 
And  I  believe  it;  weakness  to  resist 
Philistian  gold:  if  weakness  may  excuse, 
What  murderer,  what  traitor,  parricide, 
Incestuous,  sacrilegious,  but  may  plead  itl 
All  wickedness  is  we^ikne^:  that  plea  therefore 
With  God  or  man  will  gain  thee  no  remission. 
But  love  constrained  thee;  call  it  furious  rago 
To  satisfy  thy  lust :  love  seeks  to  have  love ; 
My  love  how  could'st  thou  hope,  who  took'st  the 

way 
To  raise  in  mo  inexpiable  hate. 
Knowing,  as  needs  I  must,  by  thee  betrayed? 
In  vain  thou  strivest  to  cover  shame  with  shame, 
Or  by  evanons  thy  crime  uncoverest  more. 

Dal.  Since  thou  determin'st  weakness  for  no  plea 
In  man  or  woman,  though  to  thy  own  condemning, 
Hear  what  assaults  I  had,  what  snares  besides, 
What  sieges  girt  me  round,  ere  I  consented; 
"Which  might  have  awed  the  best  rest)lved  of  men, 
The  constantest,  to  have  yielded  without  blame. 
It  was  not  gold,  as  to  my  charge  thou  lay'st. 
That  wrought  with  me:  thou  know'st  the  ma^ris- 

trates 
And  princes  of  my  country  came  in  person, 
Solicited,  commanded,  threatened,  uiged, 
Adjured  by  all  the  bonds  of  civil  duty 
Aiul  of  religion,  pres:}ed  how  just  it  was. 
How  honourable,  how  glorious,  to  entrap 
A  common  enemy,  who  had  destroyed 
Such  numbenof  our  nation:  and  the  priest 
Was  not  beUnd,  but  ever  at  my  ear, 
Preaching  how  meritorious  with  the  gods 
It  would  be  lo  ensnare  an  irreligious 
Dishonourer  of  Dagon:  what  had  I 
To  oppoee  against  such  powerful  arguments'? 
Only  my  love  of  thee  held  long  debate. 
And  combated  in  micnce  all  these  reasons 
With  hard  contest:  at  length  thut  grounded  maxim, 
^  rife  and  celebrated  in  the  mouths 
Of  wisest  men,  that  to  the  public  good 
Private  respects  must  jield,  with  grave  authority 
Took  full  possesfidon  of  me,  and  prevailed; 
Tiitoe,  as  I  thought,  truth,  duty,  so  enjoining. 

O 


Sams.   I  thought  where  all  thy  circling  wiles 
would  end; 
In  feigned  religion,  smooth  hypocrisy! 
But  had  thy  love,  still  odiously  prrtended. 
Been,  as  it  ought,  sincere,  it  would  have  taugiU 

thee 
Far  other  reasonings,  brought  forth  other  deeds. 
I,  before  all  the  daughters  of  m}'  tribe 
And  of  my  nation,  chose  thoe  from  among 
My  enemies,  love<l  ^hee,  as  too  well  thou  kncw'st; 
Too  well ;  unlKwomed  all  my  secrets  to  thee, 
Not  out  of  levity,  but  overpowered 
By  thy  request,  who  cculd  deny  thee  nothing ; 
Yet  now  am  judged  an  enemy.     Why  then 
Didst  thou  at  first  rt»ceive  me  for  thy  husband, 
Then,  as  since  then,  thycountry^s  foe  professed  1 
Being  once  a  wife,  for  me  thou  wnst  to  leave 
Parents  and  country;  nor  was  I  their  subject. 
Nor  under  their  protection,  but  my  own. 
Thou  mine,  not  their's:  if  aught  against  my  Ufe 
Thy  country  sought  of  thee,  it  sought  unjustly, 
Against  the  law  of  nature,  law  of  nations ; 
No  more  thy  countr}',  but  an  impious  crew 
Of  men  conspiring  to  uphold  their  state 
By  worse  than  hostile  deeds,  xinluting  the  ends 
For  which  our  country  is  a  name  so  dear; 
Not  therefore  to  be  olwyed.   But  zeal  moved  theo, 
To  please  thy  gotls  thou  did  st  it ;  goils  unablo 
To  acquit  thenisflvrs  and  proscculc  their  foes 
But  by  ungixlly  di*eds,  tlie  contradiction 
Of  their  own  dtily,  giwls  can  not  l>e; 
Less  thcR'fore  to  bo  pleased,  oWyed,  or  feared 
These  false  pretexts  and  vnrnislicd  colours  failing, 
Bare  in  tliy  guilt,  how  foul  must  thou  appear! 

Dal.  In  ar:iuniont  with  men  a  woman  ever 
Goes  by  the  wor.-«*,  whatevrr  l)e  her  cause. 

Sams.  For  want  of  words  no  doubt,  or  lack  of 
breath ; 
Witness  when  I  was  worried  with  thy  peals. 

Dal.  I  was  a  fool,  too  rash,  and  quite  mistaken 
In  what  I  thoujrht  would  have  succeeded  best. 
Let  me  obtain  forgiveness  of  thee,  Samson; 
Afford  mc  place  to  show  what  recompense 
Towards  tliee  I  intend  for  wluit  I  have  misdone. 
Misguided ;  only  what  remains  past  euro 
Bear  not  too  sensibly,  nor  still  insist 
To  afflict  thyst'lf  in  vain:  though  sight  be  lost, 
Life  yet  hath  many  solaces,  enjoyed 
Where  other  senst^s  want  not  their  delights 
At  home  in  leisure  and  domestic  ease. 
Exempt  from  many  a  care  and  chance,  to  which 
Eyesight  exjwses  daily  men  abroad. 
I  to  the  lords  will  intercede,  not  doubt mg 
Their  favourable  ear,  that  I  may  fetch  thee 
From  forth  this  loatlisomc  prison-house,  to  abide 
With  me,  where  my  redoubled  love  and  care 
With  nursing  diligence,  to  me  glad  office, 
May  ever  tend  about  thee  to  old  age, 
With  all  things  grateful  cheered,  and  so  buppbed, 
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That  wha'  l/y  me  thou  hast  loi«t  thou  least  ahalt '  In  Fcron,  Gaza,  Anlod,  and  in  Gath, 


I  shall  be  named  among  the  famouscst 

or  women,  sung  at  solemn  festivals, 

Living  and  dead  recorded,  who,  to  save 

Her  country  from  a  fierce  destroyer,  chose 

Above  the  faith  of  wedlock  bands ;  my  tomb 

With  odours  visited  and  annual  flowers; 

Not  less  renowned  than  in  mount  Ephraim 

Jael,  who  with  inhospitable  guile 

Smote  Sisera  sleeping,  through  the  templet  nailed. 

Nor  shall  I  count  it  heinous  to  enjoy 

The  public  marks  of  honour  and  reward, 

ronferre<l  upon  me  for  the  piety 

Which  to  my  country  I  was  judged  to  have  shown. 


miss. 

Samu.  No,  no;  of  my  condition  take  no  care; 
It  fits  n<>t;  thou  and  I  long  since  are  twain: 
Nor  think  mc  so  unwar}'  or  nccunM>d, 
To  bring  my  feet  again  into  the  snare 
Where  once  I  have  Invn  caught:  I  know  thy  trains, 
Though  dearly  to  my  cxwt,  thy  gins,  and  toils; 
Thy  fair  enchanted  cup,  and  warbling  charms. 
No  more  o?i  mo  have  jwwer ;  their  fi)rce  is  nulled ; 
So  much  of  nddcr*!}  wiiKloin  I  liuve  learned, 
To  fence  my  ear  ogainst  thy  fi«irceries. 
If  in  my  flower  of  youth  and  strength,  when  all 

men 
Love*l,  honoured,  feared  me,  thou  alone  could'st  At  this  whoever  envies  or  repines, 

Iiatc  inc,  I  leave  him  to  his  lot,  and  like  my  own.       [fxtf.] 

Thy  husband,  slight  me,  sell  me,  and  forego  me;        Chor.  She's  gone,  a  manifest  serpent  by  her  sting 
How  woulil'st  tlioii  use  me  now,  blind  and  thcrcbv .  Discovered  in  the  end  till  now  concealed. 
Deceivable,  in  most  things  as  a  child  Sams.  So  let  her  go;  Go<l  sent  her  to  debase] 

IlelploK!*,  thence  easily  conteinncil  and  f»cornetl,       And  aggravate  my  folly,  who  committed 
And  last  neglected !    IIow  wouldiit  thou  insult,      To  such  a  vi{)er  his  most  secret  trust 
When  I  must  live  uxorious  tn  thy  will 
In  perfect  thruldoni;  how  again  betray  me. 
Bearing  my  wonis  and  doings  to  tlie  lonls 
To  gloss  U|>on,  and,  censuring,  fmwn  or  smile! 
This  jail  I  count  the  house  of  lilierty 
To  thine,  whose  di>ors  my  feet  sliall  never  enter. 

Dal,  Let  mu  approucli  at  leist  and  touch  thy 
hand. 

Sams.  Not  for  thy  life,  lest  fierce  remembrance 
wake 
My  sudden  rage  to  tear  tliee  joint  by  joint. 
At  distance  I  forgive  thee;  uo  with  that; 
Bewail  thy  fal»h(X)d,  and  the  pious  works 
It  hath  brought  ft)rth  to  malse  thee  memorable 
Among  illufilrious  women,  fiiithful  wives! 
Cherish  thy  hastened  \vidowho<Kl  with  the  ffold 
Of  matriuioniid  treason!  so  farewell. 

Dal.  I  8ce  thou  art  implacable,  more  deaf 


Of  secrecy,  my  safety,  and  my  life. 

Chor.  Yet  Ivauty,  though  injurious,  liath  strange 
jwwer, 
Al^er  offence  retuminij  to  resain 
L<ive  once  i)oss<*ssed,  nor  can  Ik*  easily 
Repulsed,  without  much  inward  jKis^ion  felt 
And  secret  sting  of  amorous  remorse. 

Sama.  lA)ve-quarrelsoftirj  pleasing  concord  eiuL 
Not  wedlock  treachery  endangering  life. 

Chor.  It  is  not  virtue,  wisdom,  valour,  wit. 
Strength,  comeliness  of  shape,  or  amplest  mcnt^ 
That  woman's  love  can  win  or  long  ioherit; 
T>ut  what  it  is,  hanl  is  to  say, 
Hanler  to  hit, 

(Which  way  soever  men  refer  it,) 
Much  like  thy  riddle,  Samson,  in  one  day 
Or  seven,  though  one  should  musing  sit. 
If  any  of  tliese  or  all  the  Tiuinian  bride 


To  prayers  than  winds  and  was;  yet  winds  to  seas  Had  not  so  twm  prefim'tl 

Are  reconcile*!  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore; 

Thy  anger,  unap|)easLdile,  still  rages. 

Eternal  tempest,  never  to  l>e  calmetl. 

Why  do  I  humble  thus  my«'lf,  and,  suing 

For  peace,  reap  notliing  but  repulse  and  hate; 

Bid  go  with  evil  omen,  and  the  brand 

Of  infamy  U[X)n  my  name  denomiced  1 

To  mix  with  thy  concernments  I  desist 

Henceforth,  nor  Um  much  disapprove  my  own. 

Fame,  if  not  doublc-facrtl,  is  doublc-mouthc<l. 

And  ^ith  contrary  blasts  priKlaiins  most  deeds; 

On  both  his  wings,  one  black,  the  other  white, 

Bears  greatest  names  in  bis  wiM  airy  flight. 

Aly  name  |)erhaps  among  the  circumcised 

In  Dan,  in  Judah,  and  the  liordering  tribes 

To  a!:  jMwterity  may  stmd  deramed, 

With  maleflicTiori  mentioned,  and  the  blot 

Of  falsehood  nwAt  unconjng.d  traduced. 

But  m  my  country  where  I  most  desire. 


Thy  paranymph,  worthlcHs  to  thee  com^Kircd, 

Successor  in  thy  l>ed, 

Nor  both  so  loosely  disallied 

Their  nuptials,  nor  this  last  so  treacherously 

Had  shorn  the  fatal  harvest  of  thy  head. 

Is  it  for  that  such  outwanl  ornament 

Was  lavished  on  their  sex,  that  inwani  gifls 

W»'re  lefl  for  haste  unfinished,  judgment  scant, 

Capacity  not  ndsed  to  apprehend 

Or  value  what  is  best 

In  choice,  but  oftest  to  affect  the  wrong. 

Or  was  too  much  of  self-love  mixed, 

Of  constancy  no  root  infixed, 

That  either  they  love  nothing,  or  not  lonpt 

Whate'er  it  Ik»,  to  wiw-st  men  and  liest, 

Secerning  at  first  all  heavenly  under  virgin  voi^ 

Sof>,  moiiest,  meek,  demure. 

Once  joined,  the  contrary  slie  prove*,  a  thorn 

Intestine,  fiir  within  defensive  arnif 
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A  deaving  mMchief,  in  hift  way  to  virtue 

Advene  and  turbulent,  or  by  ber  cbarms 

Draws  him  awry  enslaved 

With  dotage,  and  hLs  sense  depraved 

To  foUy,  and  shameful  deeds  which  ruin  ends. 

What  pilot  so  expert  but  neetls  must  wreck, 

Embarked  with  such  a  steer's-mato  at  the  hehni 

Favourc«l  of  Heaven,  who  finds 
One  virtuous,  rarely  found, 
That  in  domestic  good  combines :   * 
Happy  that  house!  Ids  way  to  peace  is  smooth : 
Bat  virtue,  which  breaks  through  all  opposition, 
And  all  temptation  can  remove, 
Most  sMnes,  and  most  is  acceptable  above. 

Therefore  God's  universal  law 
Gave  to  the  man  despotic  power 
Over  his  female  in  duo  awe, 
Nor  from  that  right  to  part  an  hour, 
Smile  she  or  lower: 
So  shall  he  least  confusion  draw 
On  his  whole  life,  not  swayed 
By  iemalc  usurpation,  or  dismayed. 

But  had  we  licst  retire  1  I  see  a  storm. 

Sams.  Fair  days  have  oil  contracted  wind  and 
rain. 

Chor.  But  this  another  kind  of  tempest  brings. 

Sams.  Be  less  obstruse,  my  riddling  days  are 
past. 

Ckor.  Look  now  for  no  enchanting  voice,  nor 
fear 
The  bait  of  honied  words;  a  rougher  tongue 
Draws  hitherward ;  I  know  him  by  his  stride, 
The  giant  Harapha  of  Gath,  his  look 
Haughty,  as  b  his  pile  high-built  and  proud. 
Comes  he  In  peace  1  what  wind  hath  blown  him 

hither 
I  less  conjecture  than  when  first  1  saw 
The  sumptuous  Dalila  floating  this  way: 
His  habit  carries  peace,  his  brow  defiance. 

Sams,  Or  peace  or  not,  alike  to  me  he  comes. 

Chor.  His  fraught  we  soon  shall  know,  ho  now 
arrives. 

[Enter]  Harapha, 

Har.  I  come  not,  Samson,  to  condole  thy  chance, 
As  these  perhaps,  yet  wish  it  had  not  been, 
Though  for  no  friendly  intent.    I  am  of  Gath; 
Men  call  me  Harapha,  of  stock  renowned 
A*  Og,  or  Anak,  and  the  Emims  old 
That  Kiriathaim  held ;  thou  knowest  me  now, 
If  thou  at  all  art  known.    Much  I  have  heard 
Of  thy  prodigious  might  and  feats  performed. 
Incredible  to  me,  in  this  displeased, 
That  I  was  never  present  on  the  place 
Of  those  encounters,  where  we  might  have  tried 
Each  other's  force  in  camp  or  listed  field ; 
And  now  am  come  to  see  of  whom  such  noise 
Hath  walked  about,  and  each  limb  to  survey, 
•X  thr  appearance  answer  k>ud  report. 


Sams.  The  way  to  know  were  not  to  sec,  but 
taste. 

Har.  Dost  thou  already  single  mcl  I  thought 
Gp'rs  and  the  mill  had  tamnl  thoe.  O  that  fortune 
Had  brought  me  to  the  field,  whorothou  art  famed 
To  have  wn^ught  such  wonders  with  an  ass's  jaw! 
1  should  have  forced  thee  soon  wi»,h  otlior  arms, 
Or  lof\  tliy  cascass  when?  the :i6s  lay  thrown: 
So  had  the  glory  of  prowess  l>ocn  recovcRxl 
To  Palpstini',  wonly  a  Philistine, 
From  the  unforeskinned  race,  of  whom  thou  bearest 
The  highest  name  for  valiant  acts ;  thai  honour, 
Certain  to  have  won  by  mortal  duel  from  thee, 
I  lose,  prevented  by  thy  eyes  put  out. 

Sams.  Boast  not  of  what  thou  would'st  havo 
done,  but  do 
What  then  thou  wonld'st;  thou  seest  it  in  thy  hand. 

Har.  To  combat  witli  a  blind  man  I  disdain, 
Anil  thou  hast  nee«l  nmch  washing  to  Ix?  touched. 

Sams.  Sucli  usage  as  your  honourable  lords, 
Aflbrd  me,  a.ssassinated  and  betrayed. 
Who  durst  not  witli  their  whole  united  powers 
In  fight  withstand  me  single  and  unarmed, 
Nor  in  the  hou{«  with  chanilwr-ambushes 
Close-bandtnl  durst  attack  nie,  no,  not  Merping, 
Till  they  had  hired  a  woman  with  their  gold 
Breaking  her  marriage  faith  to  circumvent  me. 
Therefore,  without  feigned  tshiils,  let  be  assigned 
Some  narrow  place  enclosed,  wlierc  sight  may  give 

thee, 
Or  rather  flight,  no  great  advantage  on  me ; 
Then  put  on  all  thy  gorgeous  arms,  thy  helmet 
And  brigandiiie  of  brass,  thy  broad  halvrgeon, 
Vanthrass  and  greaves,  and  gauntlet,  add  thy 

spear, 
A  weaver's  beam,  and  seven-times  folded  shield; 
I  only  with  an  oaken  staff  \\\\\  mwt  thee, 
And  raise  such  outcries  on  thy  clattered  iron. 
Which  long  shall  not  withhold  me  from  thy  head, 
That  in  a  little  time,  while  breath  remains  thee. 
Thou  ofl  shalt  wish  thyself  at  Gath,  to  boast 
Again  in  safety  what  thou  wouldst  have  done 
To  Samson,  but  shalt  never  sec  Gath  more. 

Har.  Thou  durst  not  thus  disparage  gloriouj 
arms, 
Wliich  greatest  heroes  have  in  battle  worn. 
Their  ornament  and  safety,  had  not  spells. 
And  black  enchantments,  si^me  magician's  art, 
Armed  thee  or  charmed  thee  strong,  which  thou 

from  Heaven 
Feigned'st  at  thy  birth  was  given  thee  in  thy  hair 
Where  strength  can  least  abide,  though  all  thy 

hairs 
Were  bristles  rdngeil  like  those  that  ridge  the  back 
Of  chafed  wild  boars,  or  ruflled  porcupine? 

Sams.  I  know  no  spells,  use  no  forhidrlcn  arts, 
My  trust  w  in  the  living  God,  who  gave  me 
At  my  nativity  this  strength,  diffused 
No  less  througn  all  my  sinews,  joiiits  and  bonot, 
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That  solvfj  tlic  riiliilo  which  I  liad  iiropowd. 
When  T  jirrciived  all  Bot  on  enmity, 
Afl  on  niv  cnciniw,  whorfver  chanced, 
I  used  Iio«!liIit y,  and  took  thoir  8|ioil, 
To  pay  my  underniinen  in  tht-ir  coin. 
My  nation  was  suhjccttil  to  your  lords; 
It  won  the  force  of  conquest :  forcL*  with  force 
I«  well  ejectetl  when  tlio  conquered  can. 
I  But  I,  a  private  (teraon,  whom  uiy  countiy 


That  thine,  while  I  iireser\'Pil  these  locks  unshorn,  j  To  wring  from  me,  and  tell  to  them,  my 

The  plf<lge  of  my  unviolated  vow. 

For  pro(.>l  hereof,  if  Dagon  l>e  thy  got!, 

Go  to  his  temple,  invocute  his  aid 

With  8olonniest  devoti(»n,  fipn^d  before  him 

How  highly  it  concuTns  hw  glory  now 

Tft  frustrate  and  dissolve  lliese  magic  bix?11s, 

Which  I  to  Ik'  the  ptmer  of  Israel's  God 

Avow,  and  challenge  Dagim  to  the  test, 

OfTering  to  con^lut  thee  his  champion  iKfM, 

Witli  tlie  utmost  (if  hid  ginlliead  s*»conded  : 

Then  thou  shalt  see,  or  rather,  to  thy  sorrow, 

Soon  feel,  whose  gml  isstrimgest,  thine  or  mine. 

liar.  Presume  not  on  thv  G(xl,  whate'er  he  Ik?  : 
Thee  he  regards  not,  owns  not,  hath  cut  off 
Gluite  from  this  people,  and  d«'li\ered  up 
Into  thy  enemies'  hand,  i)ermitted  them 
To  put  out  lK)th  tliine  eyes,  and  filtered  send  thee 
Into  the  common  prison,  there  to  grind 
Among  the  slaves  and  asses  thy  comrades, 
As  good  for  nothing  else;  no  Inciter  service 
With  those  thy  U»isterous  locks,  no  worthy  match 
For  valour  t«>  assjiil,  nor  l»y  the  sword 
Of  noble  warrior,  so  to  st:iin  his  honour, 
But  bv  tlie  barUr's  razor  K^st  subdued. 

Sams.  AH  th(>se  indignities,  for  such  they  arc 
From  thine,  thc-ie  evils  I  deserve,  and  more. 
Acknowledge  them  from  God  inflirted  on  me 
Justly,  yet  despair  not  of  his  final  pardon, 
Whose  eiir  is  everopm,  and  his  eye 
Grneious  to  n^odmit  the  suppliant: 
In  confidence  \^^.ereof  I  once  njiain 
Defy  thee  to  the  trial  of  mortal  fight, 
B3'  e.omb:it  to  tleeide  whose  god  is  Go<l, 
Thine,  or  \>lu«m  I  witli  Israel's  sons  adore. 

liar.  Fn'iT  honour  that  thou  dost  thy  Go^l,  in 
triisliMT 
lie  will  accept  thee  to  defend  his  cause, 
A  murderer,  a  re\olter,  and  a  robU-r ! 

Sams.  Tongue-doughty  giant,  how  dost  thou 
prove  me  these? 

liar.  Is  not  thy  nation  subject  to  our  lortls? 
Their  magistrates  confessed  it  when  they  took  thee 
As  a  league  breaker,  and  delivered  bound 
Into  our  hands:  for  hadst  thou  not  committed 
Kotorious  murder  on  th<.»se  thirty  men 
At  Asculon,  who  never  did  thee  harm, 
Then  like  a  robl)er  striiqjed'st  them  of  their  robes? 
The  PhiUstiiiCs,  when  thou  hadst  broke  the  league. 
Went  up  with  armed  j)owers  thee  oidy  seeking, 
T»>  ot'.iers  dill  no  violence  or  sjioil. 

Sams.  Among  the  daugliters  of  the  Philistines 
I  ctiosc  A  wife,  which  argued  mc  no  Com  ; 
And  in  ycur  city  held  my  nu])tial  feast : 
But  y«)ur  ill  meaning  politician  lords, 
Under  pretence  of  bridal  friends  and  guests, 
Appointed  to  await  me  thirty  spies, 
Wlio,  threatening  cruel  death,  constrained  the 
bride 


As  a  league  bearer  gave  up  bound,  presumed 

Single  relu-llicm,  ami  did  hostile  acts. 

I  was  no  jirivate,  but  a  person  raised 

With  sta*ngth  sufficient,  and  command  from  Hct 

ven 
To  fre<«  my  country :  if  thiir  servile  minds 
Me,  their  deliverer  sent,  would  not  receive, 
But  to  till  ir  masters  gave  me  up  for  nought, 
The  un worthier  they;  whence  to  this  day  thej 

8*Tve, 
I  was  to  do  my  part  from  Heaven  assigned, 
And  hath  iK'rforiiad  it,  if  my  known  ofli'nce 
llath  not  dis,'diled  me,  not  all  your  force ; 
These  shifts  refuted,  answer  thy  appellant, 
Tliough  by  his  blindness  maimed  for  high  it> 

tempts, 
WHio  now  defii's  thee  thrice  to  single  fight, 
As  a  jM'tty  enterprise  of  small  enforce. 

liar.  With  thee  I  a  man  condemned,  a  slave  ca* 
rolled. 
Due  by  the  law  to  capital  punishment ! 
To  fight  with  thee  no  man  of  arms  will  dei^n. 

Sams.  Cam'st  thou  for  this,  vain  boaeter,  to  tio- 
vcy  me. 
To  de-scant  on  my  strengtli,  and  give  thy  verdict t 
Come  nearer;  part  not  hence  so  slight  infurmed; 
But  take  gootl  heed  my  hand  survey  not  thee. 

liar.  O  Eual-zebub!  can  my  ears  unubtcd 
Hear  thest^  dishonours,  and  not  render  death  1 

Sams.  No  man  withholds  thee,  nothing  from  thy 
hand 
Fear  I  incurable ;  bring  up  thy  van. 
My  heels  an*  fettered  but  my  fist  is  free. 

liar.  This  insolence  other  kind  of  answer  fits. 

Sams.  Go, baflled  coward!  lest  I  run  upon  thefl^ 
Though  in  these  chains,  bulk  without  spirit  vasli 
And  with  one  butfet  lay  thy  structure  lovf. 
Or  swing  thee  in  the  air,  then  dash  thee  down 
To  the  hazard  of  thy  brains  and  shattered  sides. 

liar.  By  Asturoth,  ere  long  thou  shall  larnent 
These  braveries,  in  irons  loaden  on  thee.     [Eixii.] 

Char.  Ilis  giantship  is  gone  somewhat  ciest- 
fallen, 
Stalkinfi  with  less  unconscionable  strides. 
And  lower  looks,  but  in  a  sultrv  chafe. 

Sams.  I  dread  him  not,  nor  all  his  giant  broo^ 
Though  fame  divulge  him  father  of  five  sons, 
All  of  gigantic  size,  Goliah  chief. 

Ckor.  He  will  directly  to  the  lortU,  I  (eai^ 
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rith  maliciocis  couniel  stir  them  up 
way  or  other  yet  further  to  afflict  thee, 
w.  He  must  allege  some  cause,  and  ofibred 
ght 

lot  dare  mention,  lest  a  question  rise 
her  he  durst  accept  the  offer  or  not; 
Jiat  he  durst  not,  plain  enough  appeared, 
more  affliction  than  already  felt 
can  not  well  impose,  nor  I  sustain ; 
r  intend  advantage  of  my  labours, 
rork  of  many  hands  which  earns  my  keeping 
no  small  profit  doily  to  my  owners. 
woe  what  will,  my  deadliest  foe  will  prove 
leediest  friend,  by  death  to  rid  me  hence ; 
rorst  that  he  can  give,  to  me  the  best. 
*  it  may  fall  out,  because  their  end 
*,  not  help  to  me,  it  may  with  mine 
their  own  ruin  who  attempt  the  deed, 
r.  O  how  comely  it  is,  and  how  reviving 
}  spirits  of  just  men  long  oppressed! 
God  into  the  hands  of  their  deliverer 
ivinciblc  might 

fU  the  mighty  of  the  earth,  the  oppressor, 
rule  and  boisterous  force  of  violent  men, 
and  industrious  to  support 
nic  power,  but  raging  to  pursue 
ghteous  and  all  such  as  honour  truth ; 
their  ammunition 
tats  of  war  defeats, 
}lain  heroic  magnitude  of  mind 
>Iestial  vigour  armed: 
umouries  and  magazines  contemns, 
rs  them  useless;  while 
^ringed  expedition, 
■  the  lightning  glance,  ho  executes 
rand  on  the  wicked,  who,  surprised, 
icir  defence,  distracted  and  amazed. 
patience  is  more  ofl  the  exercise 
ita,  the  trial  of  their  fortitude, 
g  them  each  his  own  deliverer, 
ictor  over  all 

yranny  or  fortune  can  inflict. 
of  these  is  in  thy  lot, 
n,  with  might  endued 
the  sons  of  men;  but  sight  bereaved 
hanoc  to  number  thee  with  those 
I  patience  finally  must  crown, 
ft  idol's  day  hath  been  to  thee  no  day  of  rest, 
ring  thy  mind 

han  the  working  day  thy  hands. 
rt  perhaps  more  trouble  is  behind, 
lescry  thu  way 
ithcr  tending;  in  his  hand 
itre  or  quaint  stafThe  bears, 
on  amain,  speed  in  his  look. 
habit  I  discern  him  now 
Be  officer,  and  now  at  hand. 

will  be  short  and  voluble. 
11  o2 


[Enter]  OJleer. 

Off.  Hebrews,  the  prisoner  Samson  here  I  seek. 

Char.  His  manacles  remark  him,  there  he  sits. 

Off.  Samson,  to  thee  our  lords  thus  bade  me  say; 
This  day  to  Dagon  is  a  solemn  feast. 
With  sacrifices,  triumph,  pomp,  and  games: 
Thy  strength  they  know  surpassing  human  rate, 
And  now  some  public  proof  thereof  require 
To  honour  this  great  feast,  and  great  assembly; 
Rise  therefore  with  all  speed,  and  come  dong. 
Where  I  will  sec  thee  heartened,  and  fresh  dad, 
To  appear,  as  fits,  before  the  illustrious  lords. 

Sams.  Thou  knowest  I  am  an  Hebrew,  there- 
fore tell  them. 
Our  law  forbids  at  their  religious  rites 
My  presence,  for  that  cause  I  can  not  come. 

Off  Tliis  answer,  be  assured,  will  not  content 
them. 

Sama.  Have  they  not  sword-players,  and  every 
sort 
Of  gymnic  artists,  wrestlers,  riders,  runners. 
Jugglers,  and  dancers,  antics,  mummers,  mimics, 
But  they  must  pick  me  out  with  shackles  tired. 
And  over-laboured  at  their  public  mill, 
To  moke  them  sport  with  blind  activity  1 
Do  they  not  seek  occasion  of  new  quaxrels 
On  my  refusal  to  distress  me  more, 
Or  make  a  game  of  my  calamities'! 
Return  the  way  thou  cam^st,  I  will  not  come. 

Off.    Regard  thyself;   tliis  will   offend  them 
highly. 

Sams.   Myself!   my  conscience   and  internal 
peace. 
Can  they  think  me  so  broken,  so  debased 
With  corporal  servitude,  that  my  mind  ever 
Will  condescend  to  such  absurd  commandsl 
Although  their  drudge,  to  be  their  fool  or  jester, 
And  in  my  midst  of  tnrrow  and  heart-grief 
To  show  them  feats,  and  play  before  their  god, 
The  worst  of  all  indignities,  yet  on  me 
Joined  with  extreme  contempt  1  I  will  not  come. 

Off.    My  message  was  imposed  on  me  witii 
speed, 
Brodcs  no  delay :  is  this  thy  resolution  1 

Sanu.  So  take  it  with  what  speed  thy  messagt 
needs. 

Off.  I  am  Sony  what  this  stoutness  will  produce. 

[Exit. 

Samt.  Perhaps  thou  shalt  have  cause  to  sorrow 
indeed. 

Chor.    Consider,  Samson;    matters  now  am 
strained 
Up  to  the  height,  whether  to  hold  or  break; 
He's  gone,  and  who  knows  how  he  may  repoit 
Thy  words  by  adding  fuel  to  the  flame? 
Expect  another  message  more  imperious, 
More  lordly  thundering  than  thou  well  wilt  beta, 

Sanu,  Shall  I  abuse  this  consecrated  gift 
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or  strength,  afrain  returning  with  my  hair, 
After  Diy  great  transgression;  so  requite 
Favour  renewed,  and  add  a  greater  sin 
By  prostituting  holy  tilings  to  idols  1 
A  Nazarite  in  place  abominable, 
Vaunting  my  strength  in  honour  to  their  Dagon ! ! 
Bcsidps,  how  vile,  contemptible,  ridiculous. 
What  act  more  execrably  unclean,  profane! 

Chor.  Yet  with  tliis  strength  thou  serv'st  the 
Philistines, 
Idolatrous,  uncircumciscd,  unclean. 

Sams.  Not  in  their  idol- worship,  but  by  labour 
Honest  and  lawful,  to  desi>rve  my  food 
Of  those  who  liavemc  in  their  civil  power. 

Chor.  Where  the  heart  joins  not,  outward  acts 
dcHle  not. 

Soma.  Whero  outward  force  constrains,   the 
sentence  holds, 
But  who  constrains  me  to  the  temple  of  Dagon, 
Not  dragging  ?     The  Philistine  lords  command. 
Commands  arc  no  constraints.    If  I  obey  them, 
I  do  it  freely,  venturing  to  displease 
God  for  the  fear  of  man,  and  man  prefer, 
Set  God  behind;  which  in  his  jealousy 
Shall  never,  unrepented,  find  forgiveness. 
Yet  that  he  may  dispense  with  me,  or  tbeo, 
Present  in  temples  at  idolatrous  rites 
For  some  important  cause  thou  nccd'st  not  doubt. 

Chor.  How  thou  wilt  hero  come  off  surmounts 
my  reach. 

Savis.  Be  of  good  courage ;  I  begin  to  feci 
Some  rousing  motions  in  me,  which  dispose 
To  something  extraordinary  my  thoughts. 
I  with  this  messenger  will  go  along, 
Nothing  to  do,  be  sure,  that  may  dishonour 
Our  law,  or  stain  my  vow  of  Nazarite. 
If  there  be  aught  of  presage  in  the  mind, 
This  day  will  be  remarkable  in  my  life 
By  some  great  act,  or  of  my  days  the  last. 

Chor.  In  time  thou  hast  resolved,  the  man  re- 
turof. 

[Enter]  Officer, 

Off.  Samson,  this  second  message  fnmi  our  lords 
To  thee  I  am  bid  say.    Art  thou  our  slave, 
Our  captive,  at  the  public  mill  our  dnK]ge, 
And  darest  thou  at  our  sending  and  command 
Dispute  thy  coming?  come  without  delay; 
Or  we  shall  find  such  engines  to  assail 
And  hamper  thee,  as  thou  shalt  come  of  force, 
Though  thou  wert  firmlier  fastened  than  a  rode. 

iSbm«.  I  could  bo  well  content  to  try  their  art. 
Which  to  no  few  of  them  would  prove  pemiciotts, 
Yet,  knowing  their  advantages  too  many. 
Because  they  shall  not  trail  me  through  their 

streets 
Like  a  wild  beast,  I  am  content  to  go. 
Masters'  commands  oomewith  a  power  rcostkts 
To  such  as  owe  them  absolute  subjection; 


And  for  a  life  who  will  not  change  lus  putpOMl 
(So  mutable  arc  all  the  ways  of  men;) 
Yet  this  be  sure,  in  nothing  to  comply 
Scandalous  or  forbidden  in  our  law. 

Off.  I  praise  thy  resolutions:  doflf  these  links: 
By  this  compliance  thou  wilt  win  the  lords 
To  favour,  and  perhaps  to  set  thee  frpe. 

Sams.  Bn^thren,  farewell;  your  company  along 
I  will  not  wish,  lest  it  perhaps  offend  them 
To  see  me  girt  with  friends :  and  how  the  Hght 
Of  me,  as  of  a  common  enemy. 
So  dreaded  once,  may  now  exasperate  them, 
I  know  not:  lords  are  lordlieet  in  their  wines; 
And  the  well-feastod  priest  then  soonest  fired 
With  zeal,  if  aught  religion  seem  concerned ; 
No  less  the  jieople,  on  tlieir  holy^days, 
Imiictuous,  insolent,  unquenchable : 
Happen  what  may,  of  nic  expect  to  hear 
Nothing  dishonourable,  impure,  unworthy 
Our  God,  our  law,  my  nation,  or  myself, 
The  last  of  nw*  or  no  I  can  not  warrant     [fTxiK.] 

Chor.  Go,  and  the  Holy  One 
Of  Israel  be  thy  guide 
To  what  may  serve  his  gloiy  best,  and  spKad  In 

name 
Great  among  the  heathen  round: 
Send  thee  tlie  angel  of  thy  birth,  to  stand 
Fast  by  thy  side,  who  from  thy  fikther's  ficU 
Rode  up  in  flames  after  his  message  told 
Of  thy  conception,  and  be  now  a  shield 
Of  fire;  that  S|)irit,  that  first  rushed  on  thee 
In  the  camp  of  Dan, 
Be  eflicacious  in  theo  now  at  need ! 
For  never  was  from  Heaven  imparted 
Measure  of  strength  so  great  to  mortal  seed, 
As  in  thy  wondrous  actions  hath  been  seen.— 
But  wherefore  comes  old  Manoah  in  such  haste 
With  youthful  steps  1  much  livelier  than  erawhile 
He  seems ;  supposing  here  to  find  his  son. 
Or  of  him  bringing  to  us  some  glad  news  1 

[Enter]  Manoah, 

Man.  Peace  with  you,  brethren;  ray  indi 
ment  hither 
Was  not  at  present  here  to  find  my  son, 
By  order  of  the  lords  now  parted  hence 
To  come  and  play  before  them  at  their 
I  heard  all  as  I  came,  the  city  rings. 
And  numbers  thither  flock :  I  had  no  will, 
Lest  I  should  see  him  fbrecd  to  things  unsecmlr. 
But  that  which  moved  my  coming  now,  was  chld^ 
To  give  ye  part  with  me  what  hope  I  have 
With  good  success  to  work  his  liberty. 

Chor.  That  hope  would  much  njoiee  ns  to  pu^ 
take 
With  thee;  say,  reverend  sire,  we  thirst  to  heu, 

Man,  I  have  attempted  one  by  one  the  loidi^ 
Either  at  home,  or  through  the  high  street 
With  supplication  prone  and  father'a  tean^ 
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To  mocept  of  ranflom  for  my  son,  their  prisoner. 
Some  much  averse  I  found  and  wondrous  haxsh, 
Contemptuous,  proud,  set  on  revenge  and  spite, 
That  part  most  reverenced  Dagon  and  his  priests; 
Othen  more  moderate  seeming,  but  their  aim 
Private  reward,  for  wliich  both  Grod  and  state 
They  eanly  vrould  set  to  sale:  a  third 
More  generous  far  and  civil,  who  confessed 
They  had  enough  revenged ;  having  reduced 
Their  be  to  misery  beneath  their  fears, 
The  rest  was  magnanimity  to  remit. 
If  some  convenient  ransom  were  proposed.^ 
What  noise  or  shout  was  that?  it  tore  the  sky. 

Char,  Doubtless  the  people  shouting  to  behold 
TfaoT  once  great  dread,  captive,  and  blind  before 

them, 
Or  at  some  proof  of  strength  before  them  shown. 

Jdan.  His  ransom,  if  my  whole  inheritance 
May  compass  it,  shall  willingly  be  paid 
And  numbered  down:  much  rather  I  shall  choose 
To  live  the  poorest  in  my  tribe,  than  richest, 
And  he  in  that  calamitous  prison  left. 
Ko^  I  am  fixed  not  to  part  hence  without  him. 
For  his  redemption  all  my  patrimony, 
If  need  be,  I  am  ready  to  forego 
And  quit;  not  wanting  him,  I  shall  want  no- 
thing. 
Char.  Fathers  are  wont  to  lay  up  for  their  sons, 
Tboa  fer  thy  son  art  bent  to  lay  out  all ; 
Sons  wont  to  nurae  their  parents  in  old  age. 
Thou  in  old  age  carest  how  to  nurse  thy  son, 
Made  older  than  thy  age  through  eyesight  lost 
Mm.  It  shall  be  my  delight  to  tend  his  eyes. 
And  view  lum  sitting  in  the  house,  ennobled 
With  all  those  high  exploits  by  him  achieved, 
Ai^  OB  his  shoulders  waving  down  those  locks 
That  of  A  nation  armed  the  strength  contained : 
And  I  persuade  me,  God  had  not  pcnnittcd 
TTJB  strength  again  to  grow  up  with  his  hair, 
G^urisoned  round  about  him  like  a  camp 
Of  fidthfol  soldieiy,  were  not  his  purpose 
To  use  him  further  yet  in  some  great  service; 
X<f  ot  to  sit  idle  with  so  great  a  gift 
ITkIcss,  and  thence  ridiculous  about  him. 
And  sinee  his  strength  with  eyesight  was  not  lost, 
Ood  will  restore  him  eyesight  to  his  strength. 
Char.  Thy  hopes  are  not  ill  founded,  nor  seem 
vain 
Of  Ids  delivery,  and  thy  joy  thereon 
OonoeiTed  agreeable  to  a  father's  love, 
In  IxAh  whidi  we,  as  next,  participate. 

man.  I  luiow  your  friendly  minds  and — 0  what 
noise! — 
Mere/  of  heaven,  what  hideous  noise  was  that  1 
TLomtny  loud,  unlike  the  former  shout 

Chor.  Noise  call  you  that,  or  universal  groan, 
As  if  the  whole  inhabitation  perished! 
Blocd,  death,  and  deathful  deeds  are  in  that  noise, 
Ruin,  destruction  at  the  utmost  point 


Man,  Of  ruin  indeed  methought  I  heard  the 
noise; 
Oh!  it  continues,  they  have  slun  my  son. 

Chor.  Thy  son  is  rather  slaying  them;  thai 
outciy 
From  slaughter  of  one  foe  could  not  ascend. 

Man.  Some  dismal  acddentit  needs  must  be; 
What  shall  we  do,  stay  here  or  run  and  see^ 

Chor.  Best  keep  together  here,  lest,  nmidng 
thither. 
We  unawares  run  into  danger's  mouth. 
This  evil  on  the  Philistines  is  fallen; 
From  whom  could  else  a  general  cry  be  heard  1 
The  sufferers  then  will  scarce  molest  us  here 
From  other  hands  we  need  not  much  to  fear. 
What  if,  his  eyesight  (for  to  Israel's  God 
Nothing  is  hard)  by  miracle  restored, 
He  now  be  dealing  dole  among  his  foes. 
And  over  heaps  of  slaughtered  walk  his  way  7 

Man.   That'  were  a  joy  presumptuous  to  be 
thought. 

ChoT.  Yet  Grod  hath  wrought  tlungs  as  incre- 
dible 
For  his  people  of  old;  what  hinders  now 7 

Man.  He  can,  I  know,  but  doubt  to  think  be 
vnll; 
Yet  hope  would  fain  subscribe,  and  tempts  beHeC 
A  little  stay  will  bring  some  notice  hither. 

Chor.  Of  good  or  bad  so  great,  of  bad  the  sooner; 
For  evil  news  rides  post,  while  good  news  baits. 
And  to  our  wish  I  see  one  hither  speeding, 
An  Hebrew,  as  I  guess,  and  of  our  tribe. 

[Enter]  Metaenger. 

Mesa.  O  whither  shall  I  run,  or  which  way  fly 
The  sight  of  this  so  horrid  spectacle, 
"W  hich  erst  my  eyes  beheld  and  yet  behold  1 
For  dire  imagination  still  pursues  me. 
But  providence  or  instinct  of  nature  seems. 
Or  reason  though  disturbed,  and  scarce  consulted. 
To  have  guided  me  aright  I  know  not  how, 
To  thee  first,  reverend  Manoah,  and  to  these 
My  countrymen,  whom  here  I  knew  remaining, 
As  at  some  distance  from  the  place  of  horror, 
So  in  the  sad  event  too  much  concerned. 

Man.  The  accident  was  loud,  and  here  befim 
thee 
With  rueful  cry,  yet  what  it  was  we  hear  not; 
No  preface  needs,  thou  scest  we  long  to  know. 

Mes9.  It  would  burst  forth,  but  I  recover  breath 
And  sense  distract,  to  know  well  what  I  utter. 

Man,  Tell  us  the  sum,  the  circumstance  defer. 

Mesa.  Gazayet  stands,  but  all  her  sons  are  fallen, 
All  in  a  moment  overwhelmed  and  fallon. 

Man.  'Sad,  but  thou  know'st  to  Israelites  nol 

saddest 
The  dcsolatbn  of  a  hostile  city. 

Meaa.  Feed  on  that  first;  there  may  in  grief  M 

surfeit 
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JULn.  Relate  by  whom. 

Mest.  By  Samson. 

Man,  That  still  lessens 

The  sorrow,  and  converts  it  nigh  to  joy. 

Afess,  All,  Manoah,  I  retrain  too  suddenly 
To  utter  what  will  come  at  lust  too  soon; 
Lest  evil  tidings,  with  too  rude  irruption 
Hitting  thy  aged  ear,  should  pierce  too  deep. 

Man.  Suspense  in  news  is  torture;  speak  them 
out 

Mess.  Take  then  the  worst  in  brief,  Samson  is 
dead. 

Man.  The  worst  indeed  I  O  all  my  hopes  de- 
feated 
To  free  lum  hence!  but  death,  who  sets  all  free, 
Hath  paid  his  ransom  now  and  full  discliarge. 
What  windy  joy  tlii^  day  had  I  conceived 
Hopeful  of  liis  delivery,  which  now  proves 
Abortive  as  the  first-born  bloom  of  spring 
X^ipt  with  the  lagging  rear  of  winters  frost! 
Yet  ere  I  give  the  reins  to  grief,  say  first. 
How  died  he;  death  to  life  is  crown  or  shame. 
All  by  him  fell,  thou  sayest;  by  whom  fell  liel 
What  glorious  hand  gave  Samson   his  death's 
wound 1 

Mess.  Unwoundcd  of  his  enemies  he  fell. 

Man.  Wearied  with  slaughter  then,  or  how? 
explain. 

Mess.  By  his  own  hands. 

Man,  Selfviolcnce?  what  cause 

Brought  him  so  soon  at  variance  with  himself 
Among  liis  foes] 

j\ks8.  Inevitable  cause 

At  once  both  to  destroy  and  bo  destroyed; 
The  edifice,  where  all  were  mot  to  see  him. 
Upon  their  heads  and  on  lus  own  he  pulled. 

Man.  O  lastly  overstrong  against  thyself! 
A  dreadful  way  thou  took'tJt  to  thy  rcvnnge. 
More  than  enough  wo  know ;  but  while  things  yet 
Are  in  confusion,  give  us,  if  thou  canst. 
Eyewitness  of  what  first  or  last  was  done, 
Relation  more  particular  and  distinct. 

Mess.  Occasions  drew  me  early  to  this  city; 
And,  as  the  gates  I  entered  with  sunrise. 
The  morning  trumpets  festival  proclaimed 
Through  eacli  high  street :  little  I  had  despatched, 
Wlicn  all  abroad  was  rumoured  tliat  this  day 
Samson  should  he  brought  forth,  to  show  tlie  people 
Proof  of  his  mighty  strength  in  frats  and  ganies ; 
I  wrrowed  at  his  cajitive  state,  but  minded 
Not  to  be  aWnt  nt  that  spectacle. 
The  building  was  a  spacious  theatre 
Half-round,  on  two  main  pillars  vaulted  high. 
With  seats  where  all  the  lords,  ami  each  degree 
Of  sort,  might  sit  in  order  to  behold ; 
The  other  side  was  open,  where  the  throng 
On  banks  and  scaflfolds  under  sky  might  stand; 
j  among  these  aloof  olvcurely  stood. 
Tii«!  feast  and  noon  grew  high,  and  sacrifice 


Had  filled  their  hearts  with  mirth,  high  cheer,  and 

^ine, 
When  to  their  sports  they  turned.'    Immediitdj 
Was  Samson  as  a  public  servant  lirooght. 
In  their  state  Uveiy  clad ;  before  him  pipes 
And  timbrels,  on  each  side  went  armed  guard^ 
Both  horse  and  foot,  before  him  and  bchuid 
Archers,  and  slingers,  cataphracts,  and  spean. 
At  sight  of  him  the  people  with  a  shout 
Rifted  the  air,  clamouring  their  god  with  praise 
Who  had  made  their  dreadful  enemy  their  thnJL 
He  patient,  but  undaunted,  where  tliey  led  him, 
Came  to  the  place ;  and  what  was  act  before  him, 
Which  without  help  of  eye  might  be  assayed, 
To  heave,  pull,  draw,  or  break,  he  still  pcrfonned 
All  with  incredible,  stupendous  force, 
None  during  to  ap|>ear  antagonist 
At  length  for  intermission  sake  they  led  him 
Between  the  pillars;  he  lus  guide  requested 
(For  so  from  such  as  nearer  stood  we  lieard) 
As  overtired  to  let  him  lean  a  while 
With  both  his  arms  on  those  two  massy  pillars, 
That  to  the  arched  roof  gave  main  support. 
He,  unsuspicious,  led  him ;  which,  wlicn  SamMO 
Felt  in  his  arms,  with  head  a  while  inclined, 
And  eyes  fast  fixed  he  stood,  as  one  who  prayed, 
Or  some  great  matter  in  his  mind  revolved: 
At  last,  with  head  erect,  thus  cried  aloud ; 
"  Hitherto,  lords,  what  your  commands  imposed 
I  have  performed,  as  reason  was,  obeying, 
Not  without  wonder  or  delight  beheld : 
Now  of  my  own  accord  such  other  trial 
I  mean  to  show  you  of  my  strength,  yet  greater, 
As  with  amaze  shall  strike  all  who  behold.' 
This  uttt'red,  straining  all  his  ner\'e8  he  bowed 
As  with  the  force  of  winds  and  waters  pent. 
When  mountains  tremble,  those  two  massy  piUan 
Witfi  horrible  convulsion  tu  and  fro 
He  tugged,  he  shook,  till  down  they  came,  and  dxcv 
The  whole  roof  after  them  with  burst  of  thunder 
Ujion  the  heads  of  all  who  sat  l)encath. 
Lords,  ladies,  captains,  counsellors,  or  priests, 
Their  choice  nobility  and  flower,  not  only 
Of  this  but  each  PhiE>«tian  city  round, 
Mot  from  all  parts  to  solemnize  this  feast 
Samson,  with  these  inmiixed,  inevitably 
Pulled  down  the  same  destruction  on  liimsdf; 
The  vulgar  oidy  scay>ed  who  stood  without 

Chor.  O  dearly-bought  revenge,  yet  glorious  I 
Living  or  dyuig  thou  hast  fulfilled 
The  work  for  which  thou  wast  foretold 
To  Israel,  and  now  Host  victorious 
Among  thy  slain,  self-killed. 
Not  wilUngly,  but  tangleil  in  the  fold 
Of  dire  necessity,  whose  law  in  death  conjoined 
Thee  with  thy  slaughtered  foes,  in  number  mors 
Than  all  thy  life  hath  slain  before. 

1  Scmichor.  While  their  hearts  were  jocund  ani 
sublune 
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Dmnk  with  idolatry,  drunk  with  wine, 

Through  all  Philistian  bounds;  to  Israel 

And  fat  TCgoTged  of  bulls  and  goatif, 

Honour  hath  left,  and  freedom,  let  but  them 

Ci  anting  their  idol,  and  preferring 

Find  courage  to  lay  hold  on  this  occasion ; 

Before  our  lining  Dre^d  who  dwella 

To  himself  and  father's  house  eternal  fame; 

In  Sib,  hif  bright  sanctuaiy: 

And,  which  is  best  and  happiest  yet,  all  this 

Among  them  he  a  spirit  of  phrenzy  sent, 

WiUi  God  not  parted  from  him,  as  was  feared, 

Who  hurt  their  minds, 

But  favouring  and  assisting  to  the  end. 

And  lugcd  them  on  with  mad  desire 

Nothing  is  here  for  tears,  nothing  to  wail 

To  call  in  haste  tor  their  destroyer; 

Or  knock  the  breast ;  no  weakness,  no  contempt, 

They,  only  set  on  sport  and  play, 

Dispraise,  or  blame;  nothing  but  well  and  fair. 

Unweetingly  importuned 

And  what  may  quiet  us  in  a  death  so  noble. 

Their  own  destruction  to  come  speedy  upon  them. 

Lot  us  go  find  the  body,  where  it  lies 

Sc  fimd  are  mortal  men. 

Soaked  in  Ms  enemies'  blood ;  and  from  the  stream 

Fallrji  into  wrath  divine, 

With  la  vers  pure,  and  cleansing  herbs,  wash  off 

As  their  own  ruin  on  themselves  to  invite. 

The  clotted  gore.    I,  with  what  sfieed  the  while, 

Insensate  left,  or  to  sense  leprolmtc. 

(Gaza  is  not  in  plight  to  say  us  nay,) 

And  with  blindness  mtemal  struck. 

Will  send  for  all  my  kindred,  all  my  friends. 

S  Semiekor.  But  he,  though  blind  of  right. 

To  fetch  him  hence,  and  solemnly  attend 

Despifted  and  thougI:t  extinguished  quite 

With  silent  obscquy  and  funeral  train, 

With  inward  eyes  illuminated, 

Home  to  tua  father's  house;  there  will  I  build  hm 

His  fieiy  virtue  roused 

A  monument,  and  plant  it  round  with  shade 

From  under  ashes  into  sudden  flame, 

Of  laurel  evergreen,  and  branching  palm, 

And  as  an  evening  dragon  came. 

With  all  his  trophies  hung,  and  acts  enrolled 

Assailant  on  the  perched  roosts 

In  copious  legend,  or  sweet  lyric  .«ong. 

And  nests  in  order  ranged 

Thither  shall  all  the  valiant  youth  resort, 

Of  tame  viUatic  fowl;  but  as  an  eagle 

And  from  liis  memory  inflame  their  breasts 

Bis  cloihUera  thunder  bolted  on  their  heads. 

To  matchless  valour,  and  adventures  high: 

So  Tirtae,  given  for  lost. 

The  virgins  also  shall,  on  feast  Ail  days. 

Visit  his  tomb  with  flowers;  only  bewailing 

Like  that  self-begotten  bird 

His  lot  unfortunate  in  nuptial  choice, 

In  the  Arabian  woods  embossed. 

From  whence  captivity  and  loss  of  eyes. 

That  no  second  knows  nor  third, 

Chor,  All  is  best,  though  we  oft  doubt, 

And  lay  ere  while  a  holocaust, 

What  the  unsearchable  dispose 

Fmm  out  her  ashy  wsmb  now  teemed, 

Of  highest  Wisdom  brings  about, 

Revives,  refloorishcs,  then  vigorous  most 

And  ever  best  found  in  the  close. 

Wben  most  unactivo  deemed ; 

Oft  ho  seems  to  hide  his  face. 

And,  though  her  body  die,  her  fame  survives 

But  unexix?ctcdly  returns, 

A  secok"  bird  ages  of  lives. 

And  to  his  faitliful  champion  hath  m  place 

Man.  Come,  come;  no  time  for  lamentation 

Bore  witness  gloriously;  whence  Gaza  mourns, 

now, 

And  all  that  band  them  to  resist 

Nor  much  mora  cause;  Samson  hath  quit  himself 

His  uncontrollable  intent: 

Like  Samson,  and  heroicly  hath  finished 

His  servants  he,  with  new  acqriist 

A  file  heroic :  on  his  enemies 

Of  true  experience,  from  this  great  event 

With  \xncei  and  consolation  hath  disnussed 

1 

And  calm  of  mind  all  passion  spent. 

^ 
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AMAflK. 
PRESENTED  AT  LUDLOW  CASTLE,  1643,  BEFORE 

JOHN,  EARL  OF  BRIDGEWATER, 
THEN  PREMDEMT  OF  WILES. 


*  TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

JOHN  LQRD  V1900UNT  BRACKLEIV 

•m  and  Hdr'ApiMLnnt  to  the  Esrl  of  Bridfewwer,  te. 

MT  LORD, 

This  poem,  which  teceived  its  first  occasion  of 
birth  firom  yourself  and  others  of  your  noble  family, 
Rud  much  honour  from  your  own  person  in  the 
|ierfbrmance,  now  returns  again  to  make  a  final 
(iedicotion  of  itself  to  you.  Although  not  openly 
Rcknowledged  by  the  author,^  yet  it  is  a  legitimate 
ofispnng,  so  lovely  and  so  much  desired,  that  the 
often  copying  of  it  hath  tired  my  pen  to  give  my 
•everal  friends  satisfaction,  and  brought  mc  to  a 
necessity  of  producing  it  to  tlie  public  view;  and 
now  to  oflcr  it  up  in  all  rightful  devotion  to  those 
fair  hopes,  and  rare  endowments  of  your  much  pro- 
mising yotttli,  which  give  a  full  assurance,  to  all 
that  know  you,  of  a  future  excellence.  Live, 
iweet  Lord,  to  be  the  lionour  of  your  name,  and 
*eccivo  this  as  your  own,  from  the  hands  of  liim, 
who  hath  by  many  favours  been  long  obliged  to 
your  most  honoured  parents,  and  as  in  tliis  repre- 
sentation your  attendant  Thi/r»ia,  so  now  in  all 
real  expression,  your  faithful  and  most  humble 
•errant,  H.  Liwes. 


TIIE  PERSONS. 

Tbn  Attendant  Bplrit,  afterwardt  in  the  hatit  ^Thynria. 

VomvM  wUk  hit  Crew, 

nwIiBby. 

Fint  Brother. 

Second  Brother. 

Sabrina,  the  Nympk. 

THE  CHIEP  PERSONS,  WHO  PRESENTED,  WERE 

The  Lord  Brackley. 

Mr.  Thonuu  Egerton,  Ma  brother, 

lli9  Lady  Alice  ^rtoa 


COMUS. 

TheJLrst  scene  discovers  a  wild  Wood, 

The  Attend  \XT  Spirit  descends  or  enters. 

Before  the  starry  thresliold  of  Jove's  court 
My  mansion  i«,  whore  those  immortal  shapes 


•  Tlifa  Ib  the  (le«llcation  to  Uwcs**  edition  of  the  Mask,  1637. 
t  The  Ant  Brother  in  die  Ma!<k.     T  Vnrton. 

*  ^mrerapueareduivlerBlilum'enune,  till  the  year  164Sl 


Of  bright  aSrial  spirits  liveinsphered 
In  regions  mild  of  calm  and  serene  air. 
Above  the  smoke  and  stir  of  this  dim  spol, 
Which  men  call  Earth;  and,  with  bw-UuNighlBd 

care 
Confined  and  pester*d  in  this  ptn-fold  hem. 
Strive  to  keep  up  a  frail  and  feverish  being, 
Unmindful  of  the  crown  that  Virtue  gives, 
After  this  mortal  change,  to  her  true  scrvRnti^ 
Amongst  the  enthroned  gods  on  sainted  seatR. 
Yet  some  tlierc  be,  that  by  due  steps  aspira 
To  lay  their  just  hands  on  that  golden  key. 
That  opes  the  palace  of  Eternity : 
To  such  my  errand  is;  and,  but  for  such, 
1  would  not  soil  these  pure  ambrosial  weeds 
With  the  rank  vapours  of  this  sin-worn  mould. 
But  to  my  task.    Neptune,  besides  the  sway 
Of  every  salt  flood,  and  each  ebbing  stream, 
Took  in  by  lot  'twixt  high  and  nether  Jovs 
Imperial  rule  of  all  the  sea-girt  isles, 
That,  like  to  rich  and  various  gems,  iolsj 
The  unadorn'd  bosom  of  the  deep: 
Which  he,  to  grucc  hia  tributary  gods, 
By  course  coiiiimts  to  several  government. 
And  gives  them  leave  to  wear  their   Kspphim 

crowns, 
And  wield  their  little  tridents:  but  this  Isle^ 
The  greatest  and  the  best  of  all  the  main, 
He  quarters  to  Ids  bluc-hair'd  deities; 
And  all  this  tract  that  fronts  the  falling  sun 
A  noble  Peer  of  mickle  trust  and  power 
Has  in  his  charge,  with  temper'd  awe  to  guide 
An  old  and  haughty  nation,  proud  in  arms: 
Where  his  fair  ofispring,  nursed  in  princdj  loiiL 
Arc  coming  to  attend  their  father's  state. 
And  new-cntrustcd  sceptre:  but  their  way 
Lies  Uirough  the  pcrplcx'd  paths  of  this  drair 

wood. 
The  nodding  horror  of  whose  shady  brows 
Threats  the  forlorn  and  wandering  passenger; 
And  here  their  tentlcr  age  might  suflcr  peril, 
But  that  by  quick  command  from  sovereign  Jove 
I  was  despatched  for  their  defence  and  guard: 
And  listen  why ;  for  I  will  tell  you  now 
What  never  yet  was  heard  iu  tulo  ur  song, 
From  old  or  modem  hard,  in  bailor  bower. 

BiirchuH,  that  first  from  out  the  purple  grape 
CrushM  the  sweet  ]X)i8on  of  misajsei)  wine, 
After  the  Tuscan  mariners  transfonu'd. 
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Coasting  the  Tyrrhene  ihore,  as  the  windi  Hated, 
On  Circe's  ialand  fell :  (who  knows  not  Circe, 
The  daughter  of  the  Sun,  whoae  charmed  cup 
Whoever  tasted,  lout  his  upright  shape, 
And  downward  fell  inU)  a  groveling  swine  1) 
This  nymph,  that  gated  upon  his  clustering  locks 
With  Wy  berrirs  wieath'd,  and  his  blithe  youth, 
Had  by  him,  ere  he  parted  thence,  a  son 
Much  like  hii  father,  but  bis  mother  more. 
Whom  therefore  she   brought   up,  and  Comus 

nam*d: 
Who,  ripe  and  frolic  of  his  full  grown  age. 
Rowing  the  Celtic  and  Iberian  fields. 
At  last  betakes  him  to  this  ominous  wood ; 
And,  in  thick  sheltiT  of  black  shades  imbowor'd, 
Excels  his  mother  at  her  mighty  art, 
Ofllering  to  every  weary  traveller 
His  orient  liquor  in  a  crystal  glass. 
To  quench  the  drouth  of  Phoebus;  which  as  they 

taste, 
(For  most  do  taste  through  fond  intemperate  thirst) 
Soon  as  the  potion  works,  their  human  counte- 
nance, 
The  expreas  irsemblancc  of  the  gods,  is  chang'd 
Into  some  brutish  form  of  wolf,  or  bear. 
Or  ounce,  or  tiger,  hog,  or  bearded  goat, 
All  Gther  parts  remaining  as  they  were; 
And  they,  so  perfect  is  their  misery, 
Not  once  perceive  their  foul  disfigurement, 
But  boast  themselves  more  comely  than  before: 
And  all  their  friends  and  native  home  forget. 
To  roll  with  pleasure  in  a  sensual  sty. 
Thcnrfore  when  any,  favour'd  of  high  Jove, 
Chances  to  pass  through  this  adventurous  glade, 
S  wilt  OS  the  sparkle  of  a  glancing  star 
I  shoot  from  heaven,  to  give  him  safe  convoy, 
As  now  I  do:  but  first  I  must  put  off 
These  my  sky  robes  spun  out  of  Iris'  woof. 
And  take  the  weeds  and  likeness  of  a  swain 
That  to  the  service  of  tliis  house  belongs, 
Who  with  his  soil  pipe,  and  smooth- dittied  song. 
Well  knows  toslill  the  wild  winds  when  they  roar. 
And  hiuh  the  waving  woods ;  nor  of  less  faith, 
'       And  in  this  oflice  of  his  mountain  watch 
Likeliest,  and  nearest  to  the  present  aid 
Of  tills  occasion.    But  I  hear  the  tread 
Of  hateful  steps  *,  I  must  be  viewless  now. 

nwrus  mten  wlih  a  uiiannlng-rod  In  ono  hand,  hh  glaw  In 
the  oclwr;  wiih  him  ■  rou:  of  inonstera,  lieaded  like  sundry 
SFwif  uf  wild  beafc^  bat  odierwiae  like  men  and  women, 
tl^ir  apparel  glistering;  tliey  come  in  making  a  riotous 
aul  ucniljr  noiw,  with  turclies  in  ilieir  tiaiida. 

COMCS. 

The  star  that  bids  the  shepherd  fold, 
iCfjvv  the  Uip  of  heaven  doth  hold; 
And  the  gilded  car  of  day 
Uis  glowing  axle  doth  allay 


In  the  steep  Atlantic  stream; 

And  the  slope  sun  his  upward  beam 

Shoots  against  his  dusky  jwle, 

Pacing  toward  the  other  goal 

Of  Ids  chamber  in  the  East 

Meanwhile  welcome  Joy,  and  Feast, 

Midniglit  Shout  and  Revelry, 

Tipsy  Dance,  and  Jollity. 

Braid  your  locks  with  rosy  twine, 

Dropping  odours,  dropping  wine. 

Rigour  now  is  gone  to  bed, 

And  Advice  with  scrupulous  head. 

Strict  Age  and  sour  Severity, 

Witli  their  grave  saws,  in  slumber  lie. 

We,  that  arc  of  purer  fire. 

Imitate  tlie  starry  quire. 

Who,  in  their  nightly  watcliful  s]}heres. 

Lead  in  swifl  round  the  months  and  years. 

The  sounds  and  seas,  with  all  their  finny  drove. 

Now  to  the  moon  in  wavering  morrico  move: 

And,  on  the  tawny  sands  and  shelves, 

Trip  the  ])ort  faeries  and  the  dapper  cl\*cs. 

By  dimpled  l)Took  and  fountain  brim. 

The  wood  nymphs,  deck'd  with  daisies  trim, 

Their  merry  wiikes  and  pa^ttimes  keep. 

What  hath  niglit  to  do  with  sleep  1 

Night  hath  better  sweets  to  jirove ; 

Venus  now  wakes,  and  wakens  Love. 

Conic,  let  us  our  rites  begin ; 

'Tis  only  daylight  that  niake^  sin, 

Wliich  these  dun  shades  will  ne'er  report. 

Hail,  goddess  of  noctural  sport, 

Dark-veil'd  Cotytlo!  to  whom  the  secret  0ame 

Of  mid  night  torches  burns;  mysterious  danur, 

That  ne'er  art  call'd,  but  when  th<;  dragon  wonii: 

Of  Stygian  darknetis  spits  her  thickest  gloom, 

And  mokes  one  blot  of  all  the  air; 

Stay  thy  cloudy  ebon  chair,    . 

Wherein  thou  rid  st  with  Ilecal',  and  bctnend 

Us  thy  vowed  priests,  till  utmost  end 

Of  all  thy  dues  be  done,  and  none  left  out; 

Ere  the  babbling  eastern  scout. 

The  nice  morn,  on  the  Indian  steep 

From  her  cabined  loop-hole  peep. 

And  to  the  t^^ll-talc  sun  descry 

Our  concealed  solemnity. — 

Come,  knit  hands,  and  beat  the  ground. 

In  a  lif^ht  fantastic  round. 

THE   MEA8URK 

Break  off,  break  off:  I  feel  the  difft-rcnt  pace 
Of  some  chaste  fooling  near  alnrntthis  ground. 
Run  to  your  shruU(Iri,\vitIiin  these  brakes  and  trees, 
Our  nuinU^r  may  affri^rlit:  some  virgin,  ^ure 
(For  60  1  cun  dibtin^uisii  li\  my  art) 
Boiiiijlitrd  ill  xhv^>  wiMxls.     Now  to  my  charms. 
And  to  my  wily  trains;  I  shall,  en»  l«mg 
Be  well  stock'd  with  as  fair  a  herd  as  grazM 
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About  mv  mother  Circo.     Thus  I  hurl 

My  dazzling  spclU  into  the  spongy  air, 

Of  oower  to  ch\at  the  eve  with  blear  illusion, 

And  give  it  falne  preseQtments,  lest  the  place 

Aiul  my  quaint  habits  breed  astonishment, 

And  put  the  damsel  to  suspioious  flight; 

Which  must  not  lie,  for  that's  against  my  course : 

I,  under  fair  prctrncc  of  friendly  ends, 

And  well  placed  words  of  glozing  courtesy, 

Baited  with  reasons  not  un plausible, 

Wind  me  into  the  easy-hearted  man, 

And  hug  him  into  snares.   When  onco  her  eye 

Hath  met  the  virtue  of  this  magic  dust, 

I  shall  appear  some  harmless  villager, 

Whom  tnrifl  keeps  up  about  his  country  gear. 

But  here  she  comes.     I  fairly  step  aside, 

And  hearken,  if  I  may,  her  business  here. 

The  Lady  enters. 

ttady.  This  way  the  noise  was,  if  mine  car  be 
true, 
My  Iwst  guide  now.  Methought  it  was  the  sound 
Of  riot  and  ill  managed  merriment, 
Such  was  the  jocund  flute,  or  gamesome  pipe, 
Stirs  up  among  the  loose,  unlettered  hinds; 
When  from  their  teeming  flocks,  and  granges  full, 
In  wanton  dance  they  praise  the  bounteous  Pan, 
And  thank  the  gods  amiss.     I  should  l>c  loth 
To  meet  the  rudeness  and  swilled  insolence 
Of  such  late  was^ilers ;  yet  O !  where  else, 
Shall  I  inform  my  unacquainted  feet, 
In  the  blind  mazi^  of  tliis  tangled  wood? 
My  brothers,  when  tliey  saw  me  weariinl  out 
With  this  long  way,  resolving  hero  to  lodge, 
Undrx  the  spreading  favour  of  these  pines, 
Slept,  as  they  said,  to  tiie  next  thicket  side, 
To  bring  me  lierrics,  or  such  cooling  fruit 
As  the  kind  hospiuddc  woods  provide. 
They  lefl  me  then,  when  the  gray-hooded  Even, 
Like  a  sad  votarist  in  palmer's  weed, 
Rose  from  the  hindmost  wheels  of  Phoebus*  wain: 
But  where  they  are,  and  why  they  came  not  back, 
Is  now  the  labour  of  my  thoughts;  'tis  likeliest 
I'hey  Iiad  engaged  their  wandering  steps  too  far; 
And  envious  Darkness,  ere  they  could  return, 
Had  stole  them  from  me:  eliM',  O  tliievish  Night, 
Why  should'fit  thou,  but  for  some  felonious  end, 
In  th^  dark  lantern  thus  close  up  the  stars, 
That  iVature  hung  in  heaven,  and.fllied  their  lamps 
With  everlasting  oil,  to  give  due  light 
To  the  misled  and  lomly  traveller? 
This  is  the  place,  as  well  as  I  nmy  guess. 
Whence  even  now  the  tunmlt  of  loud  mirth 
Was  rife,  and  ixrfcct  in  my  listening  ear; 
Yh  nought  but  slntfle  darkness  do  1  And. 
What  might  this  Ih>7  A  thousand  funtusies 
Begin  to  tJirong  into  my  memory, 
Of  calling  sha|jes,  and  beckoning  shadows  dire, 
And  airy  tongues,  that  syllable  men's  names 


On  sands,  and  sliores,  and  desert  wilderi 
These  thoughts  may  startle  well,  but  not  ■■>4>siifcl 
The  virtuous  mind,  that  ever  walks  attended 
By  a  strong  siding  champion,  Conscience. 

0  welcome,  pure  cy'd  Faith,  white  handed  Hope. 
Thou  hovering  angel,  girt  with  golden  wings 
And  thou,  unblemish'd  form  of  Chastity ! 

1  see  yo  visibly,  and  now  believe 

That  lie,  the  Supreme  Good,  to  whom  all  thinci 

iU 
Arc  but  as  slavish  oflUccrs  of  vengeance, 
Would  send  a  glistening  guardian,  if  need  vtm^ 
To  keep  my  life  and  honour  unassailM. 
Was  I  deceiv'd,  or  did  a  sable  cloud 
Turn  forth  her  silver  lining  on  the  night  1 
I  did  not  err:  there  does  a  sable  cloud 
Turn  forth  her  silver  lining  on  the  night, 
And  casts  a  gleam  over  this  tufted  grove. 
I  can  not  halloo  to  my  brothers,  but 
Such  noise  as  I  can  make,  to  bo  heard  fartheai, 
I'll  venture;  for  my  new-enlivened  spirits 
Promjit  me ;  and  they,  perhaps,  arc  not  far  oflC 

fiOKG. 

Sweet  Ek;ho,  sweetest  nymph,  that  liv*st,  unseeo. 
Within  thy  airy  shell. 
By  slow  Meander's  margent  green, 
And  in  the  violet-embroider'd  vale, 

Where  the  love-lorn  nightingale 
Nightly  to  thee  her  sad  song  moumcth  well ; 
Canst  thou  not  tell  me  of  a  gentle  pair. 
That  likest  thy  Narcissus  arel 
O,  if  thou  have 
Hid  them  in  some  flowery  cave, 
Tell  me  but  where, 
Sweet  qui>en  of  parley,  daughter  of  the  sphenl 
So  may'st  thou  Ite  translatcil  to  the  skies^ 
And  give  resounding  grace  to  all  Heaven's  hat 


momes. 


Enter  CoMUs. 


Comu8.   Can  any  mortal  mixture  of  earthVi 
mould 
Breathe  such  divine,  enchanting  ravishmenti 
Sure  something  holy  lodges  in  that  breast, 
And  with  these  raptures  moves  the  vocal  air 
To  testify  his  hidden  residence. 
I^Iow  BwiTtly  did  they  float  uimn  the  wings 
Of  silence,  through  the  empty-vaulted  nighty 
At  every  fall  smoothing  the  raven  down 
Of  darkness,  till  it  smiled !  I  have  oft  heard 
My  mother  Circe,  with  the  Syrens  three, 
Amidst  t)ie  flowery-kirtlcd  Naiades, 
Culling  their  intent  herbs  and  baleful  drugs; 
Who,  as  tliey  sung,  would  lake  the  prisoned  aooL 
And  lap  it  in  Elysium:  Scylla  wept, 
And  chid  her  barking  waves  into  attention, 
And  tell  Charylnlis  murmured  soft  applause: 
Yet  thoy  in  pleasing  slumbwr  luli'd  the  sense 
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And  in  sweet  madnesB  robbed  it  of  itaelf: 
But  sQch  a  sacred  and  homc-fcit  delight, 
Such  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss, 
I  never  heard  till  now.    Til  speak  to  her, 
And  she  shall  lie  my  queen.  Uail,  foreign  wonder ! 
Whom  certain  these  rough  shades  did  never  breed, 
Unless  the  goddess  that,  in  rural  shrine, 
DweH'st  here  with  Pan,  or  Sylvan,  by  blcss'd  song 
Forindding  every  bluak,  unkindly  fog 
To  touch  the  prosperous  growth  of  this  tall  wood. 
Ijad,  Nay,  gentle  shcphenl,  ill  is  lost  that  praise, 
That  is  addressed  to  unattending  ears: 
Nut  any  boast  of  skill,  but  extreme  shift 
How  to  regain  my  severed  company. 
Compelled  me  to  awake  the  courteous  E!cho, 
To  give  me  answer  from  her  mossy  couch. 

Com,  What  chance,  good  lady,  hath  bereft  you 

thusl 
Locf.  Dim  darkness  and  tliis  Irafy  labyrinth. 
Cam.  Could  that  divide  you  from  near  ushering 

guides 't 
ttod   They  left  mo  weary  on  a  grassy  turf. 
Com.  By  falsehood,  or  discourtesy,  or  why? 
l^ad.  To  seek  i*  the  valley  some  cool  friendly 

spring. 
Com.  And  left  your  fair  side  all  unguarded, 

Ladyl 
Ijod.  They  were  but  twain,  and  purposed  quick 

return. 
Com.  Perhaps  forestalling  night  prevented  them. 
Ijod.  How  easy  my  misfortune  is  to  hit ! 
Cofm.  Imports  their  loss,  beside  the  present  need? 
Ltud.  No  less  than  if  I  should  my  brothers  lose. 
Com.  Were  they  of  manly  prime,  or  youthful 

bloom? 
Jjod.  As  smooth  as  Hebe's  their  U|^azor'd  lips. 
Com.  Two  such  I  saw,  what  time  the  labourM  ox 
In  hilt  loose  traces  from  the  furrow  came. 
And  the  swinkrd  hedgcr  at  his  supper  sat. 
I  flaw  them  under  a  green  mantling  vine. 
That  crawls  along  the  side  of  yon  small  hill, 
IMucking  ripe  clusters  from  the  tender  shoots. 
Their  port  was  more  than  human,  as  they  stood: 
I  took  it  for  a  fairy  vision 
Of  some  gay  creatures  of  the  clement, 
That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  Uve, 
And  play  i'  the  plighted  clouds.  I  was  awe-struck. 
And,  as  I  pass'd,  I  worshipp'd :  if  those  you  seek, 
It  were  a  journey  like  the  path  to  Heaven, 
To  help  yoii  find  them. 
Ijod.  Gentle  villager. 
What  readiest  way  would  bring  me  to  that  place? 
Citm.  Due  west  it  rises  from  this  shrubby  point. 
Ijud.  To  find  out  that,  good  shepherd,  I  suppose. 
In  such  a  9cant  allowance  of  star-light, 
Would  ovc-rtosk  the  best  land-pilot's  art, 
Without  the  sure  guess  of  well-practised  fort. 

Com.  I  Ik  now  each  lane,  and  every  alley  green. 
Dingle,  or  bushy  dell  of  this  wild  wood, 


And  every  bosky  bourn  from  udc  to  side. 
My  daily  walks  and  ancient  neighbourhood ; 
And  if  your  stray  attendance  be  yet  lodged, 
Or  shroud  witliin  these  limits,  I  shall  know 
Ere  morrow  wake,  or  the  low-roosted  lark 
From  her  thatched  pallet  rouse;  if  otherwise, 
I  can  conduct  you.  Lady,  to  a  low 
But  loyal  cottage,  where  you  may  be  safe 
Till  further  quest. 

Lad.  Shepherd  I  take  thy  word. 
And  trust  thy  honest  oflfered  courtesy. 
Which  oft  is  sooner  found  in  lowly  sheds 
With  smoky  rafters,  than  in  tapestry  halls 
In  courts  of  princes,  where  it  first  was  named, 
And  yet  is  most  pretended :  in  a  place 
Less  warranted  than  thin,  or  less  secure, 
I  can  not  be,  that  I  should  fear  to  change  it,— 
Eye  mo,  blessed  Providence,  and  square  my  trial 
To  my  proportioned  strength. — Shepherd,  lead  oa 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Two  BROTnEiis. 

El.  Br.  Unmuffle,  ye  faint  stars;  and  thou,  fai: 
moon, 
That  wont'st  to  love  the  traveller's  benison. 
Stoop  thy  pale  visage  through  an  amber  cloud, 
And  disinhorit  Chaos,  that  reigns  here 
In  double  night  of  darkness  and  of  shades*, 
Or,  if  your  influence  be  quite  dammed  up 
With  black  usurping  mists,  some  gentler  taper, 
Through  a  rush-candle  from  the  wicker  hole 
Of  some  clay  habitation,  visit  us 
With  thy  long-lovclled  rule  of  streaming  light. 
And  thou  shalt  be  our  star  of  Arcady, 
Or  Tynan  Cynosure. 

Sec.  Br.  Or,  if  our  eyes 
Be  bnrrcd  that  happiness,  might  we  but  hear 
Tlie  folded  flocks  (jenned  in  their  wattled  cotes. 
Or  sound  of  pastoral  reed  with  oaten  stops, 
Or  whistle  from  the  lodge,  or  village  cock 
Count  the  night  watches  to  his  feathery  dames, 
Twould  be  some  solace  yet,  some  little  cheering^ 
In  this  close  dungeon  of  innumerous  bouglis. 
But,  O  that  hapless  virgin,  or  lost  Sister ! 
Where  may  she  wander  now,  whither  betake  her 
From  the  chill  dow,  among  rude  burs  and  thistlesi 
Perhaps  some  cold  bank  is  her  bolster  now. 
Or  'gainst  the  rugged  bark  of  some  broad  elm 
Leans  her  unpillow'd  head,  fraught  with  sad  feara 
What,  if  in  wild  amazement  and  affright  ? 
Or,  while  we  speak,  within  the  direful  grasp 
Of  savage  hunger,  or  of  savage  heat  'j 

El.  Br,  Peace,  Brother;  be  not  over  exquiMts 
To  cast  the  fashion  of  uncertain  evils: 
For  grant  they  be  so,  while  they  rest  unknown, 
What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief, 
And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid? 
Or  if  they  be  but  false  alarms  of  fear, 
How  bitter  is  such  self-delusion  t 
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1  do  not  think  my  Sister  u  to  seek. 
Or  80  unprincipled  in  Virtue*8  book, 
And  the  sweet  peace  that  goodncM  bosoma  ever, 
Aa  that  the  single  want  of  light  and  noise 
(Not  licing  in  danger,  as  I  trust  she  is  not) 
Could  stir  the  constant  nuxxl  of  her  calm  thoughts, 
And  put  them  into  misl)cconiing  plight. 
Virtue  could  see  to  do  what  Virtue  would 
By  her  own  radiant  light,  though  Fun  and  moon 
Were  in  the  flut  sea  sunk.     And  Wisdom's  self 
Oft  seeks  to  sweet  retired  solitude; 
"Where,  with  her  best  nurse  Contrniplation, 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  wings, 
That  in  the  various  imiitle  of  resort 
Were  all  too  rufllod,  and  sometimes  impaired. 
He,  that  has  light  witiiin  his  own  clear  breast, 
May  sit  i'  the  centn*,  and  enjoy  bright  day : 
But  he,  that  hides  a  dark  soul  and  foul  thoughts, 
Benigiited  walks  uiidor  the  mid-day  sun ; 
Himself  is  his  own  dungeon. 

See.  Br.  'Tis  most  true, 
That  musing  Meditation  most  affects 
The  pensive  secrecy  of  desert  cell, 
Far  from  the  cheerful  haunt  of  men  and  herds, 
And  sits  as  safe  as  in  the  senate-liouse ; 
For  wlu>  would  rob  a  hermit  of  his  weetls. 
His  few  books,  or  his  beads,  or  maple  dish, 
Or  do  his  gray  hairs  any  violence  1 
But  Beauty,  like  the  f:iir  TIes|)(>rian  tree 
Laden  with  blooming  gold,  had  nerd  the  guard 
Of  dragon-watch  with  unenchanted  eye, 
To  snve  herbloraoms,  and  defend  her  fruit. 
From  the  rash  hand  of  lK)Id  Inrontinence. 
Vou  may  as  well  Kprend  out  the  unsunn'd  heaps 
Of  misers'  trensure  bv  an  outlaw's  den, 
And  tell  me  it  w  safe,  as  bid  me  hoiw 
Danger  will  wink  on  Opportunity, 
And  let  a  single  helpless  maiden  pass 
Uninjured  in  this  wild  surrounding  waste. 
Of  night,  or  lonrlint^ss,  it  recks  me  not ; 
[  fear  the  dread  events  that  dog  them  both, 
Lest  some  ill-greeting  touch  attempt  the  person 
Of  our  unowned  Sister. 

El.  Br.  I  do  not,  Brother, 
Infer,  as  if  I  thought  my  Sister's  state 
Secure,  without  all  doubt  or  controversy; 
Vet,  where  an  equal  i>oi«*  of  hope  and  fear 
Does  arbitrate  th'  event,  my  nature  is 
That  1  incline  to  hope,  rather  than  fear, 
And  ^Indly  Itanish  squint  suspicion. 
My  sister  is  not  so  defenceless  left 
As  yon  imagine ;  she  has  a  hidden  strength 
Which  you  nvneinber  not. 

See,  Br.  What  hidden  strength,  I 

Ui  less  tlie  stnMijrth  of  Heaven,  if  vou  mean  thati 

El.  Br.    I  mean  that  to«>,  but   yet  a  hidden 
strength. 
Which,  if  Heaven  gave  it,  may  be  termed  her  own : 
Tm  Chastity,  my  Brotht-r,  Chaility; 


She,  that  has  that,  is  dad  in  complete  sImI; 

And,  like  a  quivered  Nymph  with  arrows  konii 

May  trace  huge  forests,  and  unharliouivd  ***^!hi^ 

Infamous  hills,  and  sandy  ixrilous  wilds; 

Where,  through  the  sacred  rays  of  Chastity, 

No  savage  fierce,  bandit,  or  mountaineer, 

Will  dare  to  noil  her  virgin  purity; 

Yea  there,  where  very  Desolation  dwcOs, 

By  grots,  and  caverns  shagged  with  horrid  ■H^il^n, 

She  may  pass  on  with  iinlilcnehed  majesty ; 

Be  it  not  done  in  pride,  or  in  presumjttioo. 

Some  say,  no  evil  thing  that  walks  by  night 

In  fog  or  Are,  by  lake  or  moorish  fen, 

Blue  meagre  hag,  or  stublK>m  unlaid  ghoKt 

That  breaks  his  magic  chains  at  curfbw  lime, 

No  goblin,  or  swart  fairy  of  the  mine. 

Hath  hurtful  power  o'er  true  virginity. 

Do  ye  lielieve  me  yet,  or  shall  I  call 

Antiquity  from  the  old  schools  of  Greece 

To  testify  the  arms  of  Chastity  7 

Hence  had  the  huntress  Dian  her  dread  bow, 

Fair  silver-shafted  queen,  for  ever  chaste, 

Wherewith  she  tam'd  the  brinded  lioness 

And  spotted  mountain-pard,  but  set  at  nought 

The  frivolous  bolt  of  Cupid :  gods  and  men 

Fear'd  her  stem  frown,  and  she  was  queen  o'  tin 

woods. 
What  was  that  snaky-headed  Gorgon  shield. 
That  wise  Minerva  wore,  unconquered  virgin, 
Wherewith  she  freezetl  her  foes  to  congealed  sCont| 
But  rigid  looks  of  chaste  austerity. 
And  noble  grace,  that  dashetl  brute  violence 
With  sudden  adoration  and  blank  awel 
So  dear  to  Heaven  is  saintly  Chastity, 
That,  when  a  soul  is  found  sincerely  so^ 
A  thousand  liveried  Angels  lackey  licr. 
Driving  far  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt ; 
And,  in  clear  dream  and  solemn  vision, 
Tell  her  of  things  that  no  gross  ear  can  hear; 
Till  oft  converse  with  heavenly  habitants 
Begin  to  cast  a  beam  on  the  outward  sliape, 
The  unpolluted  temple  of  the  mind. 
And  turns  it  by  degrees  to  the  soul's  essence. 
Till  all  be  made  immortal :  but  when  Lust, 
By  unchaste  looks,  loose  gestures,  and  foul  talk 
But  most  by  lewd  and  lavish  act  of  sin, 
Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts, 
The  soul  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 
Iinl)odies,  and  imbnites,  till  she  quite  lose 
The  diMno  proj^rty  of  her  first  being. 
Such  arc  tliosc  thick  and  gloomy  shadows  damp^ 
Oft  seen  in  charnel  vaults  and  sepulchres 
Lingering,  and  sitting  by  a  new-made  grave. 
As  loath  to  leave  the  IkmIv  that  it  lov'd. 
And  link'd  itself  by  carnal  sensuality 
To  a  degenerate  and  degraded  stale. 

Sec.  Br.  How  charming  is  divine  Philosojihy! 
Not  harsh,  and  erabU'd,  as  dull  fools  sup])ose, 
But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute; 
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jid  ft  perpetual  feMt  of  nectand  iweetii 
Then  no  cnde  surfeit  reigns. 
tSLBr.  List,  list  ^  I  hear 
ome  fiur-ofi*  halloo  break  the  silent  air. 
See.  B.  Methought  so  too;  what  should  it  bel 
EL  B,  For  certain 

itber  some  one  like  us  night-founder'd  here, 
T  else  some  neighbour  woodman,  or,  at  worst, 
ome  XDving  robber  calling  to  his  fellows. 
See.  B,  Heaven  keep  my  Sister  1  Again,  again, 

and  near! 
eat  draw,  and  stand  upon  our  guard. 
ELB,  ril  halloo: 
he  be  friendly,  he  comes  well ;  if  not, 
efenoe  is  a  good  cause,  and  Heaven  be  for  us! 

Mer  the  Attekdant  Spirit,  hahited  like  a 

Bhepherd. 

hat  halloo  I  should  know;  what  are  youl  speak; 
me  not  too  near,  you  fall  on  iron  stakes  else. 
JS^ir.    What  voice  ie  thatl  my  young  Lord; 

qieak  again. 
Sbc  B.  O  Brother,  His  my  father's  shepherd, 

sure. 
BL  B,  Thyrsis^  Whose  artful  strains  have  oft 

delayed 
Iw  huddling  brook  to  hear  his  madrigal, 
od  sweeten'd  every  muskrose  of  the  dalol 
0W  eam'st  thou  here,  good  swain?  hath  any  ram 
\pL  from  the  ibid,  or  young  kid  lost  his  dam, 
r  straggling  wether  the  pent  flock  forsook  1 
ow  oould*st  thou  find  this  dark  sequestered  nookl 
^pir.  O  my  lov^d  master's  heir,  and  his  next  joy, 
vuat  not  here  on  such  a  trivial  toy 
I  a  strayed  ewe,  or  to  pursue  the  stealth 
r  pillering  wolf;  not  all  the  fleecy  wealth, 
hat  doth  enrich  these  downs,  is  worth  a  thought 
0  this  my  errand,  and  the  care  it  brought. 
J^  O  my  virgin  Lady,  where  is  she? 
tm  chance  she  is  not  in  your  company  ? 
El,  B.  To  ten  thee  sadly,  Shepherd,  without 

Uame, 
r  oar  neglect,  we  lost  her  as  we  came. 
8pir.  Ay  me  unhappy!  then  my  fears  are  true. 
JSI.  B.    What  fears,  good  Thyrsis?   Pr'ythee 

briefly  shew. 
Spir.  Ill  tell  ye;  'tis  not  vain  or  fabulous, 
IkDogh  so  esteem'd  by  shallow  ignorance) 
liai  the  sage  poets,  taught  th'  heavenly  Muse, 
oried  of  old  in  high  immortal  verse, 
fdlre  chimeras,  and  enchanted  isles, 
nd  lifted  rocks  whose  entrance  leads  to  Hell; 
ft  such  there  be,  but  unbelief  is  blind. 
Within  the  navel  of  this  hideous  wood, 
imor^d  in  cypre«  shades  a  sorcerer  dwells, 
'  Bacchus  and  of  Circe  bom,  great  Comus, 
sepskillM  in  all  his  mother's  witcheries; 
id  here  to  every  thirsty  wanderer 
r  sly  enticement  gives  his  baneful  cup. 


With  many  murmun  miz'd,  whose  pleasing  poison 
The  visage  quite  transforms  of  him  that  drinks^ 
And  the  inglorious  likeness  of  a  beast 
Fixes  instead,  unmoulding  reason's  mintage 
Charactered  in  the  face :  this  have  I  learnt 
Tending  my  flocks  hard  by  i'  the  hilly  crofts. 
That  brow  this  bottom-glade;  whence  night  bj 

night 
He  and  his  monstrous  rout  are  heard  to  howl, 
Like  stabled  wolves,  or  tigcra  at  their  prq^. 
Doing  abhorred  litcs  to  Hecat6 
In  their  obscured  haunts  of  inmost  bowers. 
Yet  have  they  many  baits,  and  guileful  spells^ 
To  inveigle  and  invito  the  unwary  sense 
Of  them  that  pass  unweeting  by  the  way. 
This  evening  late,  by  them  the  chewing  flocks 
Had  ta*en  their  supper  on  the  savoury  herb 
Of  knot-grass  dew-besprent,  and  were  in  fold. 
I  sat  mo  down  to  watch  upon  a  bank 
With  ivy  canopied,  and  interwove 
With  flaunting  honeysuckle,  and  began, 
Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  fit  of  melancholy. 
To  meditate  my  rural  minstrelsy 
Till  Fancy  had  her  fill ;  but,  ere  a  close, 
The  wonted  roar  was  up  amidst  the  woods. 
And  filled  the  air  with  oarbarous  dissonance; 
At  which  I  ceased,  and  listened  them  a  while, 
Till  an  unusual  stop  of  sudden  silence 
Gave  respite  to  the  drowsy  frighted  steeds, 
That  (Ir^w  the  litter  of  cloee-curtain'd  Sleep: 
At  last  a  soft  and  solemn-breathing  sound 
Rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  distill'd  perfumes, 
And  stole  upon  the  air,  that  even  Silence 
Was  took  ere  she  was  ware,  and  wished  she  might 
Deny  her  nature,  and  be  never  more, 
Still  to  be  so  displaced.     I  was  all  ear, 
And  took  in  strains  that  might  create  a  soul 
Under  the  ribs  of  Death  !  but  O!  ere  long. 
Too  well  I  did  perceive  it  was  the  voice 
Of  my  most  honoured  Lady,  your  dear  Sister. 
Amazed  I  stood,  harrowed  with  grief  and  fear, 
And,  O  poor  hapless  nightingale,  thought  I, 
How  sweet  thou  sing'st,  how  near  the  deadly 


snare! 


I 


Then  down  tho  lawns  I  ran  with  headlong  hasta^ 
Through  paths  and  turnings  often  trod  by  day, 
Till,  guided  by  mine  ear,  I  found  the  place, 
Where  that  damned  wizard,  hid  in  sly  disguise, 
(For  so  by  certain  signs  I  knew)  had  met 
Already,  ere  my  best  speed  could  prevent. 
The  aidless  innocent  Lady,  his  wished  prey; 
Who  gently  asked  if  he  had  seen  such  two, 
Supposing  him  some  neighbour  villager. 
Longer  I  durst  not  stay,  but  soon  I  guessed 
Ye  were  the  two  she  meant;  with  that  I  sprung 
Into  swift  flight,  till  I  had  found  you  here; 
But  further  know  I  not. 

iSSec.  Br.  O  night,  and  shades* 
How  are  ye  joined  with  Hell  ir  tripje  knot 
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Againft  thu  unarmed  weakness  of  one  virgin, 
Alone,  and  hapless !  Is  this  the  confidence 
You  gave  me,  Brother? 

El.  Br.    \'cB,  and  keep  it  still ; 
Lean  on  it  safely;  not  a  period 
Shall  be  unsaid  for  me :  against  the  threats 
Of  malice,  or  of  sorcery,  or  that  power 
Wlilch  erring  men  call  Chance,  this  I  hold  firm, — 
Virtue  may  he  asaailtnl,  but  never  hurt. 
Surprised  by  unjust  force,  but  not  enthralled; 
Yea,  even  that,  which  mischief  meant  most  harm, 
Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  mo^t  glory: 
But  evil  on  itself  shall  back  recoil, 
And  mix  no  more  with  goodness;  what  at  last 
Gathered  like  scum,  and  settled  to  itself. 
It  shall  be  in  eternal  restless  change 
Self-fed,  and  self-0(>iisumed :  if  this  fail. 
The  pillared  firmament  is  rottenness, 
And  earth  8  base  built  on  stubble. — But  come,  let's 

on. 
Against  the  opposing  will  and  arm  of  Xleaven 
May  never  this  just  sword  Iw  lifted  up ; 
But  for  that  damned  magician,  let  him  be  girt 
With  all  the  grisly  legions  that  troop 
Under  the  sooty  flag  of  Aclieron, 
Har))ics  and  Hydras,  or  all  the  monstrous  forms 
'Twixt  Africa  and  Ind,  Til  find  him  out. 
And  force  him  to  return  his  jiurchasc  back. 
Or  drag  him  by  the  curls  to  a  foul  death, 
Curs'd  as  his  life. 

Spir,  Alas!  good  venturous  Youth, 
I  love  thy  courage  yet,  and  bold  emprise; 
But  here  thy  sword  can  do  thee  little  stead; 
Far  other  arms  and  other  weajKiUs  must 
Be  those,  that  quell  the  might  of  hellish  charms: 
lie,  with  his  bare  wand,  can  unthread  thy  joints. 
And  crumble  all  thy  sinews. 

EL  Br.  Why  pr'ythee.  Shepherd, 
How  durst  thou  then  thyself  approach  so  near. 
As  to  make  this  relation  1 

Spir.  Care,  and  utmost  shifts, 
How  to  secure  the  lady  from  surprisal. 
Brought  to  my  mind  a  certain  shepherd  lad, 
Ot  small  rcganl  to  see  to,  yet  well  skill'd 
In  every  virtuous  plant,  and  healing  herb, 
That  spreads  her  verdant  leaf  to  the  morning  ray: 
He  loved  me  well,  and  oft  would  lM?g  me  sing; 
Which  when  I  did,  he  on  the  tiMider  grass 
Would  sit,  and  hearken  even  to  ecstacy, 
And  in  requital  ope  his  leathern  scrip. 
And  show  me  simples  of  a  thousand  names, 
Tellin!!  their  stranrre  and  vigorous  faculties: 
Amoniii«t  tiie  n^st  a  small  unsightly  root, 
Bui  of  divine  effect,  he  culled  me  out; 
The  leaf  was  darkish,  and  had  prickles  on  it, 
But  in  another  country,  as  ho  said, 
Bore  a  bright  golden  flower,  but  not  in  this  soil : 
Unknown,  and  like  esteemed,  and  the  dull  swain 
T>eads  on  il  daily  with  his  clouted  shoon: 


And  yet  more  medicinal  is  it  tlian  that  Molj, 

That  Hermes  once  to  wise  Ulysses  gave ; 

He  called  it  Hamiony,  and  gave  it  nie, 

And  bade  mc  keej)  it  as  of  sovereign  use 

'Gainst  all  enchantments,  mildew  blast,  or  dampy 

Or  ghastly  furies*  apparition. 

1  pursed  it  up,  but  little  reckoning  made, 

Till  now  that  this  extremity  compelled : 

But  now  I  find  it  true ;  for  by  this  means 

I  knew  the  foul  enchanter  though  disguised, 

Entered  the  very  lime-twigs  of  his  spells, 

And  yet  came  oflf:  if  you  have  this  about  yon, 

(As  I  will  give  you  when  we  go)  you  may 

Boldly  assault  the  necromancer's  hall ; 

Where  if  he  be,  with  dauntless  hardihood 

And  brandished  blade  rush  on   lum;   break  hig 

glass, 
And  shed  the  luscious  liquor  on  the  ground, 
But  seize  his  wand;  though  he  anc^iis  cursed  crew 
Fierce  sign  of  battle  make,  and  menace  high, 
Or  like  the  sons  of  Vulcan  vomit  smoke. 
Yet  will  they  soon  retire,  if  he  but  shrink. 

EI.  Br.  Thvrsis,  lead  on  apace,  I'll  follow  thee; 
And  some  good  Angel  bear  a  shield  before  us. 

The  Sirrne  clian?cfl  to  n  Aarelj  palace,  set  out  with  all  maniMV 
ordrlicioumaB :  soft  music,  tables  apresd  .with  all  ''■?"'hi. 
Conuu  apiiears  with  hia  nibble,  and  tha  Lady  set  in  aa  t» 
chanted  chair,  to  wliuin  he  oflera  bii  giaaih  which  die  pui 
by,  and  goes  about  to  xix. 

C0MU8. 

Nay,  Lady,  sit ;  if  I  but  wave  tliis  waiid, 
Your  nerves  are  all  chained  up  in  alabaster, 
And  you  a  statue,  or  as  Daphne  was. 
Root-bound,  that  fled  Apollo. 

Lady.  Fool,  do  not  boast; 
Thou  canst  not  touch  the  freedom  of  my  mind 
With  all  thy  charms,  although  this  corporal  rind 
Thou  hast  immanaclcd,  wlulc  Heaven  sees  good. 

Com.  Why  are  you  vexed,  Lady?  Why  do  joa 
frown  1 
Here  dwell  no  frowns,  nor  anger;  from  these  gat« 
Sorrow  flies  fur:  see,  here  be  all  the  pleaBiunet^ 
That  fancy  can  l)eget  on  youthful  thoughts 
When  the  fresh  blood  grows  lively,  and  retumg 
Brisk  as  the  April  buds  in  primrosc-scascHi. 
And  first,  behold  this  conlial  julep  here, 
That  flames  and  dances  in  his  cr}'stal  bounds. 
With  spirits  of  balm  and  fragrant  simjis  mix*d: 
Not  that  Nepenthes,  which  the  wife  of  Thone 
In  Kgypt  gave  to  Jove-born  Helena, 
Is  of  such  power  to  stir  up  joy  as  this. 
To  life  so  friendly,  or  so  cool  to  thirst. 
Why  should  y<m  Ih»  so  cruel  to  yourself, 
And  to  those  dainty  limlis,  wliich  Nature  lent 
For  gentle  usage  and  soft  delicacy? 
But  you  invert  the  covenants  of  her  trust, 
And  harshly  deal,  like  an  ill  Ixnrower, 
With  that  which  you  received  on  other  tenu: 
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Sooming  the  onexcmpt  condition, 
By  which  all  mortal  fhdlty  must  Bubeist, 
Refreahment  after  toil,  ease  after  pain, 
That  have  been  tired  all  day  without  repast, 
And  timely  rest  have  wanted ;  but,  fair  Vir^n, 
This  will  restore  all  soon. 

Jjady,  'Twill  not,  false  traitor! 
"Twill  not  leatore  the  truth  and  honesty, 
That  thou  hast  banished  from  thy  tongue  with  lies. 
Was  this  the  cottage,  and  the  safe  abode. 
Then  told'st  me  of  1  What  grim  aspects  are  these, 
These  ugly-headed  monsters  ?    Mercy  guard  me! 
Hence  with  thy  brewed  enchantments,  Toul  de- 
ceiver! 
Haai  thou  betrayed  my  credulous  innocence 
With  viflored  falsehood  and  base  forgery  1 
And  would'st  thou  seek  again  to  trap  me  here 
With  lickerish  baits,  fit  to  ensnare  a  brute  1 
Were  it  a  draught  for  Juno  when  she  banquets, 
I  woald  not  taste  thy  treasonous  offer;  none 
Bat  such  as  are  good  men  can  give  good  tilings; 
And  that,  which  is  not  good,  is  not  delicious 
To  a  well-governed  and  wise  appetite. 

Cant.  O  foolishness  of  men!  that  lend  their  ears 
To  those  budge  doctors  of  the  Stoic  fur, 
And  fetch  their  precepts  from  the  Cynic  tub, 
PraisiDg  the  lean  and  sallow  abstinence. 
^^hereiore  did  Nature  pour  her  bounties  forth 
"With  such  a  full  and  unwithdrawing  hand. 
Covering  the  earth  with  odours,  fruits,  and  flocks, 
Thronging  the  seas  with  spawn  innumerable. 
But  all  to  please  and  sate  the  curious  taste? 
And  set  to  work  millions  of  spinning  worms. 
That  in  their  green  shops  weave  the  smooth-haired 

nlk, 
To  deck  her  sons;  and,  that  no  comer  might 
Be  Tacant  of  her  plenty,  in  her  own  loins 
She  hutch'd  the  all-worshipped  ore,  and  prcdous 

genw, 
To  store  her  children  with :  if  all  the  world 
Should  in  a  pet  of  temperance  feed  on  pulse, 
Diink  the  clear  stream,  and  notliing  wear  but 

frieze^ 
The  All-giver  would  be  unthankcd,  would  be  un- 

praised, 
Not  half  his  wishes  known,  and  yet  despised ; 
And  we  should  serve  him  as  a  grudging  master, 
Asa  penurious  niggard  of  his  wealth; 
And  Uve  like  Nature's  bastards,  not  her  sons. 
Who  would  be  quite  surcharged  with  her  own 

wdght, 
And  strangled  with  her  waste  fertility; 
The  raith  cumbered,  and  the  winged  air  darked 

with  plumes, 
The  herds  would  over-multitude  their  lords. 
The  sea  o'erfraught  would  swell,  and  the  un- 
sought diamonds 
Woold  so  imblaze  the  forehead  of  the  deep, 
And  to  bestud  with  ttam,  that  they  below 
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Would  grow  inured  to  light,  and  come  at  last 
To  gaze  upon  the  sun  with  shameless  brows. 
List,  Lady ;  be  not  coy,  and  be  not  cozened 
With  that  same  vaunted  name,  virginity. 
Beauty  is  Nature's  coin,  must  not  be  hoarded, 
But  must  be  current;  and  the  good  thereof 
Consists  in  mutual  and  partaken  bliss, 
Unsavoury  in  the  enjoyment  of  itself: 
If  you  let  slip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose 
It  withers  on  the  stalk  with  languished  head. 
Beauty  is  Nature's  brag,  and  must  be  shown 
In  courts,  at  feasts,  and  high  solemnities. 
Where  most  may  wonder  at  the  workmanship; 
It  is  for  homely  features  to  keep  home, 
They  had  their  name  thence;  coarse  complexions 
And  cheeks  of  sorry  grain,  will  serve  to  ply 
The  sampler  and  to  tease  the  housewife's  wo<^ 
What  need  a  vermeil-tinctured  lip  for  that. 
Love-darting  eyes,  or  tresses  hke  the  momi 
There  was  another  meaning  in  these  gifts; 
Think  what,  and  be  advised;  you  are  but  young 

yet. 
hady.  I  had  not  thought  to  have  unlocked  mj 

lips 
In  this  unhallowed  air,  but  that  this  juggler 
Would  think  to  charm  my  judgment,  as  my  eyes, 
Obtruding  falHe  rules  pranked  in  reason's  garb. 
I  hate  when  Vice  can  bolt  her  arguments. 
And  Virtue  has  no  tongue  to  check  her  pride. — 
Impostor!  do  not  charge  most  innocent  Nature, 
As  if  she  would  her  cliildren  should  be  riotous 
With  her  abundance;  she,  good  catcrcss. 
Means  her  provision  only  to  the  good. 
That  live  according  to  her  sober  laws. 
And  holy  dictate  of  spare  Temperance:  " 
If  every  just  man,  that  now  pines  with  want, 
Had  but  a  moderate  and  beseeming  share 
Of  that  which  lewdly-pampered  Luxury 
Now  heaps  upon  some  few  with  vast  excess. 
Nature's  full  blessings  would  be  well  dispensed 
In  unsupcrfluous  even  proportion. 
And  she  no  whit  encumbered  with  her  store 
And  then  the  giver  would  be  better  thanked, 
His  praise  due  paid;  for  swinish  Gluttony 
Ne'er  looks  to  Heaven  amidst  his  gorgeous  feast, 
But  with  l)e80ttcd  base  ingratitude 
Crams,  and  blasphemes  his  Feeder.  Shall  I  go  onl 
Or  have  I  said  enough?  To  him  that  dares 
Arm  his  profane  tongue  with  contemptuous  wordf 
Against  the  sun-clad  power  of  Chastity, 
Fain  would  I  something  say,  yet  to  what  endl 
Thou  hast  nor  ear,  nor  soul,  to  apprehend 
The  sublime  notion  and  high  mystery, 
That  must  be  uttered  to  unfold  the  sage. 
And  serious  doctrine  of  virginity; 
And  thou  art  worthy  that  thou  should'st  noi  know, 
More  happiness  than  tliis  thy  present  lot 
Enjoy  your  dear  wit  and  gay  rhetoric. 
That  hath  so  well  been  taught  her  dazzling  fenot| 
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Thvyu  1^  not  fit  to  hear  thyself  oonTinced ; 

Yet,  shoald  I  try,  the  uncontrolled  worth 

Of  this  pure  cause,  would  kindle  my  rapt  spirits 

I'o  such  a  flame  of  sacred  vehemence, 

That  dumb  things  would  be  moved  to  sympathize, 

And  the  brute  Earth  would  lend  her  nerves  and 

shake, 
Till  all  thy  magic  structures,  reared  so  high, 
Were  shattered  into  heaps  o'er  thy  false  head. 

Com.  She  fables  not:  I  feel  that  I  do  fear 
Her  words  set  oflfby  some  superior  power; 
And  though  not  mortal,  yet  a  cold  shuddering  dew 
Dips  me  all  o*cr,  as  when  the  wrath  of  Jove 
f  ipeaks  thunder,  and  the  chains  of  Erebus, 
To  some  of  Saturn's  crew.     1  must  dissemble, 
And  try  her  yet  more  strongly. — Come,  no  more ; 
This  is  mere  moral  babble,  and  direct 
Against  the  canon  laws  of  our  foundation ; 
I  must  not  suffer  this ;  yet  'tis  but  the  lees 
And  settlings  of  a  melancholy  blood : 
But  this  will  cure  all  straight;  one  sip  of  this 
Will  bathe  the  drooping  spirits  in  delight, 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.    Be  wise,  and  taste. — 

The  Brodien  nuh  in  with  swords  drawn,  wrest  hia  gbsi  out 
ofhia  hand,  and  break  it  against  the  ground ;  iiis  rout  make 
sign  of  resistance,  but  are  all  driven  in.  Ttie  Attendant 
Spirit  comes  in. 

SPIRIT. 

What,  have  you  let  the  false  enchanter  'scape  1 
O  ye  mistook,  ye  should  have  snatched  his  wand. 
And  bound  him  fast;  without  his  rod  reversed, 
And  backward  mutters  of  dissevering  power, 
We  can  not  free  the  Lady  that  sits  hero 
In  stony  fetters  fixed  and  motionless: 
Yet  stay,  be  not  disturbed:  noiv  I  bethink  me, 
Some  other  means  I  have  which  may  be  used. 
Which  once  of  Meliboeus  old  I  leamt, 
The  soothcst  shepherd  that  e'er  piped  on  plains. 
There  is  a  gentle  nymph  not  far  from  hence, 
That  with  moist  curb  sways  tlie  smooth  Severn 

stream, 
Sabrina  is  her  name,  a  virgin  pure; 
Whilom  she  was  the  daughter  of  Locrino, 
That  had  the  sceptre  from  his  father  Brute. 
She,  guiltless  damsel,  flying  the  mad  pursuit 
Of  her  enraged  stepdame  Guendolen, 
Commended  her  fair  innocence  to  the  flood, 
That  staid  her  flight  with  his  cross-flowing  course. 
The  water-nymphs,  that  in  the  bottom  played, 
Held  up  their  pearled  wrists  and  took  her  in, 
Bearing  her  straight  to  age<l  Nereus'  hall ; 
Who,  piteous  of  her  woes,  reared  her  lank  head, 
And  gave  her  to  his  daughters  to  imbatho 
In  nectarcd  lavers,  strewed  with  asphodel ; 
And  through  the  porch  and  inlet  of  each  sense 
Dropped  in  ambrosial  oils,  till  she  revived, 
And  underwent  a  quick  immortal  change, 
Made  goddess  of  the  river:  still  she  retains 
Het  maiden  gentleness,  and  oft  at  ere 


Visits  the  herds  along  the  twilight  memAamu, 
Helping  all  urchin  blasts,  and  ill-luck  sigiw 
That  the  shrewd  meddling  elf  delights  to 
Which  she  with  precious  vialed  liqaois  heals; 
For  which  the  shepherds  at  their  festiTib 
Carol  her  goodness  loud  in  rustic  lays, 
And  throw  sweet  garland  wreaths  intohef 
Of  pansies,  pinks,  and  gaudy  daflbdik. 
And,  as  the  old  swain  said,  she  can  unlock 
The  clasping  charm,  and  thaw  the  nomfaing  qui 
If  she  be  right  invoked  in  warbled  song; 
For  maidenhood  she  loves,  and  will  be  •Will 
To  aid  a  virgin,  such  as  was  herself, 
In  hard-besetting  need;  this  will  I  try, 
And  add  the  power  of  some  adjuring  ti 


SONO. 

Sabrina  fair, 

Listen  where  thou  art  sitting 
Under  the  glassy,  cool,  translucent  wave, 

In  twisted  braids  of  lilies  knitting 
The  loose  train  of  thy  amber-dropping 

Listen  for  dear  honour's  sake, 

GroddesBof  the  silver  lake. 
Listen,  and  save. 
Listen,  and  appear  to  us, 
In  name  of  great  Oceanus; 
By  the  earth-shaking  Neptune*i 
And  Tethys'  grave  majectic  psco, 
By  hoary  Nereus'  wrinkled  look, 
And  the  Carpatliian  wizard's  hook. 
By  scaly  Triton's  winding  shell. 
And  old  sooth-saying  Glaucus'  speO, 
By  Leucothea's  lovely  hands. 
And  her  son  that  rules  ttie  strands^ 
By  Thetis'  tiitacl-slippered  feet. 
And  tlie  songs  of  Siren's  sweet. 
By  dead  Parthenope's  dear  tomb, 
And  fair  Ligea's  golden  comb, 
Wherewith  she  sits  on  diamond  rocka^ 
Sloeking  her  soft  alluring  locks; 
By  all  the  Nymphs  that  nightly  danee 
Upon  thy  stre^ims  with  wily  glance, 
Rise,  rise,  and  heave  thy  rosy  head. 
From  thy  coral-pa ven  bed. 
And  bridle  in  thy  headlong  wave. 
Till  thou  our  summons  answered  hsTe. 

Listen,  and  savs. 


Sabrina  rises,  attended  by  Water-NymplMi^  and  i 

By  the  rushy-fringed  bank, 

Where  grows  the  willow  and  the  osier  «i*^5^ 

My  sliding  chariot  sta  7s, 
Thick  set  with  agate,  and  the  amrs 
Of  turkis  blue,  and  emerald  green, 

That  in  the  channel  straya; 
Whilst  from  off  the  waters  fleet 
Thus  I  set  my  printless  feet 
O'er  the  cowslip's  velvet  head, 

That  bends  not  as  I  tiead; 
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Gentle  Swam,  at  thy  requeit, 
I  am  here. 

£^.  GodJns  dear, 
We  iaiplore  thy  powerful  hand 
To  omfe  the  charmed  band 
Of  true  virgin  here  distrcesed, 
Through  the  tone  and  through  the  wfle, 
Of  unbkaaed  enchanter  vile. 

Sabr.  Shepherd,  Hia  ray  office  best 
To  help  enenared  chastity: 
Brigfateit  Lady,  look  on  me ; 
Thai  I  sprinkle  on  thy  breast 
Drops,  that  from  my  fountain  pure 
I  have  kept,  of  predous  cure; 
Thrice  upon  thy  finger's  tip. 
Thrice  upon  thy  rubied  lip: 
Next  this  marble  venomcd  seat, 
Smeared  with  gums  of  glutinous  heat, 
I  touch  vrith  chaste  palms  moist  and  cold:— 
Now  the  spell  hath  lost  his  hold, 
And  I  must  haste,  ere  morning  hour, 
To  wait  in  Amphitrite*s  bower. 

fltrimna  desoendi^  and  tht  Ladj  riMS  out  of  hsr  nat. 

;S^.  Virgin,  daughter  of  Locrine 
Sprung  of  old  Anchises'  line, 
May  thy  brimmed  waves  for  this 
Thetr  full  tribute  never  miss 
Fnm  a  thousand  petty  rills, 
That  tumble  down  the  snowy  hills: 
Summer  drouth,  or  ringed  air, 
Never  flcoich  thy  tresses  fair. 
Nor  wet  October's  torrent  flood 
Thy  molten  crystal  fill  with  mud ; 
May  thy  InDows  roll  ashore 
The  beryl  and  the  golden  ore; 
May  thy  lofty  head  be  crowned 
With  many  a  tower  and  terntoe  round, 
And  here  and  there  thy  banka  upon 
With  groves  of  myrrh  and  cinnamon* 

Come,  Lady,  while  Heaven  lends  us  gnuse, 
Let  us  fly  this  cursed  place, 
Lest  the  sorcerer  us  entice 
With  some  other  new  device.    - 
Not  a  waste  or  needless  sound, 
TiU  we  come  to  holier  ground ; 
I  diail  be  y^mr  futhful  guide 
Throogh  cbis  gloomy  covert  wide. 
And  not  many  furlongs  thence 
b  jrour  Father's  reridence, 
Wbeie  tliie  night  are  met  in  state 
Many  a  friend  to  gratulate 
His  wished  presence;  and  beside 
All  the  swains,  that  there  abide. 
With  jigs  and  rural  dance  resort; 
We  ehall  catch  them  at  their  sport. 
And  our  audden  coming  there 
Will  doable  all  their  mirth  and  cheer: 


Come,  let  us  haste,  the  stars  grow  high. 
But  night  rits  monarch  yet  in  the  mid  sky. 


The  Kene  change^  praeMlng  Ludlow  town  and  the  Frart 
denili  caaiJe;  then  coim  in  Coumry  Danoen^  aAor  Jtem 
the  Atieiklant  Spirit,  with  the  two  Brother^  sod  the  Lwl/. 

SONG. 

Sp,  Back,  Shepherds,  back ;  enough  yon  play. 
Till  next  sun-shine  holiday: 
Here  be,  without  duck  or  nod, 
Other  trippings  to  be  trod 
Of  lighter  toes,  and  such  court  guise 
As  Mercury  did  first  devise. 
With  the  mincing  dryades, 
On  the  lawns,  and  on  the  leas. 

Thb  second  Song  preaenti  them  to  their  Fiather  ana  ModaSL 

Noble  LonI,  and  Lady  bright, 

I  have  brought  ye  new  delight ; 

Here  behold  so  goodly  grown 

Three  fair  branches  of  your  own ; 

Heaven  hath  timely  tried  their  youth, 

Their  faith,  their  patience,  and  their  truth. 

And  sent  them  here  through  hard  assays 

With  a  crown  of  deathless  praise, 

To  triumph  in  victorious  dance 

O'er  sensual  Folly  and  Intemperance. 

The  Dances  ended,  the  Spirit  epilogulsea 

Sp.  To  the  ocean  now  I  fly, 
And  those  happy  climes  that  lie 
Where  day  never  shuts  his  eye. 
Up  in  the  broad  fields  of  the  sky : 
There  I  suck  the  liquid  air 
All  amidst  the  gardens  fair 
Of  Hesperus,  and  his  daughten  three 
That  sing  about  the  golden  tree : 
Along  the  crisped  shades  and  bowen  . 
Revels  the  spruce  and  jocund  Spring; 
The  Graces,  and  the  rosy-bosom'd  Hours 
Thither  all  their  bounties  bring ; 
There  eternal  Summer  dwells. 
And  Westr Winds,  with  musky  vring. 
About  the  cedarod  alleys  fling 
Nard  and  Cassia's  balmy  smells. 
Iris  there  with  humid  bow 
Waters  the  odorous  banks,  that  blow 
Flowers  of  more  mingled  hue 
Than  the  purfled  scarf  can  shew; 
And  drenches  with  Elysian  dew 
(List,  mortals,  if  your  ears  be  true) 
Beds  of  hyacinth  and  roses, 
Where  young  Adonis  ofl  reposes, 
Waxing  well  of  his  deep  wound 
In  slumber  soft,  and  on  the  ground 
Sadly  sits  th'  Assyrian  queen: 
But  far  above  in  spangled  sheen 
Celestial  Cupid,  her  famed  son,  advanced, 
Holds  liis  dear  Psyche  sweet  entranced, 
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After  her  wandering  labours  long, 
Till  free  consent  the  gods  among 
Make  her  his  eternal  bride, 
And  from  her  fair  unspotted  side 
Two  blissful  twins  arc  to  be  Iwm, 
Youth  and  Joy ;  so  Jove  hatli  sworn. 
But  now  my  task  is  smoothly  done, 
J  can  fly,  or  I  can  run, 
Gtuickly  to  the  green  earth's  end, 


Where  thcbow'd  welkin  slow  doth  iiend; 
And  from  thence  can  soar  as  soon 
To  tlic  comers  of  the  moon. 

Mortalfi,  that  would  follow  me, 
Love  Virtue ;  she  alone  is  free : 
She  can  teacli  ye  Iiow  to  climb 
Higher  than  the  sphery  chune; 
Or  if  Virtue  feeble  wera, 
Heaven  itself  would  stoop  to  her. 


Iloenifii  on  Sbe^eral  0tttinionn. 

COMPOSED  AT  SEVERAL  TLMES. 


Iteccare  fnmtom 

Glnglte^  no  rati  noDui  mala  liiigua  fuiuro.—  Virgil^  £kl^.  7, 


AN'N'O  ^.TATIS  17. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  FAIR  INFANT 
DYING  OF  A  COUGH. 

O  FAIREST  flowrr,  no  sooner  blown  but  blasted, 
Soft  silken  primrose  fading  timelessly, 
Summer's  chief  honour,  if  thou  had'st  outlasted 
Bleak  Winter's  force  that  made  thy  I»lo8!iom  dry; 
For  he,  lieing  amorous  on  that  lovely  dye 

That  did  thy  cheek  envermeil,  thought  to  kiss. 
But  killed,  alas  1  and  then  bewailed  his  fatal  bliss. 

For  since  grim  Aquilo,  his  charioteer, 
By  boisterous  rajw  tlic  Athenian  damsel  got, 
lie  tliuught  it  touchfd  his  deity  full  near, 
If  likcv^iac  he  some  fair  one  wedded  not. 
Thereby  to  wijie  away  the  infamous  blot 

Of  long  uncou}»led  bed,  and  childless  eld, 
W  hich  mong4t  the  wanton  gods,  a  foul  reproach 
was*  licld. 

So,  mountinit  up  in  icy-pearled  car. 
Through  middle  empire  of  the  freezing  air 
He  wandered  long,  till  thee  he  spied  from  far ; 
There  ended  was  his  quest,  there  ceased  his  care: 
Down  he  deKcendtul  from  his  snow-soft  chair, 

But,  all  unwares,  with  his  cold  kind  embrace, 
Unhoused  thy  virgin  soul  from  her fairbiding place. 

Yet  art  thou  not  inglorious  in  thy  fate; 
For  so  A{iollo,  with  unweeting  hand. 
Whilom  did  slav  his  dearlv  loved  mate, 
Younv  Ilvacinth,  born  on  Eurotas'  strand: 
Young  Hyacinth,  the  pride  of  Spartan  land ; 

But  then  transformed  him  to  a  puri)le  flower: 
Alack,  that  so  tochange  thee  Winter  had  no  power  1 

Yet  can  I  not  persuade  me  tliou  art  dead, 
Or  that  *hy  corse  corrupts  in  earth's  dark  womb, 
Or  that  thy  beauties  lie  in  wormy  bed. 
Hid  ixora  tho  world  in  a  bw  delved  tomb; 


bed 


Could  Heaven  for  pity  thee  so  strictly  doom  1 
Oh  no !  for  something  in  thy  face  did  ihine 
Above  mortality,  that  showed  thou  watt  divine. 

Resolve  me  tlien,  O  soul  most  surcly  blest, 
(If  so  it  Ik*  that  thou  these  plaints  dost  hear  *,) 
Tell  me,  brii^ht  Spirit,  where'er  thou  hovcrest. 
Whether  above  that  high  flrst- moving  sphere, 
Or  in  the  Klysian  fields,  (if  such  there  were;) 

O  say  me  true,  if  thou  wert  mortal  wi^rht, 
And  whv  from  us  so  quickly  thou  did'st  take  thj 
flight  1 

Wert  thou  some  star  which  from  the  mined  roof 
Of  shaktnl  Olympus  by  mischance  did'st  fiiU ; 
Which  careful  Jove  in  nature's  true  belioof 
Took  up,  and  in  fit  place  did  reinstall  t 
Or  did  of  late  earth's  sons  besiege  the  wall 
Of  sheeny  Hcavnn,  and  thou  soracgoddc 
Amongst  us  here  below  to  hide  thy  nectaied  iieaxi  1 

Or  wert  thou  that  junt  Maid,  who  once  befnn 

Forsook  the  hated  earth,  O  tell  me  sooth. 

And  camest  again  to  visit  us  once  more? 

Or  wert  thou  that  sweet  smiling  youth  1 

Or  that  crowned  matron  sage,  white-robed  Truth  1 

Or  any  other  of  that  heavenly  brood 
Let  down  in  cloudy  throne  to  do  the  world  loiiif 
goodi 

Or  wert  tliou  of  the  golden-winged  host. 
Who,  having  clad  thyself  in  human  weed, 
To  earth  from  thy  prefixed  seat  did'st  post, 
And  after  short  aliode  fly  back  with  speed, 
As  if  to  show  what  creatures  Heaven  doth  breed; 

Then'by  to  set  the  hearts  of  men  on  fire, 
To  scorn  the  sordid  world,  and  unto  Heaven  iitf{vn1 

But  oil !  wliy  did'st  thou  not  stay  here  below 
To  bless  us  with  thy  heavenly- loved  innocence. 
To  slake  his  wrath,  whom  sin  hath  made  oof  liii^ 
To  turn  swift-rushing  black  perdition  bence^ 
Or  drive  away  the  slaughtering  pcstilcnc6| 
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To  stand  *twixt  us  and  our  doflcn'od  smart  t 
Hat  tlinu  can^st  best  perform  tliatofHcc  where  thou 
art. 

Then  than,  the  mot  her  of  so  sweet  a  child, 
Her  falsp^imafrined  lo<is  cease  to  lament, 
And  wisely  learn  to  curb  thy  sorrows  wild ; 
Think  what  a  present  thou  to  God  hast  sent, 
And  render  him  with  patience  what  he  lent ; 
This  if  thon  do.  he  will  nn  otTsprin^  give, 
Ttiat,  till  the  world's  last  end,  shall  make  thy  name 
Co  live. 


ANNO  ^TATIS  19. 

Al  a  Vacaiion  Excrciw  in  tlie  college,  part  I^atln,  part  Eng- 
Dsh.    The  Latin apeechca  cihJcU,  the  Engluli  iliiu  Lwgaii. 

Haif.,  native  Lansjuasre,  that  by  sinews  weak 
Dirl'st  inovc  my  firai  endoavourintr  to>i(!ue  to  speak, 
And  miilrst  iinperfi.rt  wonlr^  with  childish  trips 
Half  unpronounred,  slide  throu^rli  my  infant  lips, 
Driving  dumb  Silence  fruin  the  pi^rtal  door, 
WTiere  he  had  mutciv  s>t  two  voars  Iwfore ! 
Here  I  salute  thee,  and  thy  pnrdon  nsk, 
That  now  I  use  thi»c  in  my  latter  task : 
Small  loss  it  is  that  thcMfo  c.in  rnnie  unto  thee, 
I  know  my  tongue  but  little  grace  can  <lo  thee : 
Thon  needest  not  be  ambit ituis  to  be  first, 
Believe  me  I  have  thither  ])acke<l  the  wurst : 
And,  if  it  hapjiens  as  I  did  forecast, 
The  daintiest  dishes  shall  Ite  s<>rved  up  last, 
1  pray  thee  then  deny  me  not  thy  aiil, 
For  this  same  small  neglect  that  I  have  made : 
But  haste  thee  straight  to  do  ine  once  a  pleasure, 
And  from  thy  wanlrultc  bring  the  chiefest  treasure. 
^ot  those  new  fan<rled  toys,  and  trim  mine;  slight 
Which  takes  our  late  fantu«tics  with  delight; 
Bdt  cull  those  richest  rolies,  and  gayest  attire. 
Which  deepest  spirits,  and  choionst  wits  desire. 
I  have  some  naked  thuughts  th:tt  rove  about. 
And  loudly  knock  to  have  their  passage  out; 
And,  weary  of  their  place  do  only  stay 
Till  thou  ha:jt  decked  them  in  thy  U'st  array; 
That  so  they  may,  without  sus{)ect  or  fears, 
Fly  swiftly  to  tliia  fair  assembly's  ears; 
Yet  I  had  rather,  if  I  were  to  choose, 
Thy  8pr\ice  in  some  gmver  subject  use, 
Such  as  may  make  thee  search  thy  coffers  round, 
Before  thou  clothe  iny  fancy  in  fit  sound : 
Such  where  tho  deep  trans]tnrtnl  mind  may  soar 
Abo%'e  the  wheeling  poles,  and  at  Heaven's  door 
Look  in,  and  see  each  blissful  deity 
How  he  before  the  thunderous  throne  doth  lie, 
Listening  to  what  unsiiorn  AjioUo  sings 
To  the  touch  of  golden  win-s,  while  Ilebc  brings 
Jmiuortal  nectar  to  her  kingly  sire: 
Then  passixi;^  through  the  spheres  of  watchful  fire 
And  roUty  regions  of  wide  air  next  under, 
AnA  hillB  of  mow,  and  bfla  of  piled  tliundcr, 
IS 


May  tell  iit  length  how  gn.\'n  eyed  Neptune  ravc% 
In  Heaven's  dcfl.intv  mustering  all  his  waves; 
Then  sing  of  scent  things  that  came  to  pass 
When  belihun  Nature  in  her  craillo  was; 
And  last  of  kings,  an«l  qurcns,  and  In^rocs  old, 
Such  as  the  \\is<.>  IVnioJix'us  once  told 
In  sulernn  songs  at  king  Alcinous'  foaj^, 
While  s:i(l  I'lvs.*4's'  .s.)ul,  anJ  all  the  rest, 
Are  held  with  his  melodious  harnumy 
In  willing  c!jaiii.>»  and  i--\\eet  captivity. 
But  He,  my  wandering  muse,  how  thou  dost  stray 
KxjKH't.ince  calls  thee  now  anotlier  way; 
'JMiou  knowcst  it  must  be  now  tliy  only  bent 
To  keq)  in  compass  of  thy  prrJicanM  lit: 
Theij^  quick  al)out  thy  propttsed  business  come, 
That  10  the  next  1  may  resign  my  room. 

Thon  Ernt  i.s  nprc^-i  iit.-.l  .T^fith  t  of;l.'-'iir.iliiMm*«nNhWlwtt 
RMi'',  whrn'of  Uii.'  I'liW sii.i>l  fiir  niltf-i;ince  with  UU canoi^ 
wliich  Ens,  thus  >]X'ukir.i:,  c.viilaiiiit. 

Good  luc-k  l)otri«Miil  thee,  son;  for  at  thy  birth, 
The  fairy  ladies  danci'd  Ujjon  the  hearth; 
Thy  drowsy  nurs4»  hith  sworn  she  did  them  spy 
Come  tripping  totiie  ri»m  where  tlum  dids-t  lie, 
And  swci'tly  sin:;in:i  round  about  thy  bed. 
Strew  all  their  blrssings  on  thy  sU'ejung  head. 
She  heard  them  give  thee  thirj,  that  thou  shouldst 

still 
From  evrs  of  mortals  walk  inviMVle: 
Yet  there  is  sonu  thing  that  duth  force  my  fear; 
For  once  it  was  niy  dismal  ]»aj»  to  hear 
A  sybil  old,  IhiW-bcnt  with  crooked  age, 
That  far  events  full  wisely  could  presage. 
And  in  time's  Ions  and  dark  pros|)ertive  glass 
Fon-saw  what  future  days  sl;ould  bring  to  pass; 
"  Your  son,"  said  she,  (*'  nor  can  you  it  prevent,) 
Shall  subject  lie  to  many  an  accident. 
O'er  all  his  brrt!ireri  lie  shall  reijjn  as  kiiiir, 

O  Of 

Yet  every  one  shall  make  him  underling; 
And  thos4-  that  can  not  live  from  him  asunder, 
Ungratelully  shall  strive  to  koep  him  under; 
In  worth  and  excellence  he  shall  outiro  them, 
Yet,  1km ng  above  them,  he  shall  Ik*  IhiIow  them; 
From  others  he  shall  stand  in  nivd  of  nothing, 
Yet  on  his  brother  sliall  de^NMid  for  clothing. 
To  find  a  foi^  it  sliall  not  W  his  hap; 
And  peace  shall  lull  him  in  her  flower}'  la]); 
Yet  shall  be  live  in  strife,  and  at  his  door 
Devouring  war  shall  never  cease  to  roar; 
Yea,  it  shall  be  hi^i  natural  property 
To  harbour  those  that  vlk  at  enmity. 
What  |K)wer.  what  fon-e,  what  mighty  spi  11,  if  not 
Your  learned  hands,  can  loose  this  Gordian  knotl"* 

The  next  Quantify  aiA  Qualily  ppak^  In  prow,  (lien  listO' 
tiun  was  called  hy  \\hi  luunc 

Rivers,  ari."V;  whether  thou  be  the  son 
Of  utmost  Tweetl,  or  Oose,  or  gully  Dun, 
Or  Trent,  who,  like  some  earthliorn  giant  spread* 
His  thirty  arms  along  tlic  indented  meads ; 
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Or  BuHen  Mole,  that  nirinctli  underneath; 

Or  Sc\-cm  ewift,  guilty  of  maiden's  death; 

Or  rocky  Avon,  or  of  sedgy  Lee, 

Or  coaly  Time,  or  ancient  hallowed  Doc; 

Or  Ilumher  loud,  that  keeps  the  Scythian's  name; 

Or  Mtidway  smojth,  or  royal  towered  Thame. 

[Tliie  rest  was  prate.] 


ON  THE  MORNrNG  OP  CHRIST'S 
NATIVITY. 

COMPOSED   1G29. 

This  is  the  month,  and  this  the  happy  mom, 
Wherein  the  Son  of  Ilt-aven's  eternal  King, 
Of  weddwl  niai.l  and  virgin  mother  Iwm, 
Our  great  redemption  from  alK>ve  did  hring; 
For  BO  the  holy  sagcH  once  did  sing, 

That  he  our  deadly  forfeit  should  release. 
And  with  his  Father  wurk  us  a  peT|)etual  jieacc. 

That  glorious  form,  that  light  unsuflcrahle, 
And  that  far-l^eaming  hlnzc  of  majesty. 
Wherewith   he  worj  at  heaven's  high  council- 
table 
To  sit  the  midst  of  Trinal  Unity, 
He  laid  aside;  and,  here  with  us  to  be. 

Forsook  the  courts  of  everlasting  day. 
And  chose  with  us  a  darksome  housa  of  mortal 
clay. 

Say,  heavenly  Muse,  shall  not  thy  sacred  vein 

Afford  a  present  to  the  Infant  Godl 

Hast  thou  no  verse,  no  hynm,  or  solemn  strain, 

To  welcome  him  to  tliis  his  new  alxxle, 

Kow  while  the  Heaven,  by  the  sun's  team  untrod, 

Hath  took  no  print  of  the  approaching  light. 
And  all  tlie  spangled  host  keep  watch  in  squadrons 
bright  1 

Sec,  how  from  far,  upon  the  eastern  road 
The  star-led  wizards,  haste  with  odours  sweet ; 
O  run,  prevent  them  with  thy  humble  ode, 
And  lay  it  lowly  at  his  blessed  ftH?t: 
Have  thou  the  honour  fust  thy  Lord  to  greet, 

And  join  thy  voice  unto  the  angel  choir 
From  out  his  secret  altar,  touched  with  hallowed 
fire. 

THE  HTMN. 

It  WIS  the  winter  wild. 
While  the  Heaven-bom  child, 

All  meanly  wrapt,  in  the  rude  manger  lies; 
Nature,  in  awe  to  him. 
Had  doffed  her  gaudy  trim, 

With  her  great  Master  so  to  sympathize: 
I:  iKras  no  season  then  for  her 
I'o  wanton  with  the  sun,  her  lusty  paramour. 


Only  with  Bj)oeche8  fair 
She  woos  the  gentle  air 

To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  innocent  mow ^ 
And  on  her  naked  shame. 
Pollute  with  sinful  blame, 

The  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw; 
Confounded,  that  her  Maker's  eves 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformities 

But  he,  her  fears  to  cease, 

Sent  down  the  meek  eyed  Peace; 

She,  crowned  with  olive  green,  came  loftlj 
sliding 
Down  t1m)ugh  the  turning  sphere, 
His  n-ady  harbinger, 

AVith  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  diviJio^j 
And,  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand, 
She  strikes  an  universal  peace  through  ua  ani 
land. 

Nor  war,  or  battle's  sound 
Was  heard  the  world  around : 

The  idle  spear  and  shield  were  high  up  hung; 
The  hooked  chariot  stood. 
Unstained  with  hostile  blood; 

The  trum|>et  spake  not  to  the  armed  throng; 

And  kings  sut  still  with  awful  eye, 

As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovereign  Lord  wm 
by. 

But  peacx-ful  was  the  night, 
Wherein  the  Prince  of  liiiht 

His  reign  of  })eace  upon  the  earth  began : 
The  winds,  with  wonder  whist, 
Smoothly  the  waters  kist, 

Wliis[iering  new  joys  to  the  mild  ocean. 
Who  now  hath  quite  forgot  to  rave. 
While  birds  of  calm  sit  brooding  on  the  channel 
wave. 

The  stars,  with  deep  amaze, 
Stand  fixed  in  steadfast  gaze 

Bending  one  way  their  precious  influences 
And  will  not  take  their  flight, 
For  all  the  morning  light. 

Or  Lucifer  that  often  warned  them  thence; 
But  in  their  glimmering  orbs  did  glow, 
Until  their  Lord  himself  bespake,  and  bid  them  ga 

And,  though  the  shady  gloom 
Had  given  day  her  room, 

The  sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted  epeeili 
And  hid  his  head  for  shame, 
As  his  inferior  flame 

The  new  enlightened  world   no  more  ihoiild 
need; 
Ho  saw  a  greater  sun  appear 
Than  his  bright  throne,  or  burning  azlptree, 
bear. 
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he  shepherds  on  the  lawn, 

For  if  such  holy  song 

r  eVr  the  point  of  dawn, 

In  wrap  our  fancy  long, 

Sat  «inipljr  cliatting  in  a  rustic  row; 

Time  will  run  back,  and  fetch  the  ago  of  gold  > 

jU  little  thought  they  then, 

An<l  speckled  vanity 

hat  the  mighty  Pan 

Will  sicken  soon  and  die, 

Was  kindly  come  to  live  with  them  below; 

And  leprous  Sin  will  melt  from  earthly  mould; 

;rhap8  their  loves,  or  else  their  sheep, 

And  hell  itself  will  pass  away. 

^9M  aD  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so  busy 

And  leave  her  dolorous  mansions  to  the  peering 

keep. 

day. 

lien  such  music  sweet 

Yea,  Truth  and  Justice  then 

heir  hearts  and  cars  did  greet, 

Will  down  return  to  men. 

As  never  was  by  mortal  finger  strook ; 

Orbed  in  a  rainbow ;  and,  like  gbries  wearing, 

irinely  warbled  voice 

Mercy  will  sit  between. 

nswering  the  stringed  noise, 

Throned  in  celestial  sheen; 

As  all  their  souls  in  blieusful  rapture  took; 

With  radiant  feet  the  tissued  cbuds  down  steer> 

le  air,  such  pleasures  loath  to  lose. 

>ng; 

ith  thousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each  heaven- 

And Heaven,  as  at  some  festival,. 

ly  close. 

Will  open  wide  the  gates  of  her  high  palace  LalL 

tore  that  heard  such  sound. 

But  wisest  Fate  says  no. 

Death  the  hollow  round 

This  must  not  yet  be  so. 

.)f  Cynthia's  seat,  the  airy  region  thrilling. 

The  babe  yet  lies  in  snuling  infancy, 

m  was  almost  won 

That  on  the  bitter  cross 

think  her  part  was  done. 

Must  redeem  our  loss: 

find  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last  fulfilling; 

So  both  himself  and  us  to  glorify: 

r  knew  such  harmony  alono 

Yet  first  to  thost;  ycliained  in  sleep, 

uU  hold  all  Heaven  and  earth  in  happier  union. 

The  wakeful  trump  of  doom  must  thunder  thxcugh 

the  deep  I 

last  sarrounds  their  nght 

globe  of  drcular  light 

With  such  a  horrid  dang 

lal  with  long  beams  the  shamefaced  night  ar- 

As on  Mount  Sinai  rang. 

rayed; 

While  the  red  fire  and  smouldering  clouds  out« 

le  helmed  cherubim, 

brake : 

kd  swofded  seraphim. 

The  aged  earth  aghast. 

An  Men  in  glittering  ranks  with  wings  dis- 

With terror  of  that  blast. 

played; 

Shall  from  tlie  surface  to  the  centre  shake; 

■iping  in  loud  and  solemn  choir. 

When,  at  the  world's  last  session. 

Tth  nnexpiesaive  notes  to  Heaven's  new-bom 

The  dreadful  Judge  in  middle  air  shall  spread  hii 

Bar. 

throne 

ich  mosic  (as  Hb  said) 

And  then  at  last  our  bliss 

ifere  was  never  made, 

Full  and  perfc^  is, 

Bat  when  of  old  the  sons  of  morning  sung, 

But  now  ciegins ;  for  from  this  happy  day, 

hile  the  Creator  groat 

The  old  Dragon,  under  ground 

is  eoffurtellation  set, 

In  straiter  limits  bound, 

And  the  well  balanced  worid  on  hinges  hung; 

Not  half  so  far  casts  his  usurped  sway. 

wA  cast  the  dark  foundations  deep. 

And,  wroth  to  sec  his  kingdom  fail. 

ad  bid  the  weltering  waves  their  oozy  channel 

Swindges  the  scaly  horror  of  his  folded  tail. 

keep. 

The  oracles  are  dumb, 

ng  out,  ye  crystal  spheres. 

No  voice  or  hideous  hum 

ice  UesB  oar  human  ears, 

Runs  throu<rh  the  arched  roof  in  words  deceive 

[If  ye  have  power  to  touch  our  senses  so;) 

ing. 

id  let  your  silver  chime 

Apollo  from  his  shrine 

Dire  m  mrlodious  time, 

Can  no  more  divine, 

And  kt  the  base  of  Heaven's  deep  oigan  blow; 

With  hollow  shriek  the  steep  of  Delphos  leaving. 

al,  with  your  ninefold  harmony. 

No  nightly  trance,  or  breathed  spell, 

hkie  up  full  GOttoert  to  the  angelic  symphony. 

Inspires  the  pale-eyed  priest  from  the  prophetic  cdL 
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The  lonely  mountftins  oVr, 
And  the  rcsuunJing  shor^, 

A  voice  of  weeping  hounl  and  loud  lament: 
From  haunted  R(iring  and  dale, 
Eilged  with  i>oplar  pale, 

The  partin^r  Genius  \a  witli  sighing  sent; 
With  flower  inwovi-n  tn.*s.m**  torn 
The  nymphs  in  twilight  shudc  of  tangled  thicketn 
mourn. 

In  consecratotl  earth, 
And  on  the  holy  henrth, 

The  Lares,  ond  Leinu rrs.  mourn  with  midnight 
plaint; 
Tn  urns,  and  p.Itnrs  round, 
A  drear  ond  dvin:x  Bnund 

AflVights  the  FlaineuA  at  their  ser\ice  quaint; 
And  the  chill  marble  s(>nns  to  sweat, 
VTliile  each  x^^-'culiar  Power  fun*got»8  lii?»  wonted 
seat. 

Peor  and  Bnalim 
Foiwake  their  temple:*  dim, 

With  that  twice  battened  God  of  Palestine;* 
And  mooned  As!)tan>th, 
Heaven's  quetm  and  mother  botli, 

Now  sits  not  pirt  with  tapers'  holy  shine; 
The  Libvc  Hanmion  shrinks  his  horn, 
In  vain  the  Tynan  maids  their  wounded  Thum- 
muz  mourn. 

And  sullen  Moloch,  fled, 
Math  left  in  shadows  dread 

liis  burning  idol  all  of  blacJccst  hue; 
In  vain  with  cymbals'  ring 
Thcv  call  the  jTrislv  kinj, 

In  dismal  dance  nlnmt  the  furnace  blue: 
The  brutish  gods  of  Nile  as  fast, 
Ins,  and  Orus,  and  the  dog  Anubis  haste. 

Nor  is  Osiris  seen 

In  Memphian  grove  or  green, 

Trampling  the  unshowerod  gross  with  lowings 
loud: 
Nor  can  he  be  at  rest 
Within  his  sacred  chest; 

Naught  but  profoundrat  hell  can  bo  his  shroud; 
In  vain  with  timbrellcil  anthems  dark 
The  sablc-stolcd  sorcerers  bear  his  worshipped  ark. 

lie  feels  from  Judah's  land 
The  dreaded  Infant's  hand, 

The  rays  of  Bethlehem  blind  his  dusky  eyn; 
Nor  all  the  gods  l>eside 
liongcrdarc  abide. 

Not  Typlion  huge  ending  in  snaky  twine: 
0»ir  babe,  to  show  his  Gixlhcad  true, 
l^tin  in  his  swaddling  bands  control  the  damned  crew. 

"  That  twiee-hatterrtl  God  of  Ai/«rfne  ,-»»—DafiOi\  fl« ' 
■Mand  hy  9tasmio,  then  bj  the  url^or  God. 


So  when  the  sun  in  bc<I, 
Curtainetl  with  cloudy  red, 

Pillows  his  chin  ui>on  an  orient  wave. 
The  flocking  shadows  pale 
Troop  to  tlic  infernal  jiiil, 

Each  fettercil  ghost  »lips  to  his  icvenil  grave ; 
And  the  yrllow  skirted  fayes, 
Fly  uller  the  night-steeds,  leaving  their  moon-kn 
iiLize. 

Bnt  see,  tlip  Virijin  bli'st 
Hath  laid  her  Bal>e  to  re^t; 

Time  is  on  r  tedious  song  should  here  have  endxngj 
Heaven's  voun'yest  teemeil  star 
Ilaih  fiv«»d  In  r  polished  ear, 

Her  shaping  Lord  with  handmaid  lamp  attend* 
inu; 
And  all  alnnit  the  courtly  stable 
Bright  harnessed  angels  si:  in  order  icrviceablBL 


THE  PASSION. 
EKKwiiii.r.  of  nmsiic,  and  ethereal  mirth, 
Wherewith  the  stage  of  uir  and  earth  did  ring, 
And  joyous  news  of  heavenly  Infani'«  birth, 
My  muse  with  angels  did  divide  to  sing; 
But  hemllong  joy  is  eier  on  the  wing; 

In  wintry  solstice  like  the  shortened  light. 
Soon  swidlowed  up  in  dark  and  long  outliving  night 

For  now  to  sorrow  must  I  tune  my  song, 
And  evi  my  harp  to  noti^  of  saddest  wo. 
Which  on  our  dearest  Lord  did  seize  ere  long, 
Dangers,  and  snaro*,  and  wrongs,  and  wono  thaa 

Which  he  for  us  did  freely  undexgo : 

Most  jxTfect  Hero,  tried  in  heaviest  plight 
Of  labours  huge  and  hard,  too  hord  for  human  wighfl 

He,  sovereign  Priest,  Ftooping  his  regal  liead, 
That  dropt  with  inlorous  oil  down  his  fair  ejCM, 
Poor  fleshy  talnTnacle  entered, 
His  starry  front  low  rooft  beneath  the  skies : 
O  what  a  mask  was  there,  what  a  disguise : 

Yet  more;  the  stroke  of  death  he  must  ahidc^ 
Then  lies  him  meekly  down  iast  by  his  brathira^ 
fude. 

These  latest  scenes  confine  my  roving  Tone; 
I'o  tliis  horizim  is  my  Phoebus  bound : 
His  goilhke  acts,  and  his  temptations  firrce. 
And  former  suirerings  other  where  are  found; 
Loud  o'er  the  n'st  Cremona's  trump  doth  sound  ^ 

Me  softer  airs  iM'flt,  and  sotler  strings 
Of  lute,  or  viol  still,  more  a])t  for  nwurnful  thinfib 

Befriend  me,  Night,  l)e8t  patroness  of  grief; 
Over  the  jxilc  thy  tliickest  mantle  throw, 


*"Crfmona*i  tnimp  doth  «ot(ii<f,-"— enudblf   Is 
Chriutiad  of  Vida,  a  oalive  sf  Creniana. 
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Lnd  work  my  flattoretl  fancy  to  bcHpf, 
*hat  Heaven  and  Earth  are  coloured  with  my  wo: 
ly  sorrows  aro  too  dark  for  day  to  know : 
The  leaves  should  all  l)c  hhick  whereon  I  writCj 
jid  letterSjVherc  my  tears  have  washed,  a  wan- 
nish  white. 

ee,  see  the  chariot,  and  those  rushing  wheels, 

'hat  whirled  the  prophet  up  at  Chcbar  flood; 

ly  spirit  some  transporting  cherub  feels, 

'o  bear  mo  where  the  towers  of  Salem  stood, 

noc  gbrious  towers,  now  sunk  in  guiltless  blood ; 

There  doth  my  soul  in  holy  virion  sit, 

I  pensive  trance,  and  anguish,  and  ecstatic  fit. 


eye  hath  found  that  sud  sepulchral  rock 
bat  Viiui  the  casket  of  Heaven's  richotit  store, 
nil  herv  through  grief  my  feeble  hands  up  lock, 
A  on  the  softened  quarry  would  I  score 
y  plaining  verse  as  lively  as  before ; 
For  suns  so  well  instrucU'd  are  niy  tears, 

tliey  would  fitly  fall  in  ordered  characters. 


■  fhoald  I  thence,  hurried  on  viewless  wing, 
ike  up  a  weeping  on  the  mountains  wild, 
ie  gentle  neigh Iwurhfiod  of  i^hao  ami  spring 
'ouU  !«oon  unbosom  nil  their  echoes  mild, 
ad  I  (for  grief  is  easily  beguiled) 
Mi^ht  think  the  infection  of  my  si^rrows  loud 
ad  got  a  Ricc  of  mourners  on  some  pregnant  cloud. 

rUi  aubjea  the  Author  flniHng  to  be  above  the  yoora  he 
^  whe ".  he  witiie  It,  and  nutliiiig  ntufled  with  what  was 
pon^  left  ii  unflniriiwl 


ON  TIME.* 

■ 

-T,  envious  Time,  till  thou  run  out  thy  race ; 

hU  on  the  lazy  Icadcn-iaepping  hours, 

'^bose  speed  is  but  the  heavy  plummet's  pace ; 

nd  glut  thyself  with  what  thy  womb  devours, 

^hich  is  no  more  than  what  is  false  and  vain, 

od  mcnrly  mortal  dross ; 

>  little  is  our  loss, 

I  Ettlc  is  thy  gain ! 

IT  when  as  each  thing  bad  tliou  hnst  entombed, 

lid  lost  of  all  thy  greedy  self  consumed, 

ben  long  Eternity  tihail  greet  our  bliss 

'ithan  individual  kiss; 

i»I  joy  shall  overtake  us  as  a  flood, 

'ben  cvt  ry*  thing  that  is  sincerely  good 

ikl  perfectly  divine, 

ich  truth,  and  \icuccy  and  love,  shall  ever  shine 

-4Ui  tliC  supreme  thruno 

t.i'ii,  to  whi>se  happy  tiuiking  sight  alone 


When  once  our  heavenly  guided  souls  shall  climb; 
Then,  all  this  earthly  grossness  quit. 
Attired  with  stars,  we  shall  for  ever  sit. 
Triumphing  over  Death,  and  Chance,  ax:d  thee, 
O  Time. 


UPON  THE  CIRCUMCISION. 

Ye  flaming  powers,  and  winged  warrbrs  bright 
That  erst  with  music,  and  triumphant  song, 
First  heard  by  happy  watchful  shepherds'  car, 
So  sweetly  sung  your  joy  the  clouds  along 
Through  the  soft  silence  of  the  libtening  night; 
Now  mourn ;  and,  if  Ad  share  with  us  to  biuir 
Your  fiery  essence  can  distil  no  tear, 
j  Burn  in  your  sighs,  and  borrow 
Seas  wept  from  our  deep  sorrow: 
lie,  who  with  all  Heaven's  heraldry  whilcro 
Entered  the  world,  now  bleeds  to  give  ua  ease 
Alas,  how  fioon  our  sin 

Sure  doth  beifin 

His  infancy  to  seize ! 
O  more  exc<H.'ding  love,  or  law  more  just! 
Just  law  indeed,  but  more  exceedhig  love  I 
For  we,  by  rightful  doom  remediless, 
Were  lost  in  death,  till  he  that  dwelt  above 
High  throned  in  secret  bliss;  for  us  frail  dust 
iKmptied  his  glory,  even  to  nakedness, 
I  And  Uiat  great  covenant  wliicU  we  still  transgrcsi 
Entirely  satisfied; 
And  the  full  wrath  beside 
Of  vengeful  justice  liore  for  oui  excess; 
And  seals  ol)cdience  firbt,  with  wounding  smart| 
This  day;  but  O,  ere  long, 
Huge  pangs  and  strong 

Will  pierce  uK>rc  near  his  heart. 


bj  i»".'?c  pi*siii«  whiTP  nodiicff  pri'Tixetl,  nrnl  r>t>clrcum- 
sotfidircrt  t*  m  aurcrtnln  tlip  (hue  wltrn  tliey  Here  c«»m- 
id,  we  fnllour  the  onler  of  Miltufi'n  nwn  nliiioiiA.  An<l 
M*  *Jik  c^'py  of  rtne*.  it  ap|iean  fruiu  the  manuscript, 
itte  poet  had  written,  Tubent  on  a  clock<aat. 


AT  A  SOLEMN  MUSIC. 

Blest  pair  of  Syrens,  pl^dges  of  heavenly  joy, 

Spherc-l)orn  harmonious  sisters,  Voice  anu  VciM, 

Wed  your  divine  sounds,  and  mixed  jiower  empuy 

Dead  things  wilh  inbreathed  siwibc  able  to  picrcbj 

And  to  our  higli-raJHed  fantasy  prosiMii 

ThntundisturUfd  song  of  pure  conwmt, 

Aye  sung  bt^fore  the  8a[)phire  coloured  thronn 

To  him  tliut  sits  thereon, 

With  siiintiy  sliout,  and  solemn  jubilee; 

Where  the  bright  seraphim,  in  burning  row. 

Their  loud  uplifted  angel-trumiN-ts  hluvv; 

And  the  cherubic  host,  in  thousand  cnoirvi 

Touch  their  immortal  Imriw  of  gcildcn  wire^. 

With  those  just  spirits  that  wear  viL'turious  oajnii, 

Hymns  devout  and  holy  psalms, 

Singing  everlastingly : 

That  we  on  earth,  with  undis^'ording  voir*, 

May  rightly  answer  that  melodious  noiaa; 
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A>  once  we  dul,  till  dbproportionod  sin 

Jarred  agoinitNaurc's  chiinc,and  with  harah  diln 

Broke  the  (air  music  that  ail  creatures  made 

To  their  great  Lord,  whoso  love  their  motions 

swayed 
In  perfect  diapason,  whilst  thej  stood 
Jn  first  obedient^,  and  state  of  good. 
O  may  wc  soon  again  renew  that  song, 
And  keep  in  tunc  with  Heaven,  till  God  ere  long 
To  his  celestial  concert  us  unite, 
To  live  with  him,  and  sing  in  endless  mom  of 

light! 


AN  EPITAPH 

ON  THE  MARCHIONESS  OF  WINCnESTER. 

This  rich  marble  doth  inter 

The  honoured  wife  of  Winchester, 

A  viscount's  daughter,  an  earl's  heir, 

Besides  what  her  virtues  fair 

Added  to  her  noble  birth, 

More  than  she  could  own  from  earth. 

Summers  three  tiiues  eight  save  one 

She  had  told ;  alas !  too  soon. 

After  so  short  time  of  breath, 

To  house  with  darkncsA,  and  with  death. 

Yet  had  tlie  number  of  her  days 

Been  as  compli'tc  as  was  her  praise, 

Nature  and  Fate  had  had  no  strife, 

In  giving  limit  to  her  life. 

Her  high  birtli,  and  graces  sweet, 
tduickly  found  a  lover  meet ; 
The  Wrgin  chuir  for  her  request 
The  God  that  sits  at  marriage  feast ; 
He  at  their  invoking  came, 
But  with  a  scarce  well-lightod  flame: 
And  in  his  garland,  as  he  stood, 
Ve  mignt  tiiscrrn  a  cypn'ss  bud. 
Onco  Iiad  the  early  matrons  run 
To  greet  her  of  a  lovely  son, 
And  now  with  s(H:ond  ho(H!  she  goes. 
And  calls  Lucina  to  her  throes; 
But,  whothvr  by  mischance  or  blarao 
Atroix»  for  Lucina  came; 
And  with  remorseless  cruelty 
Spoiled  at  once  both  fruit  and  tree: 
The  hapless  balx*,  before  his  birth. 
Had  burial,  yet  not  laid  in  earth; 
And  the  languished  mother's  womb 
Was  not  long  a  living  tomb. 

So  have  I  seen  some  tender  slip, 
Saved  with  care  from  winter's  nip, 
Tue  pride  of  lu*r  carnation  train, 
Plucked  up  by  some  unheedy  swun. 
Who  only  tliouglitto  crop  the  flower 
r^ew  sliot  up  from  vrrnal  shower; 
But  the  f:iir  blossom  hani^s  the  head 
Sideways  as  on  a  dying  bed, 


And  those  pearls  of  dew  she  wears, 
Pro\'e  to  be  presaging  tears. 
Which  the  nd  mom  had  kl  fiJl 
On  her  hastening  funrnil. 

Grcntle  lady,  may  thy  grave 
Peace  and  quiet  ever  have; 
After  this  thy  travail  sore 
Sweet  rest  seize  thee  ever  more, 
That,  to  give  the  world  increase, 
Slioitened  hast  thy  own  life's  lease 
Here,  besides  the  sorrowing 
That  thy  noble  house  doth  bring, 
Here  lie  tears  of  perfect  moan 
Wept  for  thee  in  Helicon; 
And  some  flowers,  and  sonic  bays, 
For  thy  hearse,  to  strew  the  ways, 
Sent  tliee  from  the  banks  of  Came, 
Devoted  to  thy  virtuous  name ; 
Whilst  thou,  briglit  Saint,  highsit'st  in  gjkttj. 
Next  her,  much  like  to  thee  in  story, 
That  fair  Syrian  shepherdess, 
Who,  after  years  of  barrenness. 
The  highly  favoured  Joseph  bors 
To  him  that  served  for  her  before, 
And  at  her  next  birth,  much  like  thee^ 
Through  pangs  fled  to  felicity, 
Far  within  the  bosom  bright 
Of  blazing  Majesty  and  Light; 
There  with  thee,  new  welcome  Saint, 
Like  fortunes  may  her  soul  acquaint, 
With  thee  there  clad  in  radiant  sheen; 
No  marchioness,  but  now  a  queen. 


SONG  ON  MAY  MORNINU. 

Now  the  bright  morning-star,  day's  harbinger, 
Comes  dancing  from  the  east,  and  leads  with  her 
The  flowery  May,  wlio  from  her  grp^n  lap  throm 
The  yellow  cowslip,  and  the  pale  primrose. 
Hail,  bounteous  May,  that  doth  inspire 
Mirth,  and  youth,  and  warm  d(*sdre; 
Woods  and  groves  are  of  thy  dressing, 
Hill  and  dale  doth  lx>2Lst  thy  blessing. 
Thus  we  salute  thee  with  our  early  song, 
And  welcome  thee,  and  wish  thee  long. 


ON  SHAKSPEARE.    1630. 

WniT  needs  my  Shakspeare  for  his  honoimi 

bones, 
The  labour  of  an  age  in  piled  stones? 
Or  that  his  hallowed  relics  should  bo  liid 
Under  a  star-yj>ointing  pyramid! 
Dear  son  of  memorvf  grt»at  heir  of  fame. 
What  nninrst  thou  Kurh  weak  witness  of  thy  naint* 
Thou  in  our  wondrr  and  nslonishment 
Ha«t  built  thyself  a  live-long  monument. 
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For  whilst,  to  the  shame  of  sIow>cndeavouring  art, 
Thy  easy  nnmberB  flow:  and  that  each  heart 
Hath  from  the  leaves  of  thy  unvalued  hook, 
Those  Delphic  lines  with  deep  impression  took; 
Then  thou,  our  fancy  of  itself  hereaving, 
Diist  make  us  marble  with  too  much  conceiving; 
And  so  sepulchred,  in  such  ()oinp  dost  lie, 
That  kings,  for  such  a  tomh,  would  wish  to  die. 


ON  THE  UNIVERSITY  CARRIER,      \ 

I 

Who  tiklcennd  In  the  time  of  his  vacancy,  being  forbid  to  go 
to  London,  by  reason  of  the  plague.  i 

HesE  lies  old  Hottson;  Death  has  broke  his  girt, 
And  here,  alns!  hath  laid  him  in  the  dirt; 
Or  eUe  the  ways  being  foul,  twenty  to  one, 
Hc*s  here  stuck  in  a  slough,  and  ovfrthrown. 
rTwas  such  a  shiller,  that,  if  truth  wore  known, 
0eath  waB  half  gind  when  he  had  got  hitn  down; 
For  he  had,  any  time  these  ten  years  full. 
Dodged  with  him,  betwixt  Cambridge  and  The 

Bull. 
And  surely  Death  could  never  have  prevailinl. 
Had  not  his  weekly  course  of  carriage  failed ; 
But  lately  finding  him  so  lon£[  at  home, 
Aufl  thinking  now  his  journey's  end  was  come, 
And  that  hn  had  ta'cn  up  his  latest  inn. 
In  the  kinti  office  of  a  chamlierlain 
Showed  him  his  room  where  he  must  lodge  that 

night, 
Palle<l  off  his  boots,  and  took  away  the  light : 
If  any  ask  for  him,  it  shqil  Iw  said, 
'  Holiwn  has  supped,  and 's  newly  ^one  to  bed.' 


ANOTHER  ON  THE  SAME. 

Hrre  Jieth  one,  who  did  most  truly  pnn-e 
That  he  could  never  die  while  he  couKl  move; 
So  hung  his  destiny,  never  to  rot, 
While  he  might  still  jog  on  ami  keep  his  trot, 
Alade  of  sphere-metal,  never  to  decay 
Cnlil  his  revolution  was  at  stay. 
Time  nuniU*rs  motion,  yet  (without  a  crime 
Gainst  old  truth)  motion  nufnlK»red  out  his  time; 
Jlnd,  like  an  engine  movetl  with  wljeel  and  weight, 
Hi*  principles  Ijeing- ceased,  he  ended  straight. 
flc9t.  that  gives  all  men  hfe,  gnve  him  his  death, 
And  too  much  breathing  put  him  out  of  bruuth; 
Nor  were  it  contradiction  to  affirm, 
Toi>  long  vacation  hastened  on  hU  ti'rm. 
Mf  relv  to  drive  tlie  lime  away  he  sicki'ned, 
FaintrJ,  and  diinl,  nor  would  witli  ulo  U^  q\iick-; 
eninJ;  [ 

■  Xav,'  quoth  he,  on  his  swooninjr  IhmI  o\it«tretch'd ; 
Mf  I  may'nt  c.irry.  sure  I'll  ne'er  Ih»  fetched, 
But  xow-',  thoush  the  cross  dm'tors  nil  stoiMJ  hearers, 
For  one  carrier  put  down  to  make  six  U'arers.' 


Ease  was  his  chief  disease;  and,  to  judge  right, 
He  died  for  heaviness  that  his  cart  went  Hiiht: 
His  leisure  told  him  that  his  time  was  come, 
And  lack  of  load  made  his  life  bunlensome, 
That  even  to  his  last  breath,  (there  be  that  say*t,3 
As  he  were  presstnl  to  death,  he  crieil,  more  weight; 
But,  had  his  doings  lasted  as  they  were, 
He  had  been  an  immortal  carrier. 
Obedient  to  the  moon  he  a\rcnt  his  date 
In  course  reciprocal,  and  had  his  fate 
Linked  to  the  mutual  flowing  of  the  seas. 
Yet  (strange  to  think)  his  train  was  his  increoM. 
His  letters  are  delivered  all  and  gone, 
Only  remains  this  superscription. 


L'ALLEGRO. 

Hence,  loathed  Melancholy, 
Of  Cerberus  and  blackest  Midnight  bom, 
In  Stygian  cave  forlorn, 
'Mongst  horrid  shajies,  and  shrieks,  and  sightg 
unholy ! 
Found  out  some  uncouth  cell. 
Where  brooding  Darkness  spreads  Ids  jealouf 
wings. 
And  the  nii;ht  raven  sin«;s ; 

O  Or 

There,   under  ebon  shades,   and   low-biowed 
rocks, 
As  ragged  as  thy  locks, 

In  dark  Cinnnerian  desert  ever  dwell. 
But  come,  thou  goddess,  fair  and  free, 
In  Heaven  yclep'd  Euphrosyne, 
And  by  Men,  heart-easing  Mirth; 
Whom  lovely  Venus,  at  a  birth. 
With  two  sister  Gnices  more, 
To  ivy-crowned  Bacchus  bore : 
Or  whether  (as  some  sages  sing) 
The  frolic  wind,  that  breathes  the  spring. 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing, 
As  he  met  her  once  a  Maying ; 
There  on  beds  of  violets  blue, 
The  fresh-blown  roses  waslicd  in  dew, 
Fille<l  her  with  thee  a  dausrhter  fair, 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair. 

Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thet 
Jest,  and  youthful  Jollity, 
Clui|>s,  and  Cranks,  and  wanton  Wiles, 
Noils,  and  Becks,  and  wreathed  Smiles 
Surli  as  hang  on  Help's  cheek, 
Anil  love  to  live  in  dirn|)le  sleek; 
S|»ort  that  wrinkled  Cure  derides, 
Ami  La'ijihter  hoMing  Iwth  his  sides: 
Come,  atid  tri|)  it,  as  y«)U  go, 
( )n  the  light  fantastic  toe; 
And  in  thv  riiiht  hand  h*ad  with  thee, 
The  mountain  nymplj,  sweet  Lilwrty; 
And,  if  I  give  t!ie<'  honour  due. 
Mirth  admit  me  of  thv  crew 
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To  live  w  ith  her,  and  live  with  thcc, 

In  unroprovcd  ]»lc:i8urr:i  free; 

To  hear  tlu'  lark  lit'giii  his  fli;jht, 

And  »ingin<;  sturtlo  the  dull  night 

Fmni  his  watchtowor  in  the  skipB 

Till  the  dapplnd  dawn  doth  rice ; 

Thnn  to  ronio,  in  spite  of  Borrow, 

And  at  my  window  hid  good  morrow, 

Through  the  swoot  hrier,  or  the  vine, 

Or  the  twistnl  eglantine: 

While  the  cork,  whh  lively  din, 

Scatters  the  tv.ht  of  darkness  thin ; 

And  to  tlie  Ktirk,  or  the  Inirn  door, 

Stoutly  struts  his  dames  Ix'fore : 

Ofl  list'nirii;  how  tlie  hounds  and  horn 

Checrly  rtiuse  the  shiinlH'ring  morn, 

FnMu  the  side  of  H«)mc  hoar  hill, 

Thruiiuh  the  hiirh  wockI  eclioiuf;  shrill : 

SometirtiiMvalking,  not  unMM.Mi, 

By  hcilge-row  elms,  on  hillivks  green, 

Right  against  the  eastern  gate. 

Where  the  gnMt  sun  U'gius  his  state, 

JIoUmI  in  flauies,  and  amln^r  light, 

The  clouds  in  thniMaml  liveries  dight ; 

While  the  i>Iou;^hinan,  near  at  hand. 

Whistles  o'lT  the  furrowwl  land. 

And  the  milk  maid  siiigeth  hiithe, 

And  the  mower  whirls  his  scythe, 

And  every  sheplu»nl  tells  lii«*  talc 

Under  the  hawtliorn  in  the  dale. 

Straight  mine  eye  hath  cauglit  new  pleasures, 

Whilst  the  liinilseaiie  round  it  measures, 

Russet  lawns,  anil  fallows  gray. 

Where  the  nihMinj;  flocks  do  strav, 

IVIountaius.  on  whose  harren  hnrast 

The  lah'ring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 

IMeadows  trim  witii  d:iisies  pied, 

Shallow  hrooks.  and  rivers  wiilc: 

Towers  and  haltleiueiits  it  sees 

Bos()iii(d  high  in  lulled  Irei'S, 

Whew  iM^Hiajis  stjrne  Ijeauty  lies, 

The  cvnosure* of  miijhlMHiriiw  eves. 

Hard  hy  a  cott:igi'  cliiiiiiiey  smokes, 

Froiu  iK'twixt  two  iiijed  onks, 

Wlurc  Cory d. Ill  and  Thyrsis  met, 

Are  at  their  savoury  diuuer  set 

Of  herbs,  and  othi-r  n-uii!ry  messes,  ■ 

Wliirli  the  neal-li;iiidi-d  Phillis  dresses; 

And  then  in  haste  her  lH)'.vers!ie  leaves 

Witli  Thcst;.  li-*  V*  luoil  iIk'  sheaves: 

Or,  if  the  earli-.-r  simv.):i  li'.ul, 

To  t!ie  tanned  h:jy'*o:.'k  in  tlic  mead. 

SSometiiiK-s  with  siTun;  drli'jlit 

Tiie  upland  hainlits  will  in\ite, 

When  t!ie  merry  in  l!s  ririi;  round. 

And  the  Jocund  rehees  soinul 


To  many  a  youth,  and  many  a  maid, 

Dancing  in  the  chequered  shade; 

And  young  and  old  conic  forth  to  plaj 

On  a  sunshine  holy -day, 

Till  the  livelong  dityliglit  fail : 

Tlien  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale, 

With  stories  t<.ild  of  many  a  feat, 

How  fiiry  Mah  the  junkets  eat ; 

She  was  pinched,  and  pulled,  she  laid : 

And  he,  by  friar's  lantern  led. 

Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  sweat, 

To  earn  his  crcam-lwwl  duly  set. 

When  in  one  night,  ere  glim^ise  of  mom. 

Ills  shadowy  flail  hath  threshed  the  corn, 

That  ten  day-lalviurers  could  not  end ; 

Then  liim  hiiu  down  the  lubber  fiend. 

And,  stretched  out  all  the  chimney's  length, 

Basks  at  the  Are  his  hairy  strength ; 

And  cropful  out  of  doors  he  flings, 

Ere  the  first  cock  his  matin  rings. 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  b«l  they  creep, 

By  whispering  winds  soon  lulled  aaleep. 

Towered  cities  please  us  then, 

And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 

Where  throne's  of  kni>rhts  and  barons  bold 

In  wci^s  of  peace,  high  triumphs  hold, 

With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright  eyc« 

Rain  influence,  and  judge  the  prize 

Of  wit,  or  arms,  while  botli  contend 

To  win  her  grace,  whom  all  commend. 

There  let  Hymen  ofl  appear 

In  saffron  TM\yc,  with  tajH»r  clear, 

And  pomp,  and  feast,  and  revelry. 

With  mask,  and  antique  pageantry; 

Such  sights  <is  youthful  |)oets  dream, 

On  summer  eves  by  haunted  stream. 

Then  to  the  well  tnxl  stage  anon. 

If  Jousoirs  learned  SiH-k  1h'  on. 

Or  sweelfsl  Shakspeiire,  Fancy's  cliilit 

Warble  his  native  wwxl notes  wild. 

And  ever,  a£[iunst  eating  cares. 
Lap  me  in  soil  Lydiaii  airs, 
Married  to  immort<d  verse ; 
Sucli  us  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce, 
in  notes,  with  many  a  winding  l>out, 
Of  hnked  sweetness  long  drawn  out, 
With  wanton  heed  and  giddy  cunning, 
The  melting  \oieA'  tiirough  mazes  running 
Untwistinu  ail  the  chains  that  tie 
'i'he  hidden  soul  of  harmony; 
That  Orpheus'  st^lfmay  heave  hia  head 
From  golden  hIuuiIkt  on  a  Ud 
Of  hea|K'd  Klysian  (lowers,  and  I  ear 
Such  strains  as  \\ouid  have  won  the  car 

I  Of  riuto,  to  have  quite  si't  m*e 

I  His  hall-retfained  Eurvdice. 


"  "t'yixwirco/  nt'iililiounns  eyes.'' — ^The  pole  atar, 
OMtcaw  bear 


Ijj  :      Thi*S4.»  drli:x!its  if  lliou  canst  givn 
Mirth,  withtiiee  I  mean  to  Hvc: 
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IL  PENSEROSO. 

Hrxcb,  TMn  deluding  joys, 
The  brood  of  Folly  without  father  bred ! 

How  Httle  yoa  bested, 
Or  fill  the  fixed  mind  with  all  your  toys ! 

Dwell  in  some  idle  brain, 

And  fandea  fond  with  gaudy  shapes 

As  thick  and  numberless 

As  the  gay  motes  that  people  the  sunbeams; 

Of  likcst  hovering  dreams, 
The  fickle  pensioners  of  Morpheus'  train. 

But  hail,  thou  goddess,  sage  and  holy, 

Hail,  divincst  Melancholy ! 

Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 

To  hit  the  sense  of  human  sight. 

And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view 

O'eriaid  with  Wack,  staid  Wisdom's  hue; 

Black,  but  such  as  in  esteem 

Prince  Memnon's  sister  might  beseem. 

Or  that  starred  Ethiop  queen*  that  strove 

To  set  her  beauty  s  praise  above 

The  sea-nymphs,  and  their  powers  offended : 

Yet  thou  art  higher  far  descended: 

The  bright-haired  Ve«ta,  long  of  yoro, 

To  solitary  Saturn  bore ; 

Bis  daughter  she ;  (in  Saturn's  reign, 

Such  mixture  was  not  held  a  stain :) 

Oft  in  glimmering  bowers  and  glades 

He  met  her,  and  in  secret  shades 

CM"  woody  Ida*»  inmost  grove, 

Wlulst  yet  there  was  no  fear  of  Jove. 

Come,  pensive  nun,  devout  and  pure, 

Sober,  steadfast,  and  demure. 

All  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain, 

Flowinsr,  with  majestic  train. 

And  aable  stole  of  Cyprus  lawn. 

Over  thy  decent  shoulders  drawn. 

Come,  but  keep  thy  wonted  state, 

With  e^-en  step  and  musing  gait, 

And  looks  commercing  with  the  skies, 

Thy  wrapt  soul  sitting  in  thine  eyes; 

There,  held  in  holy  passion  still, 

FoHFct  thyself  to  marble,  till 

With  a  sad  leaden  downwanl  cast 

Thou  fix  them  on  the  earth  as  fast : 

And  join  with  thee  calm  Peace,  and  amct, 

Spare  Fa«t,  that  oft  with  gods  doth  diet. 

And  hears  the  Muses  in  a  ring 

Ave  round  about  Jove's  r.llar  sing: 

And  a<ld  to  these  retired  Leisure, 

That  in  trim  gardens  lakes  his  pleasure: 

Bat  first,  and  chiefest,  with  thee  bring. 

Him  thot  yon  soars  on  golden  wing, 

Giwitni^  the  fiery-wheeled  throne. 

The  cherub  Contemplation:  


•  »7TL«i  atarrtd  Ethiop  gueen"— Cawiope,   wife 


And  the  mute  Silence  hist  along, 

•Less  Philomel  will  deign  a  song, 

In  her  sweetest,  saddest  plight, 

Smoothing  the  rugged  brow  of  night. 

While  Cynthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke, 

Gently  o'er  the  accustomed  oak. 

Sweet  bird,  that  shunncst  the  noise  of  foUy, 

Most  musical,  most  melancholy ! 

Thee,  chantress,  oft,  tho  woods  among, 

I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song ; 

And,  missing  tlice,  I  walk  unseen 

On  the  dry  smooth-shaven  green, 

To  behold  the  wandering  moon, 

Riding  near  her  highest  noon. 

Like  one  tliat  h:\d  been  led  astray 

Through  the  Heaven's  wide  pathless  way; 

And  oft,  as  if  licr  head  she  bowed. 

Stooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 

Oft,  on  a  pint  of  rising  ground, 

I  hear  the  far-oft*  curfew  sound, 

Over  sonic  wide-watered  sliore. 

Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar. 

Or,  if  I  lie  air  will  not  j»ermit. 

Sonic  still  removed  place  will  fit, 

Wht^n'.  s^"^^"*"S  embers  through  tho  room 

Teach  li^^ht  to  counterfeit  a  gloom; 

Far  from  all  rewrt  of  mirth. 

Save  tho  cricket  on  the  hearth. 

Or  the  bclman's  drowsy  charm. 

To  bless  the  d«>ors  from  nightly  harm. 

Or  let  my  lamp  at  midnight  hour, 

Be  seen  in  some  high  lonely  tower. 

Where  I  might  oft  oulwatch  the  Bear, 

With  thrice-great  Hermes,  or  unsphcro 

The  spirit  of  Tlato,  to  unfold 

What  worids  or  what  vast  regions  hold 

The  immortnl  mind,  that  hath  forsook 

Her  mansion  in  this  fleshy  nook: 

And  o(  those  demons  that  are  found 

In  fire,  air,  floo<i,  or  under  ground. 

Whose  power  hath  a  true  consent 

With  planet,  or  with  element. 

Sometime  li?t  gorgeous  Tragedy 

In  sceptered  pall  come  flweei)ing  by, 

Presenting  Thrlies,  or  Peloiw'  line, 

Or  thetalo  of  Troy  divine; 

Or  wlint  (though  rare)  of  latter  age 

Ennoblfd  hath  the  buskined  stage. 

nut,  O  sad  Virgin,  that  thy  i^wer 
Might  raise  Musaus  from  his  Iwwer! 
Or  hid  the  souls  of  Orpheus  sing 
Such  notes,  as,  wari)led  to  the  string. 
Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek. 
And  made  hell  crant  what  love  did  seek! 
Or  call  up  him  lh:it  left  half-told 
Tho  story  of  Cambuscan  Iwld, 
^  OfCamball,  and  of  Algarsife, 
!  And  who  had  Canacc  to  wile, 
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Thai  9wnc(1  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass: 
And  »f  tho  womlruuD  horbc  of  hrass, 
On  ^hich  the  Tartar  king  did  ride: 
And  if  aught  else  great  hards  hcdido 
In  sago  and  solemn  tunes  have  sung, 
Of  turners,  and  of  trophies  hung, 
Of  forcfAMf  and  enchantments  drear. 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear. 

Thus,  night,  oft  see  me  in  thy  pale  carecri 
Till  civil-suited  morn  ap|)ear, 
Not  tricked  and  frounced  as  she  was  wont 
With  the  Attic  hoy  to  hunt, 
But  kercheft  in  a  comely  cloud, 
Wliile  rocking  winds  are  piping  loud, 
Or  ushered  with  a  shower  »till, 
When  the  gust  hath  blown  his  fill. 
Ending  on  the  rustling  leaver, 
With  minute  droiis  from  off  tho  eaves. 
And,  when  the  sun  In^gins  to  fling 
His  flaring  U^ama,  me,  GoilJesa,  bring, 
To  arched  walks  of  twihght  groves, 
And  sliadovvs  brown,  t!iut  Sylvan  loves. 
Of  pine,  or  monumental  oak. 
Where  the  rude  axe,  with  heaved  stroke, 
Was  njver  heard  the  Nymphs  to  daunt, 
Or  fright  them  from  their  hallowed  haunt. 
There  in  closn  covert  by  some  l)rook, 
Where  no  profuner  eye  may  look. 
Hide  me  from  day's  garish  eye ; 
Wlule  the  bee  with  honied  thi^ih. 
That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  sing 
And  the  wati'rs  munnurinrr, 
With  such  consort  as  they  keep, 
Entice  tlie  dewy-feathered  sleep ; 
And  let  some  stnmge  mysterious  dream 
Wave  at  his  wings  in  airy  btream 
Of  lively  portraiture  dis|)layod, 
Sofliy  on  my  eyelids  laid. 
And,  as  I  wake,  sweet  nnisic  breatin 
About,  above,  or  underneath, 
Sent  by  some  spirit  to  mortals  good. 
Or  the  unsi^en  genius  of  the  wood. 

But  let  my  due  ft>et  never  fail 
To  walk  the  studious  cloisters  pale, 
And  love  the  high  emlH)wed  roof. 
With  antic  pillars  massy  proof, 
A.nd  storied  windows  ricldy  dight. 
Casting  a  dim  religious  light : 
There  let  the  pealing  organ  Mow, 
To  the  full- voiced  choir  below, 
In  service  high,  and  anthems  dear, 
As  mny  with  sweetness,  throujirh  mine  ear, 
Dissolve  me  into  i*cstacies, 
Aud  'jriug  all  Heaven  licfore  mine  eyes. 

And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 
riiul  out  the  pcMceful  hermitage. 
The  hairy  gown  auil  mossy  cell. 
Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 


Of  every  star  that  heaven  dith  show 
And  ever)*  hc-h  that  »\\w  the  dew: 
Till  old  ex{K>nence  do  attain 
To  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

These  pleasures,  Melancholy,  gUfS^ 
And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  li\-e. 


ARCADES. 

Part  of  an  entrnalnmcni  pmented  to  the  OtmnltMM , 
of  Derftjf  at  IlareAcId,  by  funw  oMa  peraon*  of  liu  kunl 
I7 ;  wlio  apiicAf  oil  Uic  sccite  in  p»Fiural  riabu,  mavisf  » 
ward  iIm  scat  of  sutc,  with  this  aon& 

I.  BONO. 

Look,  nymphs  and  shepherds,  look, 
What  sudden  blaze  of  majesty 
Is  that  which  we  from  hence  descry, 
Too  divine  to  Iw  mistook: 

This,  this  is  she 
To  whom  our  vows  and  wishes  bend; 
Here  our  solemn  search  hath  end. 
Fame,  that,  her  high  worth  to  raise, 
Seemed  erst  so  lavish  and  profuse. 
We  may  just  now  acrusc 
Of  detraction  from  her  praise; 

Less  tlian  half  we  find  exprest, 

F.nvy  bid  A/iiceal  the  rest. 
Mark,  what  radiant  state  she  spreads^ 
In  circle  round  her  shinintr  throne, 
Shooting  her  lieams  like  silver  threads; 
This,  this  is  she  alone. 

Sitting  like  a  godd(*ss  bright. 

In  the  centre  of  her  lijrlit. 
Might  she  the  wise  Latona  be, 
Or  the  towered  C ybele, 
Mother  of  a  liun<lre<l  gods? 
Juno  dares  not  give  her  odds; 

Who  had  thouirlit  this  clime  had  held 

A  deity  so  un]iaralleled1 

As  they  cuiiie  forwunl,  the  Geniui  of  ihe  wood  appoan^  ud 

luriiiug  iuvvoaLi  ihciii,  ijjxaka. 

'Genius. 

Stay,  gentle  swains,  for,  though  in  this  disguue. 
I  see  bright  honour  sparkle  through  your  eyes; 
Of  famous  Ari'^idy  ye  are,  and  sprung 
Of  that  renowned  Hood,  so  often  sung, 
Divine  Alpheus,  who  by  secret  sluice 
Stole  under  seas  to  meet  his  Arethusc, 
And  ye,  the  breathing  rr>s<>s  of  the  wood, 
Fair  silver  buskined  nymphs,  as  great  an!  goud| 
I  know  this  quest  of  yours,  and  free  iiitenf, 
Was  all  in  honour  and  do^otiorl  meant 
To  the  great  mistress  of  yon  princely  shriiia 
Whom  witli  low  revrn-nee  I  adoup  as  mine; 
And,  with  all  hrlj)ful  ser\i»'.c  will  comply 
To  further  this  night's  glad  solemnity; 
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And  lead  ye  whcro  ye  may  more  near  behold 
What  shallow  searching  fame  hath  left  untold; 
VHuch  I  full  oft|  amidst  these  shades  alone, 
Have  lat  to  wonder  at,  and  gaze  upon: 
For  know,  by  lot  from  Jove,  I  am  the  power 
Of  this  fair  wood,  and  live  in  oaken  bower, 
To  nurse  the  saplings  tall,  and  curl  the  grove 
With  i^nglets  quaint,  and  wanton  windings  wove. 
And  all  my  plants  I  save  from  nightly  ill 
Of  noisome  winds,  and  blasting  vapours  chill: 
And  from  the  boughs  brush  off  the  evil  dew, 
And  heal  the  harms  of  thwarting  thunder  blue, 
Or  what  the  cross  dire  looking  planet  smites, 
Or  hurtful  worm  with  cankered  venom  bites. 
When  evening  gray  doth  rise,  I  fetch  my  round 
Over  the  mount,  and  all  this  hallowed  ground; 
And  early,  ere  the  odorous  breath  of  mom 
Awakes  the  slumbering  leaves,  or  tasselcd  horn 
Shakes  the  high  thicket,  haste  I  all  about, 
Number  my  ranks,  and  visit  every  sprout 
With  puissant  words,  and  murmurs  made  to  bless. 
But  else  in  deep  of  night,  when  drowsiness 
Hath  locked  up  mortal  sense,  then  listen  I 
To  the  celestial  Syren  s  harmony. 
That  sit  upon  the  nine  infolded  spheres. 
And  sing  to  tliose  that  hold  the  vital  shears. 
And  turn  the  adamantine  spindle  round. 
On  which  the  fute  of  gods  and  men  is  wound. 
Such  sweet  compulsion  doth  in  music  lie, 
To  lull  the  daughters  of  Necessity, 
And  keep  unsteady  Nature  to  her  law. 
And  the  low  world  in  measured  motion  draw 
AAcr  the  heavenly  tune,  which  none  can  hear 
Of  human  mould,  with  gross  unpurged  ear: 
And  yet  such  music  worthiest  were  to  blaze 
The  peerless  height  of  her  immortal  praise, 
Whose  lustre  leads  us,  and  for  her  most  fit, 
if  my  inferior  hand  or  voice  could  hit 
Inimitable  sounds :  yet,  as  we  go, 
Wbate'er  the  skill  of  lesser  gods  can  show, 
I  will  &Bsay,  her  worth  to  celebrate, 
And  so  attend  ye  toward  her  glittering  state; 
Where  ye  may  all,  that  are  of  noble  stem. 
Approach,  and  kiss  her  sacred  vesture's  hem. 

II.  BONO. 

O'er  the  smooth  enameled  green, 
Wbeie  no  print  of  step  hath  been 

Follow  inc,  as  I  sing 

And  touch  the  warbled  string. 
Under  the  shady  roof 
Of  branching  elm  star-proof. 

Follow  me: 
I  will  lirin);  you  where  she  sits, 
Cla/i  in  splendour  as  befits, 

Her  deity. 
Such  a  rural  queen 
AU  Arcadia  hath  not  seen. 


ill.   SONG. 

Nymphs  and  Shephenls,  dance  no  more 

By  sandy  Ladon's  lilied  banks: 
On  old  Lyceus,  or  Cyllcne  hoar, 

Trip  no  more  in  twilight  ranks; 
Though  Erymanth  your  loss  deplore, 

A  better  soil  shall  give  ye  thanks. 
From  the  stony  Msnalus 
Bring  your  flocks,  and  live  with  us; 
Here  ye  shall  have  greater  grace. 
To  ser\'e  the  lady  of  this  place. 
Though  Syrinx  your  Pan's  mistress  were, 
Yet  Syrinx  well  might  wait  on  her. 

Such  a  rural  queen 

All  Arcadia  hath  not  seen. 


LYCIDAS. 

In  this  monody  the  author  bewails  a  learned  Friend,  onfona 
naicljr  drowiicd  in  hb  passage  from  Chester  or.  the  IrTil 
seafl,  lti37,  and  by  occasion  foretells  the  ruin  of  our  ym 
rupted  clergy,  then  in  their  height. 

Ykt  once  more,  O  ye  laurels,  and  once  more 
Ye  myrtles  brown,  with  ivy  never  sere, 
I  come  to  pluck  your  berries  harsh  and  crude, 
And,  with  forced  fingers  rude, 
Shatter  your  leaves  "Hifore  the  mellowing  year; 
Bitter  constraint,  anii  sad  occasion  dear, 
Compi'ls  nic  to  disturb  your  season  due: 
For  Lycidas  is  dead,  dead  ere  his  prime. 
Young  Lycidas,  and  has  not  left  his  peer: 
Who  would  not  sing  for  Lycidas  1  he  knew 
Himself  to  sing,  and  build  the  lofty  rhyme. 
He  must  not  float  ui>on  his  watery  bier 
Unwept,  and  welter  to  the  parching  wind. 
Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear. 

Begin  then,  sisters  of  the  sacred  well. 
That  from  l)ene<itii  the  scat  of  jovc  doth  spring* 
Begin,  and  somewhat  loudly  sweep  the  string. 
Hence  with  denial  vain,  and  coy  excuse 
So  may  some  gentle  Muse* 
With  lucky  words  favour  my  destined  urn; 
And,  as  he  passes,  turn. 
And  bid  fair  peace  be  to  my  sable  shroud. 

For  we  were  nursed  upon  the  self-same  hill. 
Fed  the  same  flock  by  fountain,  shade,  and  rill 
Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawns  ap{>eared 
Under  the  openmg  eyelids  of  tlie  morn. 
We  drove  afield,  and  both  together  heard 
What  time  the  gray-fly  winds  her  sultry  horn. 
Battening  our  flocks  with  the  fresh  dews  of  nighL 
Oft  till  the  star  that  rose  at  evening  briglit. 
Toward  Heaven's  descent  had  slo()ed  liis  wcstoiw 
inir  wheel. 


*  "  <Sto  may  some  gentle  il/u«f!"— Muse  in  the  maandlM 
gender  here  ineuiid  Pool 
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Meanwhile  the  rural  ditties  were  not  mute, 
Tempered  to  the  oaten  flute;. 
Rough  Satyrrt  danced,  and  Fauna  with  cloven  heel 
From  the  glad  sound  would  not  he  absent  bng; 
And  old  Damoetas  loved  to  hear  our  song. 

But,  O  the  heavy  change,  now  thou  art  gone, 
Now  thou  art  gone,  and  never  must  return  1 
Thee,  shepherd,  thee  tlie  woods,  and  desert  caves 
With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o'ergrown, 
And  all  their  echoes  mourn: 
The  willows,  and  the  hazel  copses  green, 
Shall  now  no  more  he  seen 
Fanning  thoir  joyous  leavi^  to  thy  soft  lays, 
As  killing  as  the  canker  to  the  rose, 
Or  taint- worm  to  the  weanling  herds  that  graze, 
Or  frost  to  flowers  that  their  gay  wardrolw  wear, 
When  first  the  whitethorn  blows; 
Such,  LycidiiK,  t!iy  loss  to  shepherd's  ear. 

Where  were  ye,  nymj)hs,  when  the  remorseless 
deep 
Closed  ovc/  the  head  of  vour  loved  Lvcidasl 
For  neither  were  ye  ]ilaying  on  tlic  steep, 
Where  your  old  bards,  tlie  famous  Druids  lie, 
Nor  on  tlie  sha;rgy  top  of  Mona  high. 
Nor  yet  wliere  Dova  spreads  her  wizard  stream: 
Ah  me!  I  fondly  dn^am! 

Had  ye  been  there — for  what  rould  that  have  done? 
What  could  the  Muae  herself  tliat  Orpheus  bore. 
The  Muse  hers<*lf,  for  her  enchanting  son. 
Whom  universal  nature  did  lament, 
When,  by  the  rout  tint  made  the  hideous  roar, 
His  gory  visogi*  down  the  stream  w^as  sent, 
Down  the  swifl  Hebrus  to  the  Lesbian  shore  1 

Alas!  what  Innits  it  with  inr^ssant  care 
To  tend  the  homely  slighteil  shepherd's  trade, 
And  strictly  meilitate  the  thankless  Musel 
Were  it  not  Inciter  done,  as  otliers  use. 
To  sport  with  Amarylli.^  in  the  Hhade, 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Neara's  hair? 
Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear  sjiirit  doth  raise 
(That  lasJt  inflnnity  of  noble  mind) 
To  scorn  deli:rhts,  and  live  lalK>rious  da\*8: 
But  the  fair  g  jenlon,  when  we  hoiie  to  find, 
And  think  to  burst  out  into  sudden  binze, 
Comes  the  blind  Fury  witli  the  abliorred  shears. 
And  slits  the  thin-spun  life.  "  But  not  the  praise," 
Phoebus  replirtl,  and  touched  my  trembling  ears: 
"  Fame  is  no  plant  that  grows  on  mortal  soil, 
Nor  in  the  glistering  foil 
Set  olfto  the  world,  n(>r*in  broad  rumour  lies: 
But  lives  ami  spreads  aloft  by  those  pure  eyes. 
And  r*erfect  witness  of  all  jud'/mg  Jove; 
As  .le  pronouTices  lastly  on  each  deinl, 
Oi  ac  much  fame  in  Heaven  expect  thy  meed." 

O  luuntnin  Arethune,  and  thou  honoured  flood, 
Hnvx)th-sliding   Mincius,  crowned  with  vocal 

reccs. 
Thai  strain  I  heaid  was  of  a  higher  mood: 
But  now  mv  oat  proceeds. 


And  listens  to  the  herald  of  the  sea* 

That  came  in  Neptune*s  plea: 

He  asked  tho  waves,  and  asked  the  felon  winds, 

What  hard  mishap  hath  doomed  tliis  gentk  swain: 

And  questioned  every  gust  of  rugged  wingt. 

That  blows  from  oflfeach  beaked  pxomontoiy: 

They  know  not  of  his  story; 

And  sage  Hippotades  their  answer  bringn. 

That  not  a  blast  was  from  his  dungeon  strayed: 

The  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 

Sleek  Panopc  with  all  her  sisters  played. 

It  was  that  fatal  and  (lerfidious  bark, 

Built  in  the  eclii>se,  and  ri^ed  with  curacs  dark^ 

That  sunk  »>  low  that  sacred  head  of  thine. 

Next,  Camus,  reverend  sire,  went  footing  dow, 
His  mantle  hniry,  and  h»  bonnet  sedge. 
Inwrought  with  figures  dim,  and  on  the  edge 
Like  to  that  sanguine  flower  inscrilied  with  wo. 
'Ah!  who  hath  n>ft  (quoth  he)  my  dearest  pledgeT 
Lnst  cariie,  and  last  did  go, 
The  pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake; 
Two  mnssy  keys  ho  Ik)Pc  of  metals  twain, 
(The  golden  o[ies,  the  iron  shuts  amain,) 
He  shook  his  ntitrixl  lorks,  and  stern  licspake: 
"  How  well  could  I  have  spared  for  thee,  young 

swain. 
Enow  of  such  as  for  their  Iwllies*  sake 
Creep,  and  intrude,  nnd  climb  into  the  fold? 
Of  other  care  they  little  n'ckoning  make, 
Than  how  to  scramble  at  the  shearer's  feast, 
And  shove  away  the  worthy  bidden  guest: 
Blind  mouths!  that  scarce  themselves  know  how 

to  hold 
A  sheephook,  or  have  learned  aught  else  the  least 
That  to  the  fiiithful  herdtiman's  art  belongs! 
What  recks  it  them?  What  need  they  1  Theyaze 

sped; 
And,  when  they  list,  their  lean  and  flashy  songs 
Grate  on  their  scrannel  pijies  of  wretched  straw; 
The  hungry  shii'p  look  uj),  and  are  not  feil. 
But,  swollen  with  wind  and  the  rank  mist  the j 

draw, 
Rot  inwardly,  and  foul  contagion  spread: 
Besides  what  the  grim  wolf  with  privy  paw 
Daily  devours  aj)ace,  and  nothing  said: 
But  that  two-hanrh  d  enjrinet  at  the  door. 
Stands  ready  to  smite  once,  and  smile  no  more." 

Return,  Alpheus,  the  dread  voice  is  jmst, 
That  shrunk  thy  streams;  nturn,  Sicilian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hither  cast 
Their  Itclls,  and  flow'rets  of  a  thousand  hues. 
Ye  valleys  low,  where  the  miUI  whisjiers  use 
Of  shades,  and  wanton  windn,  and  ^.rushing  brooks, 
On  whose  fn*sh  lap  the  swiirt  star  '-ijan^ly  looks; 
Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  enameled  eyes. 
That  on  the  green  turf  suck  the  honied  shower, 

•  "Tlie  luTakl  of  ilie  $ca."-~'rriton. 

t  " Two-handed  eriglnj."— Ift«  axe  ofrefrnmaUon. 
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And  purpio  all  the  ground  with  vomal  flowers. 
Bring  the  rathe  primrose  that  forsaken  dies, 
The  tufted  crowtoe,  and  pale  jessamine, 
The  white  pink,  and  the  pansy  freaked  with  jet, 
The  gbwing  violet, 

The  mudkrose,  and  the  well  attired  woodbine, 
With  cowslips  wan  that  hang  the  pensive  head. 
And  every  flower  that  sad  embroidery  wears: 
Bid  amaranthua  all  his  beauty  shed. 
And  dalTodillies  fill' their  cups  with  tearf*, 
To  strew  the  laurcat  hearse  where  Lycid  lies. 
For,  so  to  interpose  a  little  ease. 
Let  our  frail  thoughts  dolly  with  false  surmise. 
Ah  me  1  Whilst  thee  the  shores  and  sounding  seas 
Wash  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurled, 
Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Where  thou  perhaps,  under  the  whelming  tide, 
Visit'st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world ; 
Or  whether  thou,  to  our  moist  vows  denied 
Sleep'st  by  the  fable  of  Bcllerus  old,* 
Where  the  great  vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  towurds  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hold; 
Look  homeward,  angel,  now,  and  molt  with  ruth : 
And,  O  ye  Dolphins,  waft  the  hapless  youth. 

Weep  no  more,  woful  shepherds,  weep  no  more, 
For  Lycidas  your  sorrow  is  not  dead, 
Sunk  though  he  be  beneath  the  watery  floor; 
So  sinks  the  day-star  in  the  ocean  bed, 
And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head, 
And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new  spangled  ore 
Fbmes  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky : 
So  Lycidas  sunk  low,  but  mounted  high. 
Through  the  dear  might  of  him  that  walked  the 


waves; 


Where,  other  groves  and  other  streams  along. 
With  nectar  pure  his  oozy  locks  he  laves. 
And  hears  the  uncxpressive  nuptial  song, 
In  the  blest  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  love, 
There  entertain  him  all  the  saints  above, 


*  ■*  7%g/able  of  Bellerus  o/d,"  Ac  The  Bellerion  pro- 
auuiiuiy  or  lAnd'i  end  in  Cornwall,  near  which  id  Mount  Sl 
MtiJiacl,  a  Idrtreai  on  a  rock,  named  from  a  supposed  vidoQ 
vafipaHcloo  of  8l  IDchaeL 


In  solemn  troops,  and  sweet  societies, 
Thatnng,  and,  singing,  in  their  glory  move, 
And  wipe  the  tears  forever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lycidas,  the  sliephcrds  weep  no  more; 
Henceforth  thou  art  the  genius  of  tlie  shore, 
In  thy  large  recompense,  and  shalt  be  go->d 
To  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  flood. 
Thus  sang  tlie  uncouth  swain  to  the  oaks  and 
rills. 
While  the  still  mom  went  out  with  sandals  giayj 
He  touched  the  tender  stops  of  various  quUls, 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay: 
And  now  the  sun  had  stretched  out  all  the  hills, 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay: 
At  last  he  rose,  and  twitched  his  mantle  blue; 
To-morrow  to  fresh  woods  and  pastures  new. 


ON    THE   NEW   FORCERS    OF   CON 
SCIENCE  UNDER  THE  LONG  PAR. 
LIAMENT. 

Because  you  have  throwTi  off  your  prelate  lord, 
And  with  stiff  vows  renounced  hb  liturgy, 
To  seize  the  widowed  whore  Plurality 
From  them  whose  tan  ye  envied,  not  abhorred; 

Dare  ye  for  tliis  abjure  the  civil  sword 
To  force  our  consciences  ihtd  Christ  set  free, 
And  ride  us  with  a  classic  liierarchy 
Taught  ye  by  mere  A.  S.  and  Rotheribrd  1 

Men,  whose  life,  learning,  faith,  and  pure  intent 
Would  have  been  held  in  high  esttfcm  with  Paul, 
Must  now  be  named  and  printed  heretics 

By  shallow  Edwards  and  Scotch  what  d'ye  call : 
But  we  do  hope  to  find  out  all  your  tricks. 
Your  i)lots  and  packing  worse  than  those  of 
Trent. 

That  so  the  parliament 

May  with  their  wholesome  and  preventive  shears, 

Clip  your  phylacteries,  though  bauk  vour  ears. 

And  succour  uur  just  fean 

When  they  shall  read  this  clearly  in  vour  charg««, 

New  Presbyter  is  but  old  Priest  wrU  large. 


Hta 
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TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

0  N'lGiiTiNGALR,  that  on  ynn  bloomy  Bpmy 
Warblebt  at  cvc,  when  all  the  woods  arc  still; 
Thou  with  fresh  ho|)e  the  lover^s  heart  (lout  iill, 
While  the  jolly  hours  lead  on  pro{iitious  May, 

Thy  liquid  notes  that  close  the  eye  of  day, 
First  heard  before  the  shallow  cuckoo's  bill, 
Portend  success  in  love;  O  if  Jove's  will 
Have  linked  that  ainumuH  {lowcrto  thy  soft  lay, 

Now  til  lely  sing,  ctv  tiie  rude  bird  of  hate 
Forelcll  my  hopeless  doom  in  some  gmve  nigh; 
A*  thou  from  year  to  year  haul  suiig  too  late 

For  my  relief,  yethad'st  no  reason  why: 
Whether  the  Muse,  or  Love  cull  thee  \m  mate, 
Both  them  I  serve,  and  of  their  tmin  am  I. 

ON    HIS    BEING    ARRIVED    TO    THE 
AGE  OF  TWKNTY-THRKE. 

How  soon  hath  Time,  the  subtle  thief  of  youth, 
Stolen  on  hi^  wing  my  three-and -twentieth  year! 
My  hasting  days  fly  on  with  full  career. 
But  my  late  spring  no  bud  nur  blottsom  showcth. 

PcrhaiM  my  semblanco  might  deceive  the  tmth, 
I'hi't  I  to  manhood  am  arrived  so  near; 
And  inward  riiieness  doth  much  less  appear, 
That  some  mori*  tinu^ly  happy  spirits  inducth. 

Yet  l)c  it  less  or  more,  or  soon  or  slow. 
It  shall  be  i»tillin  strictest  measure  even 
To  that  same  lot,  however  mean  or  high. 

Toward  which  time  leads  me,  and  the  will  of 
Heaven; 
All  is,  if  I  have  grace  to  use  it  so, 
As  ever  in  my  great  Ta«k maker's  eye. 


WHEN  THE  ASSAULT  WAS  INTEND- 
ED TO  THE  CITY. 
CiPTAiN,  or  colonel,  or  knight  in  arms, 

Whose  chance  on  these  defenceless  doors  may 

seize, 
If  deed  of  honour  did  thee  ever  please, 
Guard    them,    and  him  within  protect  from 
harms. 
He  can  requite  thee;  for  he  knov^*8  the  charms 
That  call  fame  on  such  gentle  acts  as  these. 
And  he  can  spread  thy  name  o'er  lands  and 

seas. 
Whatever  clime  the  sun's  bright  circle  warms. 
Lift  not  thy  spear  against  the  Muses'  bower: 
THc  great  Emathian  conqueror  bid  spare 
The  house  of  Pindarus,  when  temple  and  tower 
Went  to  the  ground :  and  the  reiieated  air 
Of  sad  Elect  ra's  jioct  had  the  power 
To  save  the  Athenian  walb  from  ruin  bare. 


TO  A  VIRTUOUS  YOUNG  LADY. 

Lady,  that  in  the  prime  of  earliest  youth 
Wisi>ly  hast  shunned  the  broad  way  and  tba 

green. 
And  with  those  few  art  eminently  seen, 
That  IalH>ur  up  the  hill  of  heavenly  truth, 
The  better  part  with  Mary  and  with  Ruth 
Choiten  thou  hast ;  and  they  thai  overwcen, 
And  at  thy  growing  virtues  fret  their  spleen, 
I     No  anger  find  in  thee,  but  piety  and  ruth. 
Thy  care  ist  fixed,  and  zc'alously  attends 

To  fdl  thy  odorous  lamp  with  deeds  of  light, 
And  \\Q\tc  that  reaps  not  shame.    Thereibre  bt 
sure 
Thou,  when  the  bridegroom  with  his   fcaatfoi 
friends 
Passes  to  bliss  at  the  mid  hour  of  night. 
Hast  gained  thy  entrance,  virgin  wise  and  pura. 


TO  THE  LADY  MARGARET  LEY. 

Daughter  to  that  good  earl,  once  president 
f  >f  England's  council  and  her  treasury, 
Who  lived  in  both,  unstained  with  gold  or  fe». 
And  left  them  lioth,  more  in  liimself  content, 

Till  sad  the  bn^aking  of  that  Parliament 
Broke  him,  as  that  dishonest  victory 
At  Chsronea,  fatal  to  lilx?rty. 
Killed  witii  rejiort  that  old  man  eloquent. 

Though  Inter  liorn  than  to  have  known  the  dajt 
Wherein  your  father  flouished,  yet  by  you, 
Madam,  methinksl  see  him  living  yet; 

So  well  your  wonls  his  noble  virtues  praise. 
That  all  both  judge  you  to  relate  tlicm  true. 
And  to  possess  them,  honoured  Margaret.        • 


ON  THE  DETRACTION  WHICH  FOL- 
LOWED UPON  MY  WRITING  CER- 
TAIN TREATISES. 

A  BOOK  was  writ  of  late  called  Tetrachordon, 

And  woven  close,  lK)tli  matter,  form,  and  style: 

The  subject  new:  it  walked  the  town  a  whUe, 

Numlwring  good  intellects;  now  seklom  pored 
on. 

Cries  the  stall-reader.  Bless  us!  what  a  word  on 
A  title  i>age  u$  this!  and  some  in  file 
Stand  Bfielling  false,  while  one  might  wilk  to 

Mile- 
End  Green.    Why  is  it  liardcr.  Sirs,  than  Gov> 
don, 
Colkitto,  or  Macdonnel,or  Galaspl 
Those  rugged  names  to  our  like  mouths  gnm 
sleek, 
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That  would  hare  made  duintilian  stare  and 

gasp, 
^y  ftg**.  like  oum,  O  bouI  of  Sir  John  Cheek, 
Hated  not  learning  worse  than  toad  or  asp, 
When  thou  taught'st   Cambridge,  and  King 

Edward  Greek. 


ON  THE  SAME. 

DID  but  prompt  the  age  to  quit  their  clogs 
By  the  known  rules  of  ancient  hberty, 
When  straight  a  barbarous  noise  environs  me 
or  owls  and  cuckoos,  asses,  apes,  and  dogs: 

M  when  those  hinds  that  were  transformed  to  frogs 
Railed  at  Latona's  twin-bom  progeny. 
Which  after  held  the  sun  and  moon  in  &e. 
But  this  is  got  by  casting  pearl  to  hogs; 

That  bawl  for  freedom  in  their  senseless  mood, 
And  still  revolt  when  truth  would  set  them  free. 
License  they  mean  when  they  cry  liberty; 

or  who  loves  that,  must  first  be  wise  and  good ; 
Bot  from  that  mark  how  far  they  rove  wo  see. 
For  all  this  waste  of  wealth,  and  loss  of  blood. 


TO  MR.  H.  LAWES, 

ON  THE  PUBLISHING  IIIS  AIRS. 

[iRST,  whose  tuneful  and  well  measured  song 
Fint  taught  our  English  music  how  to  span 
Words  with  just  note  and  accent  not  to  scan 
With  Midas'  ears,  committing  short  and  long ; 
'hy  worth  and  skill  eiempts  thee  from  the  throng, 
With  praise  enough  for  envy  to  look  wan; 
To  after  age  thou  shalt  be  writ  the  man. 
That  with  smooth  air  could'st  humour  best  our 

tongue, 
boa  hononr'st  Terse,  and  verse  must  lend  her 

wing 
To  honour  thee  the  priest  of  Phoebus' choir, 
That  tiin'st  their  happiest  lines  in  hymn,  or 

story, 
inte  shall  give  Fame  leave  to  set  thee  higher 
Than  his  Casella,  whom  he  wooed  to  sing 
Bid  in  the  milder  shades  of  purgatonr. 


ON  THE  RELIGIOUS  MEMORY 


CATHARINE    THOMSON,    MT    CHRISTIAN 
FHIEND,  DECEASED  16th  DECEMBER,  IG16. 

a£S  fiiith  and  bve,  which  parted  from  thee 

never, 
:£ad  ripened  thy  just  soul  to  dwell  with  God, 
deekly  thou  did'st  resign  the  earthy  load 
X  death,  called  life;  which  us  from  life  doth 

•ever. 
I J  works,  and  alms,  and  all  thy  good  endeavour 
Stayed  not  behind,  nor  in  the  grave  were  trod ; 


But,  as  Faith  pointed  with  her  golden  rod, 
Followed  the«  uj>  to  joy  and  bliss  for  ever. 

Love  led  them  on,  and  Faith,  who  knew  them  l>eat. 
Thy  handmaids,  clad  them  o'er  witli  puri)Ie 

beam 
And  azure  wings,  that  up  tliey  flew  so  drest, 

And  spake  the  truth  of  thoe  on  glorious  themes 
Before  the  Judge ;  who  thenceforth  bid  thee  rest, 
And  drink  thy  fill  of  pure  immortal  ?treanifl. 


TO  THE  LORD  GENERAL  FAIRFAX. 

Fairfax,  whose  name  in  arms  through  Euroii«i 
rings, 
Filling  each  mouth  with  envy  or  with  praise, 
And  all  her  jealous  moiiarchs  with  aniazo 
And  rumours  iouJ,  that  daunt  remotest  kings^ 

Thy  firm  unshaken  virtue  ever  brings 
Victory  home,  though  new  rebellions  raise 
Their  hydra  heads,  and  the  falue  north  displays 
Her  broken  league  to  imp  their  serpent  wings, 

O  yet  a  nobler  task  awaits  thy  hand, 
(For  what  can  war,  but  endless  war  still  breed?) 
Till  truth  and  right  from  violence  be  freed. 

And  public  faith  cleared  from  the  shameful  brand 
Of  public  fraud.     In  vain  doth  valour  bleed, 
Wliilc  avarice  and  rapine  sliaro  the  land. 


TO  THE  LORD  GENERAL  CROM- 

WELL. 

CRO^^WELL,our  chief  of  men,  who  through  a  cloud, 
Not  of  war  only,  but  detractions  rude. 
Guided  by  faith  and  matchless  fortitude. 
To  peace   and  truth  thy  glorious  way  hast 
plonghed, 
And  on  the  neck  of  crowned  Fortune  proud 
Hast  reared  God  s  trophies,  and  his  work  pui« 

sued. 
While  Darwen  stream,  with  bluod  of  Scots  im- 
brued, 
And  Dunbar  field,  resounds  thy  praises  loud. 
And  Worcester's  laureat  wrcath.     Yet  much  re- 
mains 
To  conquer  still ;  peace  hath  her  victories 
No  less  rcnowned  than  war:  new  foes  arise 
Threatening  to  bind  our  souls  with  secular  chains: 
Help  us  to  save  free  conscience  from  the  paw 
Of  hireling  wolves,  whose  Gospel  is  their  maw 


TO  SIR  HENRY  VANE. 

TUE  YOUNGER. 

Vane,  young  in  years,  but  in  sage  counsel  old, 
Than  whom  a  better  senator  i<e'er  held 
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The  liclxii  of  Runie,  wluii  gDwns,  not  arms  rc- 

IH'IIeJ 
TT.0  fierce  E|»irot  and  t!i«  Afri«-an  IwlJj 

Wli''tht'r  (o  tH'ltIc  ix-arc  or  ti>  unfuM 
The  drift  of  h</.luvv  »\alvti  hanl  to  Iw  spcIU*(li 
Then  tu  ud\lsi'  how  war  may,  U^^i  U]>!iflJ, 
Move  by  lier  two  main  n(T\i'K,  iron  and  gold, 

Id  all  hc-r  cquijia^je :  U'sidi  s  ti>  know 
Koth  Fjiirilual  {M)WL'r  and  civil,  what  eacli  mcan% 
What  sc'wrriracli,  thou  h.ust  karnod,  wliich  few 
have  doni; ; 

The  boundtt  of  either  sword  to  thee  we  owe: 
Therefore  on  tliy  lirni  iiand  Ueli^lun  K'aiid 
In  (jeacc,  and  reckons  tliee  her  eldest  son. 


ON  THE   LATE   MASSACRE   IN  PIE- 
MONT. 

AvKNor,  O  I-/>nl,  tliy  filaiij^litored  Faints,  whose 
honrn 
Lie  w:ittrrrd  on  tho  Alpine  ninuntHins  rnld; 
F.ven  them  who  kept  thy  triitli  so  pnn»  of  old, 


TO  MR.  LAWRENCE. 

LvwPEvrr,  of  virtnous  father,  virtuous  son, 
Now  that  the  fields  are  dank,  and  wava  arc  mire. 
Where  shall  we  sometimes  ruoet,  and  hy  llie  fixt 
lit  Ip  WHstc  a  Eullcn  day,  what  may  be  won 

Fnm  the  har«l  iw\isjtn  gaining  ]     Time  will  run 
On  pmont'.jir,  till  ravoniu?  rein<piro 
The  fruzen  earth,  and  clothe  in  fresh  attire 
The  lily  nnd  rose,  tlint  nrither  sowed  nor  spun. 

What  neat  repast  sliail  fea^t  us;  Kght  and  choice, 
r)f  Attic  tasti',  with  wine,  whence  \vr  may  nse 
To  liear  the  luti*  well  touched  or  artfiU  w'wc 

Warble  immortal  ncttes  and  Tuscan  air  ? 

lie  who  of  thiTsi"  dili^hts  can  judjje,  and  spaw 
To  inter|iose  tlieni  oH,  i»  not  unwise. 


TO  CYRIAC  SlvlNNER. 

Cykiac,  whose  frrand:*ire.  on  the  rnval  licr.ch 
Of  P»riti.sh  Themis,  with  no  moan  applause 
PronoimciHl.and  in  his  volunics  tau<rht,our  latn^ 
Whi«li  others  at  tlieir  Iwr  so  often  wrench; 
When  nil  our  fathers  wurshipiM-d  stwka  and  To-day  deep  thouirlit*  resolve  with  me  to  drench 


stones. 
Po*"et  n<»t :  in  thv  liook  reconl  their  groans 
Who  were  thy  shi-ep,  and  in  their  ancient  fold 
Slain  by  the  blixMly  PiiMiiuiitese  that  rolled 
Mother  with  infant  down  the  nn-ks.     Their 
moans 
The  vah's  redtmbli'd  ..i  the  hills,  and  they 
To  HiMven.    Their  martyntl  IiIimmI  and  ashes 

sow 
O'er  nil  the  Italian  firlds,  whiTe  still  doth  swav 
The  triple  tyrant ;  that  from  thes«?  may  Jirow 
A  hundred  fold,  who,  havinj;  learned  thy  way, 
Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  wo. 


ON  Ills  BLINDNESS. 

WiiRN  I  consider  how  my  life  is  spent 
Ere  half  my  days,  in  this  dark  world  and  wide. 
And  that  one  t:dent  which  is  death  to  hide, 
Lod;ri>d  with  me  useless,  though  my  soul  more 
bent 

T«»  sorve  therewith  my  Maker,  and  present 
My  true  account,  lest  he  returning, chide; 
Doth  God  cxaei  day-lal)Our,  light  denii*d  1 
I  fondly  aflk :  Hut  jKilience,  to  pre  vent 

That  murmur,  soon  replies,  Goil  doth  not  need 
Either  mans  work,  or  his  own  gifts;  who  best 
Bear  his  mihl  yoke,  they  serve  him  best;  his 
state 

'•  kiiiffiv :  thousands  at  his  bidding  speed, 
And  iK»st  o'er  land  nnd  ivean  without  rest; 


In  mirth,  that,  after,  no  repenting  draws; 
Let  l-^uelid  re.st,  and  An':hiniedes  pause. 
And  what  tlic  SwiMe  intends,  and  what  the 
Vrvuch 

To  measure  life  learn  thou  betimes,  and  know 
Toward  ^.)lid  gcKxl  what  li'ods  the  nramt  way* 
For  other  thiii;^  mild  Heaven  a  time  ordains, 

And  disapj»rovesthat  care,  though  wise  in  »how, 
That  with  fiuj»erl1innis  burden  loads  the  day 
And,  when  Goil  sends  a  cheerful  hour,  refrainib 


ON  Ills  DECEASED  WIFE.* 

MKTnouGiiT  I  saw  my  late  es|x)used  saint 
Brought  to  me,  like  Alcestis,  from  the  graxt^ 
Whom  Jove's  gn-at  son  to  her  glad  husband  gave, 
Rescued  fnmi  death  by  fttmv,  tho'  pale  and  faint 

^line,  ns  whom  waslul  from  spot  of  child -bod  taiul 
Purification  in  the'  old  Law  <lid  save, 
And  such,  as  yet  once  more  I  trust  to  have 
Full  sight  of  her  in  Heaven  without  restraint, 

Came  vested  all  in  white,  jmrc  as  her  mind : 
Her  face  was  veil'd ;  yet  to  my  fancied  sight 
Love,  sweetness,  gotxlness,  in  her  person  flliiii'd 

So  dear,  as  in  no  face  with  more  deli^^ht : 
But  O !  as  to  embrace  me  she  inelinVl, 
I  wak'd ;  she  fled ;  and  day  brought  back  my  ni^hl. 

*  Tliitinnnct  was  wriitcn  about  (ho  year  IGuCy  on  the  deaA 

nfliiii  flccoiul  wife,  C.ttluiri!i>\  the  daiighierof  CapuUn  Woodi 

crtf  k,  of  Hackney,  a  risiil  wrrartt.    She  itleil  In  rhild-hn!  of 

aUnughicr,  within  a  vfnr  after  ihcir  marriage.    MUiod  had 

They  oIk  ser^-e  who  only  itand  and  wait.         |  nuw  been  long  tutally  bliiHL 
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TO  CYRIAC  SKINNER. 

7tu AC,  these  three  yean'  day  these  eyes,  tho'  clear, 
To  ootward  iriew,  of  Uemish  or  of  spot, 
Bereft  of  light  their  seeing  have  foigot ; 
Nor  to  their  Idle  orbs  doth  sight  appear 

yt  son,  or  moon,  or  star,  throughout  the  year. 
Or  man,  or  woman.    Yet  I  argue  not 
Ag«itM^  Heaven's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 


Of  heart  or  hope ;  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 
Right  onward.  What  supports  me,  dost  thou  ask  1 
The  conscience,  friend,  to  have  lost  them  cnrm^ 

plied 
Tn  liberty's  defence,  my  noble  task, 
Of  which  all  Europe  rings  from  side  to  side. 
This  thought  might  lead  me  through  the  worlds 

vain  mask 
Content  though  blind,  had  I  no  better  guide. 


VtunnlutUmu. 


THE  FIFTH  OPE  OF  HORACE,  LIB.  I. 

PVbat  slender  youth,  bedew'd  with  liquid  odours, 
^oartm  thee  on  roses  in  some  pleasant  cave, 

Pyrrfaal  For  whom  bind'st  thou 

In  wreaths  thy  golden  hair, 
ndn  in  thy  neatnessl  O,  how  oft  shall  he 
)ii  fidth  and  changed  gods  complain,  and  seas 

Rough  with  black  winds  and  storms 

Unwonted  shall  admire ! 
Who  now  enjoys  thee  credulous,  all  gold. 
Who  always  vacant  always  amiable 

Hopes  thee,  of  flattering  gales 

UninindfuL    Hapless  they 
To  whom  thoa  untried  seem'st  fair !  Me,  in  my  vow*d 
^tetnxe,  the  sacred  wall  declares  to  have  hung 

My  dank  and  dropping  weeds 

To  the  ^tem  god  of  sea. 

FBOH  OEOFFRET  OF  MONMOUTH.* 

Kbdtce  thu»  addrtBtet  Diana  tn  tke  country  of 

Leooecia. 

kiDDEaB  of  shades,  and  huntress,  who  at  will 
Valk'<lofi  the  rolling  sphere8,and  through  the  deep; 
Ib  thy  third  reign,  the  earth,  look  now,  and  tcU 
Hiat  land,  what  seat  of  rest,  thou  bid'st  me  seek ; 
JThat  certain  seat,  where  I  may  worship  thee 
'or  ajfl^  with  temples  vow'd  and  virgin  quires. 

"%  whom,  »leeping  before  the  altar^  Diana  en- 
twera  in  a  Xfiaion,  the  tame  night. 


ftf  to  the  west,  in  the  ocean  wide, 
0jood  the  realm  of  Gaul,  a  land  there  lies, 
M.^ft  it  bes,  where  giants  dwelt  of  old ; 
'oir  void,  it  fits  thy  people :  thither  bond 
\j  ooojve;  there  shalt  thou  find  a  lasting  seat; 
liiere  to  thy  sons  another  Troy  shall  rise, 
j^  kings  be  bom  of  thee,  whose  dreadful  might 
hall  awe  the  worid,  and  conquer  nations  bold. 


* msL  BriL  L  zL  "Difa  poteiu  nemonim,"  Ac. 
13  R 


FROM  DANTE. 


Ah,  Constantinc,  of  how  much  ill  was  cause, 
Not  thy  conversion,  but  those  rich  domains 
That  the  first  wealthy  pope  receiv'd  of  thee. 


FROM  DANTE. 


Founded  in  chaste  and  humble  poverty, 
'Gainst  them  that  rais'd  thee  dost  thou  lift  thy  hon% 
Impudent  whoro,  where  hast  thou  placed  thy  hope  f 
In  thy  adulterers,  or  thy  ill-got  wealth  1 
AnoUier  Constantino  comes  not  in  haste. 


FROM  ARIOSTO. 

Then  passed  he  to  a  flowery  mountain  green, 
Which  once  smelt  sweet,  now  stinks  as  odiously 
Thi^  was  the  gift,  if  you  the  truth  will  have, 
That  Constantine  to  good  Sylvester  gave. 

FROM  HORACE. 

Whom  do  we  count  a  good  man  ?  Whom  but  ht 
Who  keeps  the  laws  and  statutes  of  the  senate, 
Who  judges  in  great  suits  and  controversies. 
Whose  witness  and  opinion  wins  the  cause  \ 
But  his  own  house,  and  the  whole  neighbourhood| 
Sees  his  foul  inside  through  his  whited  skin. 

from  EXTRIPIDE8. 

This  is  true  liberty,  when  freebom  men, 
Having  to'  advise  the  public,  may  speak  firee ; 
Which  he  who  can,  and  will,  deserves  high  praise . 
Who  neither  can,  nor  will,  may  hold  his  peace; 
What  can  be  juster  in  a  state  than  thu? 

from  HORACE. 


-Laughing  to  teach  the  truth, 


What  hinders  1    As  some  teachers  give  to  boys 
Junkets  and  knacks,  that  they  may  learn  apara. 


FROM  HORACE. 


Joking  decides  great  things. 


Stronger  and  better  oft  than  earnest  can 


MILTOITS  WORKS. 


PROM  SOPHOCLES. 


Tis  Tou  that  saj  it,  not  I.    You  do  the  deeds, 
And  youf  ungodly  deeds  find  me  the  words. 


FROM  SENECA. 


-There  can  be  slain 


No  sacrifice  to  God  more  acceptable^ 
Than  an  unjust  and  wicked  king. 

PSALM  I. 

Done  into  verje,  1653 

Blessed  is  the  man  who  hath  not  walked  astny 
In  counsel  of  the  wicked,  and  i'  the  way 
Of  dnncrs  hath  not  stood,  and  in  the  seat 
Of  Hcorners  hath  not  sat:  but  in  the  great 
Jehova)i*s  law  is  ever  his  delight, 
And  in  his  law  he  studies  day  and  night 
He  shall  he  as  a  tree  which  planted  grows 
By  watery  streams,  and  in  his  season  knows 
To  yield  his  fruit,  and  Iiis  leaf  shall  not  fall, 
And  what  he  takes  in  hand  shall  prosper  all. 
Not  so  the  wicked,  but  as  chaff  which  fann'd 
The  iinnd  drives,  so  the  wicked  shall  not  stand 
In  judgment,  or  abide  their  trial  then. 
Nor  sinners  in  the  assembly  of  just  men. 
For  the  Lord  knows  the  upright  way  of  the  just, 
And  the  way  of  bad  men  to  ruin  must 

PSALM  II. 

Dont  Aug.  8, 1653.     TerzcUi, 

Why  do  the  Grentilcs  tumult,  and  the  Nations 
Muse  a  vain  thing,  the  kings  of  the  earth  upstand 
With  power,  and  princes  in  their  congregations 

Lay  deep  their  plots  together  through  each  land 
Against  the  Lord  and  his  Messiah  dear  1 
Let  us  break  off,  say  they,  by  strength  of  hand 

Their  bonds,  and  cast  from  us,  no  more  to  wear, 
Their  twisted  cords :  Ue,  who  in  heaven  doth 

dwell, 
Shall  laugh;  the  Lord  shall  scoff  them;  then, 
severe, 

Speak,  to  them  in  his  wrath,  and  in  his  fell 
And  fierce  ire  trouble  them ;  but  1,  saith  he, 
Anointed  have  my  King  (though  ye  rebel) 

On  Sion  my  holy  hill.    A  firm  decree 
I  will  declare:  The  Lord  to  me  hath  said, 
Thou  art  my  Son,  I  have  begotten  thee 

This  day;  ask  of  me,  and  the  grant  is  made; 
As  thy  possession  I  on  thee  bestow 
The  heathen ;  and,  as  thy  conquest  to  be  sway'd. 

Earth's  utmost  bounds:  them  shalt  thou  bring  full 
low 
With  iron  sceptre  bruised,  and  them  disperse 
Like  to  a  potter's  vessel  shivered  so. 

And  now  be  wise  at  length, ye  kings  averse, 


Be  taught,  ye  judges  of  the  earth ;  with  feu 
Jehovah  ser\'e,  and  let  your  joy  convene 

With  trembling ;  kiss  the  Son,  lest  he  appeir 
In  anger  and  ye  perish  in  the  way, 
If  once  his  wrath  take  fire,  like  fuel  ten, 

Happy  all  those  who  have  in  him  their  lUj. 

PSALM  III.    Aug,  9, 1663. 

When  hejledfrom  Abtatem. 

Lord,  how  many  are  my  foes! 
How  many  those, 
That  in  arms  against  me  rise. 
Many  are  they. 
That  of  my  life  distrustfully  thus  saj; 
No  help  for  him  in  God  there  lies. 

But  thou.  Lord,  art  my  shield,  my  gloiy 
Thee,  through  my  story, 
The  eialter  of  my  head  1  count 
Aloud  I  cried 
Unto  Jehovah,  he  full  soon  replied, 
And  heard  me  firom  his  holy  mount 

I  lay  and  slept;  I  waked  again; 
For  my  sustain 
Was  the  Lord.    Of  many  minimmp 
The  populous  rout 
1  fear  not,  though,  encamping  round  aboul^ 
They  pitch  against  me  their  pavilions. 

Rise,  Lord ;  save  me,  my  God ;  for  thou 
Hast  smote,  ere  now 
On  the  cheek-bone  all  my  Ibei, 
Of  men  abhorred 
Hast  broke  the  teeth.    This  help  was  firom  I{M 
Lord; 
"Thy  blessing  on  thy  people  flows. 

PSALM  IV.    Au^.  10, 1653. 

Answer  me  when  I  call, 
Grod  of  my  righteousness; 
In  struts  and  in  distress. 
Thou  didst  me  disenthrall 
And  set  at  large ;  now  spare, 

Now  pity  me,  and  hear  my  earnest  pfmyer. 
Great  ones,  how  long  will  ye 
My  glory  have  in  scorn  1 
How  long  be  thus  forborne 
Still  to  bve  vanity  1 
To  love,  to  seek,  to  priae. 

Things  false  and  vain,  and  nothing  else  Imt  IIbsV 
Yet  know  the  Lord  hath  chose, 
Chose  to  himself  apart. 
The  good  and  meek  of  heart; 
(For  whom  to  choose  he  knows) 
Jehovah  from  on  high 

Will  hear  my  voice,  what  time  to  Um  I  cry. 
Be  awed,  and  do  not  nn; 


I 


TRANSLATIONS. 


Bftk  to  joar  hearts  alone, 
on  jour  bedi,  each  one^ 
id  ba  at  peace  within: 
er  the  oflSeringi  juat 
)f  righteousneaii,  and  in  Jehovah  trmL 
inj  there  be  that  aay, 
bo  jet  wiU  ahow  us  goodi 
[king  like  this  worid's  brood; 
:,  Loid,  thos  let  me  praj; 
OS  Eft  up  the  light, 

ili  up  the  favour  of  thy  countenance  bright 
>  mj  heart  more  joj 
H  gladness  thou  hast  put, 
»n  when  a  year  of  glut 
sir  stores  doth  over-doj, 
1  from  their  plenteous  grounds 
71th  vast  increase  their  com  and  wine  abounds, 
leaee  at  once  will  I 
li  lay  me  down  and  sleep; 
thou  alone  dost  keep 
Mfe  where'er  I  lie; 
in  a  rocky  cell 
n.  Lord  1  abne,  in  safety  makest  me  dwell 

PSALM  V.    ilii^.  12, 1G53. 

VTAal  to  my  words  give  ear, 
M  J  meditation  weigh ; 
he  voice  of  my  complaining  hear, 
King  and  God ;  for  unto  thee  I  pray. 
Iiovah !  thou  my  early  voice 
Shalt  in  the  morning  hear; 
Ili0  morning  I  to  thee  with  choice 
1  rank  my  prayers,  and  watch  till  thou  appear. 
m  thoa  art  not  aGod  that  takes 
In  wickedness  delight; 
rfl  with  thee  no  biding  makes; 
I  or  madmen  stand  not  within  thy  sight 

I  wockeri  of  iniquity 
Thou  hat*8t;  and  them  unblessed 
MKi  vrilt  destroy  that  speak  a  lie; 
Uoodj  and  guileful  man  God  doth  detest 

I I  vrifl,  in  thy  mercies  dear, 
rhj  numerous  mercies,  go 
Jito  ihj  house;  I,  in  thy  fear, 
toward  thy  holy  temple  worship  low. 
rd!  lead  me  in  thy  lighteousnesi^ 
Jcad  me,  because  of  those 
ai  do  observe  if  I  transgress; 
ij  wajs  right  before,  where  my  step  goes, 
r  in  his  fidtering  mouth  unstable, 
7o  word  is  firm  or  sooth, 
eir  inside,  troubles  miserable; 
pen  grave  their  throat,  their  tongue  they 

■MKlth. 

i!  find  them  guilty,  let  them  fidl 

Ij  their  uwn  counsek  quelled ; 

ih  them  in  their  rebellions  all 

m;  fer  against  thee  they  have  rebelled. 


Then  all,  who  trust  in  thee,  shall  bring 

Their  joy;  while  thou  from  Mame 
Defend'st  them,  they  shall  ever  sing 
And  shall  triumph  in  thee,  who  bve  thy  namei 
For  thou,  Jehovah !  wilt  be  found 

To  bless  the  just  man  still ; 
As  with  a  shield,  thoo  wilt  surround 
Him  vrith  thy  lasting  favour  and  good  wiH. 

PSALM  VI.    iluar.  13, 1653. 

Lord,  in  thine  anger  do  not  reprehend  me, 

Nor  in  thy  hot  displeasure  me  correct; 

Pity  me,  Lord,  for  I  am  much  deject. 

And  very  weak  and  faint;  heal  and  amend  ma: 

For  all  my  bones,  that  ev'n  with  anguish  ake, 

Are  troubled,  yea  my  soul  is  troubled  sore. 

And  thou,  O  Lord!  how  k)ng7  Turr,  Loni 

restore 

My  soul ;  O  save  me  for  thy  goodnesF*  sake! 

For  in  death  no  remembrance  is  of  thee; 

Who  in  the  grave  can  celebrate  thy  praise  1 

Wearied  I  am  with  sighing  out  my  days ; 

Nightly  my  couch  I  make  a  kind  of  sea; 

My  bed  I  water  with  my  tears;  mine  eye 

Through  grief  consumes,  i»  waxen  old  and  dark 

V  the  midst  of  all  mine  enemies  that  mark. 

Depart,  all  ye  that  work  iniquity. 

Depart  from  me ;  for  the  vok»  of  my  weeping 

The  Lord  hath  heard ;  the  Lord  hath  heard  mj 
prayer; 

My  supplication  with  acceptance  fair 
The  Lord  will  own,  and  have  me  in  hb  keeping. 
Mine  enemies  shall  all  be  blank,  and  dashed 

With  much  confusion;  then,  grown  red  with 
shame. 

They  shall  return  in  haste  the  way  they  cams, 
And  in  a  moment  shall  be  quite  abash'd. 

PSALM  VIL    ^v^.  14, 166a 

Upon  the  wonU  of  Cmh,  the  Benjamite,  agakui 

Aim. 

Lord,  my  God,  to  thee  I  fly; 
Save  me  and  secure  me  under 
Thy  protection,  while  I  cry; 
Lest,  as  the  lion,  (and  no  wonder,) 
He  haste  to  tear  my  soul  asunder, 
Tearing,  and  no  rescue  nigh. 

Lord,  my  God,  if  I  have  thought 
Or  done  this ;  if  wickedness 
Be  in  my  hands;  if  I  have  wroughl 
111  to  him  that  meant  me  peace* 
Or  to  him  have  rendered  less. 
And  not  freed  my  foe  for  nougnt; 


Let  the  enemy  punue  my  soul 
And  overtake  it;  let  him  tread 
My  life  down  to  the  earth,  and  roD 


1 


««€ 


AIILTOira  WORKS. 


In  tke  diut  my  glory  dead, 

In  tliii  dust ;  and,  there  outspread, 

Lodge  it  with  dishonour  ibul. 

Rise,  Jehovah !  in  thine  Lre, 
Rouse  thyiclf  amidst  the  rage 
Of  my  foes,  that  urge  like  fire; 
And  wake  fiyr  me,  their  fury  assuage; 
Judgment  here  thou  didst  engage 
And  command,  which  I  desire. 

60  the  anscmblics  of  each  nation 
Will  surround  thee,  seeking  right: 
Thence  to  thy  glorious  habitation 
Return  on  high,  and  in  their  sight, 
Jehorah  judgeth  most  upright 
All  people  from  the  world's  foundation. 

Judge  mo,  Lord;  be  judge  in  thb 
According  to  my  righteousness, 
And  the  innocence  which  is 
Upon  me :  cause  at  length  to  cease 
Of  evil  men  the  wickedness, 
And  their  power  that  do  amiss. 

But  the  just  establish  fast. 

Since  thou  art  the  just  God  that  tries 

Hearts  and  reins.    On  God  is  cast 

My  defence,  and  in  him  lies. 

In  him  who,  both  just  and  wise, 

Saves  the  upright  of  heart  at  last 

God  is  a  just  judge  and  severe, 

And  God  ii  every  day  offended; 

If  the  unjust  will  not  forbear, 

His  sword  he  whets,  his  bow  hath  bended 

Already,  and  for  him  intended 

The  toob  of  death  that  wait  him  near. 

(His  arrows  purposely  made  he 
For  them  that  persecute:)  Behold 
Fie  travails  Mg  with  vanity ; 
Trouble  he  hath  conceived  cf  old. 
As  in  a  womb;  and  from  that  mould 
Hath  at  length  brought  forth  a  lie. 

lie  digged  a  pit,  and  delved  it  deep, 

And  fell  into  the  ])it  he  made; 

His  minchief,  that  due  course  doth  keep 

Turns  on  his  head ;  and  his  ill  trade 

Of  violence  will,  undclayed, 

Fall  on  his  crown  with  ruin  steep. 

Then  will  I  Jehovah's  praise 
According  to  his  jusUce  raise, 
And  sing  the  Name  and  Deity 
Of  Jehovah  the  Most  Highl 

PSALM  VIII.    Au/j-.  14, 1653. 

O  JEnoYAn,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 
And  glorious  is  thy  Name  through  all  the eaith! 


So  as  above  the  heavens  thy  praise  to  act 
Out  of  the  tender  mouths  of  latest  biitli. 

Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  thMi 
Hast  fbundrd  strength,  because  of  all  thy  fo 

To  stint  the  enemy,  and  slack  th'  avenger's  lir 
That  bends  his  rage  thy  Providence  t'  oppn 

When  I  behold  thy  heavens,  thy  fingen^  art, 
The  moon,  and  stars,  which  thou  so  bright  I 
set 

In  the  pure  firmament:  then  saith  my  heatt, 
O,  what  is  man  that  thou  leroemberast  yet, 

And  think'st  upon  him;  or  of  man  begot, 
That  him  thou  visit'st,  and  of  him  art  fbuni 

Scarce  to  be  loss  than  gods,  thou  mad*st  hk  U 
With  honour  and  with  state  thoa  baet  ! 
crowned. 

O'er  the  works  of  thy  hand  thou  mad*st  lum  L 
Thou  hast  put  all  under  his  lordly  feet ; 

All  fiocks,  and  herds,  by  thy  commanding  wa 
All  beasts  that  in  the  field  or  forest  meet; 

Fowl  of  the  heavens,  and  fish  that  through  the 
Sea-paths  in  shoals  do  slide,  and  Juow  no  des 

O  Jehovah,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 
And  glorious  is  thy  name  through  all  the  eK 


ilprt7,l&18.    J.M. 

Nine  of  the  Pinlms  done  Into  metre^  wherein  sl^  b«  wl 
In  a  diflerent  dmracter,  an  the  very  wovboT  Ihs  tsm  t 
laled  from  the  origlnaL 

PSALM  LXXX. 

1  Tiiou,  Shepherd,  that  dost  Israel  keep, 
Give  ear  in  time  of  need  g 
Who  leadcflt  like  a  fiock  of  sheep 
Thy  loved  Joseph's  seed; 

That  sitt^st  between  the  Cherubs  hrighif 
Between  their  tpingt  outspread  t 

Shine  forth,  and  from  thy  cloud  give  ligk 
And  on  our  foee  thy  dread. 


2  In  Epiiraim's  view  and  Benjamin*!, 

And  in  Manasse's  sight, 
Awake  thy  strength,  como,  and  6e 
7b  save  us  by  thy  might, 

3  Turn  us  again;  thy  grace  divine 

To  tit,  O  God,  vauehsafe  ; 
Cause  thou  thy  face  on  us  to  shine. 
And  then  we  shall  be  safe. 


4  Lord  God  of  Hosts!  how  long  wilt  thou. 
How  long  wilt  thou  declare 
Thy  smoking  wrath,  and  angry  brow 
Against  thy  people's  prayer  1 


TRANSLATIONS. 


t% 


5  Thou  feed'flt  them  with  the  biead  of  tetn; 
Thdr  bread  with  tears  they  eat; 
And  mak'at  them  largely  drink  the  lean 
WkercwUh  their  cheeka  are  loet 

I  A  itiiiii  thc:i  mak'st  us  and  a  freg 
To  every  neighbour  foe ; 
Among  themselves  they  laugh,  they  play. 
And  floats  at  us  they  throw. 

J  Return  us,  €md  thy  grace  divine, 
O  God  of  Hosts!  vouchntfe; 
Cause  thou  thy  face  on  us  to  shine, 
And  then  we  shall  be  safe. 

I  A  Tine  from  Egypt  thou  hast  brought, 
Thy  free  love  made  it  thine. 
And  dnir'at  out  nations,  proud  and  haught, 
To  plant  this  lovely  Tine. 

I  Thou  didst  prepare  for  it  a  place. 
And  toot  it  deep  and  fast. 
That  it  began  to  grow  apace, 
And  filled  the  Uuid  at  last, 

I  With  her  green  shade  that  covered  all, 
The  hills  were  over-spread  g 
Her  boogfas  as  high  ae  cedars  tall 
Advanced  their  Iqfly  head, 

[  Her  branches  on  the  teestem  side 
Down  to  the  sea  she  sent, 
Aind  upward  to  that  river  wide 
Hiet  other  branches  went, 

I  Why  hast  thou  laid  her  hedges  low, 
And  broken  down  her  fence, 
That  all  may  pluck  her,  as  tb^  go^ 
With  rudest  violence? 

I  The  tueked  boar  out  of  the  wood 
Up  turns  it  by  the  roots; 
Wild  beasts  there  browse,  and  make  their  food 
Ser  grapes  and  tender  shoots. 

[  Return  now,  God  of  Hosts!  look  down 
From  Heaven,  thy  seat  divine ; 
Behold  us,  but  without  a  frown, 
And  visit  this  thy  vine. 

»  Visit  this  vine,  which  thy  right  hand 
Haih  set,  and  planted  long, 
And  the  young  branch,  that  for  thyself 
Thoo  hast  made  firm  and  strong. 

>  But  now  it  is  consumed  with  fire, 
And  cut  with  axes  down; 
They  peri#h  at  thy  dreadful  ire. 
At  ihy  rebuke  and  frown. 

'  Upon  the  man  of  thy  right  hand 
LK  thy  good  hand  be  laid  / 
Upon  the  eon  of  man,  whom  thou 
Strong  ibr  thyself  hast  made. 


18  So  fhall  vye  not  go  back  firom  thee 

7b  ways  iff  sin  and  shame; 
Gluicken  us  thou;  then  gladly  we 
Shall  call  upon  thy  Name. 

19  Return  us,  and  thy  grace  divine. 

Lord  Qod  of  Hosts!  vouchs^ftf 
Cause  thou  thy  face  •  n  us  to  shine, 
And  then  we  shall  be  safe. 

PSALM  LXXXL 

1  To  God  our  strength  sing  loud,  and 

Sing  loud  to  God  our  King; 
To  Jacob's  God,  that  all  may  hear, 
Loud  acclamations  ring. 

2  Prepare  a  hymn,  prepare  a  song. 

The  timbrel  hither  bring; 
The  cheerful  psaltery  bring  along. 
And  harp  with  pleasant  string, 

3  Blow,  as  is  wont,  in  the  new  moon^ 

With  trumpets'  lofty  sound, 
The  appointed  time,  the  day  whereon 
Our  solemn  feast  comes  round, 

4  This  was  a  statuto  given  qfold, 

For  Israel  to  observe; 
A  law  of  Jacob's  Grod,  to  hold, 
Prom  whence  they  might  not  swerea 

5  This  is  a  testimony  ordained 

In  Joseph,  not  to  change; 
When  as  he  passed  through  Egypt  land^ 
The  tongue  1  heard  was  strange. 

6  From  burden,  and  from  slavish  toil^ 

I  set  his  shoulder  free: 
His  hands  from  pots,  and  miry  soil, 
Delivered  were  by  me, 

7  When  trouble  did  thee  sore  assail. 

On  me  then  didst  thou  call; 
And  I  to  tree  thee  did  not  fail. 
And  let  thee  out  of  thrall, 

I  answered  thee  in  thunder  deep, 
With  clouds  encompassed  round; 

I  tried  thee  at  the  water  steep. 
Of  Meriba  renowned, 

8  Hear,  O  my  people,  hearken  well  t 

I  testify  to  thee, 
Thou  ancient  stock  ^  Israel, 
If  you  wilt  list  to  me: 

9  Throughout  the  land  of  thy  abode 

No  alien  god  shall  be,  . 
Nor  shalt  thou  to  a  foreign  god 
In  honour  bend  thy  kneo. 


\ 
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10  I  am  Ihe  Loid  thy  God,  which  bioughl 

Tbee  out  of  Egyp^  land; 
Aak  large  amagh,  and  I,  batnighlg 
Will  f/ant  tbj  foil  demand. 

11  And  jet  my  people  would  not  Aeor, 

Aor  hearken  to  my  ▼(Nce; 
And  lerael,  whom  liaved  wo  dear^ 
Mialftfd  me  for  hb  choice. 

l*i  Then  did  I  leave  them  to  their  will, 
And  to  their  wandering  mind ; 
Their  own  oonceits  they  followed  itill, 
Their  own  devicea  blind. 

13  O,  that  my  people  would  60  viae, 

Th  terre  me  ail  their  daywt 
And  O,  that  brael  would  advite 
To  walk  my  righteouM  ways! 

14  Then  would  I  loon  bring  down  their  foei, 

Thai  now  oo  proudly  riget 
And  turn  my  band  against  all  thote^ 
That  are  their  enemies. 

15  Who  hate  the  Lord  should  then  he  fain 

To  bow  to  him  and  bend; 
But  ihey^  hit  people,  should  remain^ 
Their  time  i.hould  have  no  end. 

£  And  he  would  feed  ihemfiom  the  ahock 
With  flowei  of  finest  wheat, 
And  satisfy  them  from  the  rock 
With  honey  for  their  meat, 

PSALM  LXXXIl. 

1  God  in  great  assembly  stands 
OfkingM  and  lordly  atatesg 
Among  the  gods,  on  both  his  hands^ 
He  judges  and  debates. 

8  How  long  will  ye  pervert  the  right 
With  judgment  false  and  wrong, 
Favouring  the  wicked  by  your  mighty 
Who  thenee  grow  bold  and  otrong? 

8  Regard  the  weak  and  fatherless, 
Despatch  the  poor  man's  cause; 
And  raise  the  man  in  deep  distrea 
By  just  and  equal  laws. 

4  Defend  the  poor  and  deeolato, 

And  rescue  from  the  hands 

Of  wicked  mm  the  low  estate 

Of  him  thcU  help  demande. 

6  They  know  not,  nor  will  understand, 
In  darkness  tliey  walk  on; 
The  earth's  foundations  all  are  moved, 
And  out  of  order  gone. 


6  I  said  that  ye  were  gods;  yea,  all 

The  aons  of  God  Most  High; 

7  Bat  ye  shall  die  like  men,  and  fidl 

As  other  piinoes  die. 

8  Rise,  God;  judge  thoa  the  earth  m  m%k 

This  wielced  earth  ledress; 
For  thoa  ait  he  who  shall  bj  r^ht 
The  nations  all 


PSALM  LXXXnt 

1  Be  not  thou  silent  now  ai  length, 
O  God!  hold  not  thy  peace; 
Sit  thou  not  still;  O  God  of  slrvfi^A, 
Why  cry,  and  do  not  eeaee, 

S  For  k),  thy  furiouM  foes  now  swell. 
And  storm  outrageously; 
And  they  that  hate  thee,  proud  andftii^ 
Elxolt  their  heads  full  high. 

3  Against  thy  people  they  contrive 

Their  plots  and  counsels  deep; 
Them  to  ensnare  they  chiefly  strive 
Whom  thou  dost  hide  and  keep. 

4  Come,  let  us  cut  them  off,  ny  thej, 

Till  they  no  nation  be; 
That  Israers  name  for  ever  may 
Be  lost  in  memory. 

5  For  they  consult  with  all  their  nug ht^ 

And  all,  as  one  in  mind. 
Themselves  against  thee  they  unite, 
And  in  firm  union  bind. 

6  The  tents  of  Edom,  and  the  brood 

Of  teonful  Ishmael, 
Moab,  with  them  of  Hogar's  blood, 
That  in  the  detert  dwells 

7  Gtebal  and  Ammon  there  eonepire, 

And  hatful  Amalec, 
The  Philistines,  and  they  of  Tyre, 
Whooe  bounds  the  tea  doth  cheekg 

8  With  them  great  Ashur  also  banda^ 

And  doth  confirm  the  knot  t 
AU  these  have  lent  their  armed  hande 
To  aid  the  sons  of  Lot 

9  Do  to  them  as  to  Midian  bold, 

That  wasted  all  the  coast ; 
To  Sisera;  and,  as  is  told. 
Thou  diiCst  to  Jabin's  host^ 

10  ITAen,  at  the  brook  of  Kishon  o&i. 
They  were  repulsed  and  slain. 
At  Endor  quite  cut  off,  and  rolled 
As  dung  upon  the  plain. 


. —                 y                                  n 
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11  As  Zeb  and  Oreb  evil  sped, 

5  Happy,  whose  strengtn  in  thee  doth  liide^ 

So  let  their  prinoee  epeed; 

And  in  their  hearts  thy  ways  I 

As  Zebft  and  Zalmanna  bUd^ 

So  let  their  princes  blted. 

6  They  pass  through  Baca's  thirsty  vale, 

TiM  dry  und  bMrCn  g  rouiui  ; 

19  .FVr  thtjf  avMkt  their  pride  have  said. 

As  through  a  fruitful  watery  dale, 

B  J  light  now  shall  we  seize 

Where  springs  and  showers  abound. 

God's  honaei,  and  willnowinvtuU 

Their  itately  palaces. 

7  They  journey  on  from  strength  to  strength 

With  joy  and  gladsome  cheer, 

13  My  Godl  0  make  them  as  a  wheel, 

Till  all  before  our  God  at  length 

No  ^uiet  let  themjlndi 

In  Sion  do  appear. 

Giddy  and  reetUn  let  them  reel 

8  Lord  God  of  Hosts !  hear  now  my  prayei, 

Like  stubble  finom  the  wind. 

0  Jacob's  God !  give  ear : 

11  Asv^enan  o^eefwood  takes  fire, 

9  Thou  God,  our  shield,  look  on  the  fiict 

Which  en  a  eudden  atraye. 

Of  thy  anointed  dear. 

The  greedy  flame  runs  Iiigher  and  higher, 

Till  all  the  mountains  lilaze; 

10  For  one  day  in  thy  courts  to  be, 

b  better,  and  more  blessed, 

15  So  with  thy  whirlwind  them  pursue, 

Than  in  the  joys  of  vanity 

And  wiUi  thy  tempest  chase; 

A  thousand  days  at  best. 

And,  till  they  yiekl  thee  honour  due. 

Lonl!  fill  with  shame  their  face. 

I,  in  the  temple  of  my  Grod, 

Had  rather  keep  a  door. 

16  Ashamed  and  troubled,  let  them  be. 

Than  dwell  in  tents,  and  rich  abode. 

Troubled  and  shamed  forever; 

VV  ith  sinybr  evermore. 

Ever  confounded,  and  so  die 

With  shame,  and  ^ecape  it  never. 

11  For  God  the  Lord,  both  sun  and  shield, 

Gives  grace  and  glory  bright ; 

17  Then  shall  they  know  that  Thou,  whose  name 

No  good  from  them  shall  be  withheld,                    J 

Jehovah  is  alone, 

Whose  ways  are  just  and  right 

Art  the  Most  High,  and  TTiou  the  tame 

• 

O'er  all  the  earth  art  Onet 

12  Lord  God  of  Hosts!  that  reign' st  on  high 

That  man  is  truly  blessed, 

PSALM  LXXXIV! 

Who  only  on  thee  doth  rely, 

And  m  thee  only  rest 

1  How  bvely  are  thy  dwellings  fairl 

O  Lord  of  Hosts,  how  dear 
The  pleatant  tabernacles  are. 

PSALM  LXXXV. 

}§^itre  then  doet  dwell  »o  nearl 

1  Try  land  to  favour  graciously 

Thou  hast  not,  Lord,  been  slack; 

S  My  aool  doth  long,  and  almost  die, 

Thou  hast  from  hard  captivity 

Thy  courts,  O  Lord,  to  see; 

Returned  Jacob  back. 

My  heart  and  flesh  aloud  do  cry, 

O  living  God!  for  thee. 

3  The  iniquity  thou  did'st  forgive 

That  wrought  thy  people  wo;                            ^ 

3  There  ev'n  the  sparrow, /reerf/rowiirron^, 

And  all  their  sin,  that  did  thee  grieve^ 

Hath  found  a  house  of  re«/; 

Hast  hid  where  none  shall  know. 

The  swallow  there,  to  lay  her  young, 

Hath  built  her  brooding  nest ; 

3  Thine  anger  all  thou  had'st  removed, 

And  calmly  did'st  return 

Ev'n  by  thy  altars.  Lord  of  Hosts, 

From  thy  fierce  wrath,  which  we  had  pnr^ii 

Theyjlnd  their  tafe  abode  ; 

Far  worse  than  fire  to  bum. 

And  home  they Jty  from  round  the  eoaete^ 

Toward  thee,  my  King,  my  God! 

4  God  of  our  saving  health  and  peace  < 

Turn  us,  and  us  restore ; 

4  Happy,  who  in  thy  house  reside, 

Thine  indignation  cause  to  cease 

HThere  thee  they  ever  praise! 

Toward  us,  and  chide  no  more. 
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5  Wilt  thoa  be  angiy  without  end, 

For  ever  angry  thus  1 
Wilt  thoa  thy  frowning  ire  extend, 
From  age  to  age  on  uil 

6  Wilt  thou  not  turn  and  hear  our  vote, 

And  us  again  revive, 
That  80  thy  people  may  rejoice, 
By  thee  preaerved  alive  1 

7  Cause  ua  to  see  thy  goodness,  Lord, 

To  us  thy  mercy  show; 
Thy  saving  health  to  us  afford, 
And  life  in  tit  renetD. 

8  And  noWf  what  God  the  Lord  will  speak 

1  will  go  straight  and  hear, 
For  to  his  people  he  speaks  peace, 
And  to  his  saints yii//  dear. 

To  his  dear  saints  he  will  speak  peace; 

But  let  them  never  mora 
Return  to  folly,  but  survea*e 

7b  trespaaa  cu  btfore, 

9  Surely,  to  such  as  do  lum  fear 

Salvation  is  at  hand; 
And  glory  shall  ere  long  appear 
To  dwell  within  our  land. 

10  Mercy  and  truth,  that  long  were  misted, 

Now  Joj^ui/y  are  met; 
Sweet  Peace  and  Righteousness  have  kissed, 
And  hand  in  hand  are  aet 

11  Truth  from  the  earth,  like  to  ajhwer, 

Shall  bud  and  blossom  then; 
And  Justice,  from  her  heavenly  bower. 
Look  down  on  mortal  men, 

12  The  Lord  will  also  then  bestow 

Whatev<!r  thing  is  good; 
Our  land  shall  forth  in  plenty  throfw 
Her  fruits  to  be  our  food, 

13  Before  him  Righteousness  shall  go^ 

Hit  royal  harbinger , 
Then  will  become,  and  not  be  sk>w; 
His  footsteps  can  not  err. 

PSALM  LXXXVI. 

1  Tht  gracious  ear,  O  Lord !  incline, 
O  hear  me,  I  thee  prayi 
^€fr  I  am  poor,  and  almost  pine 
With  need,  and  sad  decay. 

M  Preserve  my  soul;  for  I  have  trod 
Thy  ways,  and  bve  the  just;     . 
Save  thou  thy  servant,  O  my  God  I 
Who  »HU  in  thee  doth  trust 


3  Pity  me,  Lord,  ibr  daQy  thee 

4  I  can ;  •O  make  rejoice 

Thy  servant's  soul ;  for,  Loid,  to  tliM 
I  lift  my  soul  and  toiee. 

5  For  thou  art  good,  thou,  Lord!  ait  ftmm 

To  pardon,  thou  to  all 
Art  fUli  of  mercy,  thou  aione 
To  them  that  on  thee  ealL 

6  Unto  my  supplication.  Lord, 

Give  ear,  and  to  the  cry 
Of  my  tTuessant  prayers  aflord 
Thy  healing  graciously. 


7  I,  in  the  day  of  my  distress. 
Will  call  on  thee/or  aidt 
For  thou  wilt  grant  me  free 
And  answer  what  I  prayed. 


8  Like  thee  among  the  gods  is  none, 

0  Lord ;  nor  any  works 

Of  all  thcU  other  gods  have  done 
Like  to  thy  glorious  works. 

9  The  nations  all  whom  thou  hast  made 

Shall  come,  and  all  shall  frame 
To  bow  them  low  before  thee.  Lord, 
And  glorify  thy  name. 

10  For  great  thou  art,  and  wonders  great 

By  thy  strong  hand  are  done; 
Thou,  in  thy  everlasting  seat, 
Remoinest  God  alone. 

11  Teach  me,  O  Lord,  thy  way  most  rigki 

1  in  thy  truth  will  bide ; 

To  fear  thy  name,  my  heart  unite, 
So  ehall  it  never  slide. 

12  Thee  will  I  praise,  O  Lord  my  Grodl 

TTtee  honour  and  adore 
With  my  whole  heart,  and  blaze  abroad 
Thy  Name  for  Evermore. 

13  For  great  thy  mercy  is  tow'rd  me, 

And  thou  hast  freed  my  soul, 
Even  from  the  lowest  hell  set  firee^ 
FVom  deepest  darkness  foul. 

14  O  God,  the  proud  against  me  rise, 

And  violent  men  are  met 
To  seek  my  life,  and  in  their  eyes 
No  fear  of  thee  have  set 

15  But  thou.  Lord,  art  the  God  most  ntSid, 

Readiest  thy  grace  to  sliow,  v 
Slow  to  be  angry,  and  art  styTd 
Most  merciful,  most  true. 
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6  O,  turn  to  me  thy  face  at  lengthy 
And  me  have  mercj  on; 
Unto  thy  eerrMit  give  thy  strength, 
And  save  thy  handmaid's  son. 

I  Some  sign  of  good  to  me  aflonl, 
And  let  my  foes  then  see. 
And  be  asham*d:  because  thou,  Lord, 
Dost  help  and  comfort  me. 

PSALM  LXXXVII. 

Amono  the  holy  mountains  high 

Is  hb  foundation  last; 
T%ere  ttaied  in  hi»  tanctuary^ 

Hia  temple  there  is  plae'd, 

Sion's  Jdir  gates  the  Lord  loves  more 

Than  all  the  dwellings  fair 
Of  Jacob's  land,  though  there  be  ttere^ 

And  all  within  hia  care. 

City  of  God,  most  glorious  things 

Of  thee  abroad  are  spoke; 
I  mention  Egypt,  where  proiui  kinge 

Did  our  forefathers  yoke: 

I  mention  Babcl  to  my  friends 

Philistia  full  of  scorn  ; 
And  Tyre  with  Ethiope'  utmost  ends, 

Lo  this  man  there  was  bom: 

But  twice  that  praise  shall  in  our  ear 

Be  said  of  Sion  last ; 
I*his  and  this  man  was  bom  in  her; 

High  Ood  shall  fix  her  fast 

rhe  Lord  shall  write  it  in  a  scroll 

That  ne'er  shall  be  ontwom, 
Wlien  he  the  nations  doth  enrol, 

That  this  man  there  was  bom. 

Soth  they  who  sing,  and  they  who  dance, 

With  sacred  songs  are  there  ; 
Ji  i\see  fresh  brooks,  and  sqfl  streams  glance, 

ilii<f  all  my  fountains  clear. 

PSALM  LXXXVIIL 

Lord  God!  that  dost  me  save  and  keep, 

All  day  to  thee  I  cry; 
And  an  night  long  before  thee  weep, 

Before  thee  prostrate  lie. 

Into  thy  presence  let  my  prayer 

Hllh  sighs  devout  ascend; 
And  to  my  cries,  that  ceaseless  are, 

Thine  ear  with  favour  bend. 

For,  cIoy*d  with  woes  and  trouble  sore. 

Surcharged  my  soul  doth  lie; 
My  life,  at  Death*s  uncheerfid  door, 

Unto  the  gmve  draws  nigh. 


4  Reckoned  I  am  vrith  them  that  pais 

Down  to  the  dismal  pit; 

I  am  a  man,  but  weak,  alas! 

And  for  that  name  unfit 

5  From  life  dischai^'d  and  parted  quite 

Among  the  dead  to  sleep; 
And  like  the  slain  in  bloody  Jlght, 
That  in  the  grave  lie  deep. 

Whom  thou  rememberest  no  more, 

Dost  never  more  regard, 
Them,  from  thy  hand  deliver'd  o'er, 

Death^s  hideous  house  hath  barred. 

6  Thou  in  the  lowest  pit  profound 

Hast  set  me  otf  forlorn, 
Where  thickest  darkness  hovers  round, 
In  horrid  deeps  to  mourn. 

m 

7  Thy  wrath,  from  which  no  sJulter  saves 

Full  sore  doth  press  on  me; 
Thou  break'st  upon  me  all  thy  waves, 
And  all  thy  waves  break  me. 

8  Thou  dost  my  friends  from  me  estrange, 

And  mak'st  me  odious. 
Me  to  them  odious,  for  they  change. 
And  I  hero  jjcnt  up  thus. 

9  Through  sorrow  and  affliction  great. 

Mine  eye  grows  dim  and  dead; 
Lord !  all  the  day  I  thee  entreat, 
My  hamls  to  thee  I  spread. 

10  Wilt  thou  do  wonders  on  the  dcadi 

Shall  the  dcccas'd  arise. 
And  praise  thee  from  their  loathsome  bvd^ 
IVUh  pale  and  hollow  eyes  ? 

11  Shall  thoy  thy  loving  kindness  tell. 

On  whom  the  grave  hath  hold  7 
Or  they,  who  in  perdition  dwell, 
Thy  faithfulness  unfold? 

12  In  darkness  can  thy  mighty  hand 

Or  wondrous  acts  be  known? 
Thy  justice  in  the  gloomy  land 
Of  dark  oblivion? 

13  But  I  to  thee,  O  Lord!  do  cry, 

Ereyet  my  life  be  spent; 
And  up  to  thee  my  prayer  doth  hie 
Each  mom,  and  thee  prevent 

14  Why  wilt  thou,  Lord,  my  soul  forsaku, 

And  hide  thy  face  from  me, 

15  That  am  already  bruis'd,  and  shake 

With  terror  sent  from  theel 

Bruis'd  and  afflicted,  and  so  low 

As  ready  to  exiurc; 
While  1  thy  terrors  undergo, 

Astonish'd  with  thine  ire. 
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16  Thy  fierou  wrath  over  me  doth  flow; 

Thy  threatcnings  cut  me  through: 

17  All  day  they  round  about  me  go^ 

Like  waves  they  me  punoe. 

18  Lover  and  friend  thou  haat  romov'd, 

And  eever'd  from  me  far: 
They  Jly  me  now  whom  I  have  lov'd^ 
And  as  in  darkneas  are. 

A  PARAPHRASE  ON  PSALM  CXIV. 

T%if  and  the  foUowing  Psalm  were  done  hy  the 
Author  atjyicen  years  old. 

When  the  blees'd  seed  of  Tenth's  faithful  son, 
After  king  UhI,  their  liberty  had  won ; 
And  past  from  Pharian  fields  to  Canaan  land, 
Led  by  the  strength  of  the  Ahnighty's  hand ; 
Jehovah's  wonders  were  in  Israel  shown, 
His  praise  and  glory  was  in  Israel  known: 
That  saw  the  troubled  Sea,  and  shivering  fled, 
And  sought  to  hide  his  froth-becurled  head 
Low  in  the  earth ;  Jordan's  clear  streams  recoil, 
As  a  faint  host  that  hath  receiv'd  the  foil. 
The  high  huge-bellied  mountains  skip,  like  rams 
Amongst  their  eWes;  the  little  hills,  like  lambs. 
Why  fled  the  ocean  1  and  whyskipt  the  mountains? 
Why  turned  Jordan  tow'rd  his  crystal  fountains  1 
Shake,  Earth ;  and  at  the  presence  be  aghast 
Of  him  that  ever  was,  and  aye  shall  last ; 
That  glassy  floods  from  rugged  rocks  can  crush. 
And  make  soft  rills  from  fiery  flint-stones  gush. 

PSALM  CXXXVL 

Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  he  is  kind ; 

For  his  mercies  aye  endure, 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 
Let  as  blaze  his  name  abroad, 
For  of  gods  he  is  the  Grod. 

For  his,  &c 
O,  let  us  hb  praises  tell. 
Who  doth  the  wrathful  tyrants  qneU, 

For  his,  &c 
Who  with  his  miracles,  doth  make 
Amazed  Heaven  and  Elarth  to  shake. 

For  his,  &c. 
Who,  by  his  wisdom,  did  create 
The  painted  heavens  so  full  of  state. 

For  his,  &c 
Wlio  did  the  solid  earth  ordain 
To  rise  abovo  the  wateiy  plain. 

For  his,  dec. 


Who,  by  his  all-commanding  might. 
Did  fill  the  new-made  work!  with  light 

For  his,  &c. 
A  nd  caused  the  golden-tressed  sun 
AU  tLe  da>  long  h\%  couir#i  to  runt 

For  his,  &c. 
The  homed  moon  to  shine  by  night| 
Amongst  her  spangled  sisters  biighl. 

For  his,  dec. 
He,  with  his  tUunder-dasping  hand. 
Smote  the  first-born  of  E^^t  land. 

For  his,  &c. 
And,  in  despite  of  Pharaoh  fell. 
He  brought  from  thence  his  Israel, 

For  his,  &e. 
The  ruddy  waves  he  deft  in  twain 
Of  the  Erythrsan  main. 

For  his.  &c 
The  floods  stood  still,  like  walls  of  gl 
While  the  Hebrew  bands  did  paes. 

For  his,  &c. 
But  full  soon  they  did  devour 
The  tawny  king  with  all  his  power. 

For  his,  &c. 
His  chosen  people  he  did  bless 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness. 

For  his,  doc 
In  bloody  battle  he  brought  down 
Kings  of  prowess  and  renown. 

For  his,  dx. 
He  foird  bold  Seon  and  his  host, 
That  rul'd  the  Amorrftan  coast. 

For  his,  dec. 
And  Iari;e-limb'd  Og  he  did  subdue^ 
With  all  his  over-hardy  crew. 

For  his,  &c. 
And,  to  his  servant  IsraSl, 
He  gave  their  land  therein  to  dwolL 

For  his,  dbc. 
He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Beheld  us  in  our  misery. 

For  his,  dec. 
And  freed  us  from  the  slaveiy 
Of  the  invading  enemy. 

For  his,  dec. 
All  living  creatures  he  doth  feed. 
And  with  full  hand  supplies  their 

For  his,  &c 
Let  us  therefore  warble  forth 
His  mighty  majesty  and  worth. 

For  his,  dx. 
That  his  mansion  hath  on  high 
Above  the  reach  of  mortal  eye. 

For  his  mercies  aye  endure, 

Ever  (aithful,  ever  sure. 
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Dr.  YoirNa'a  lather,  whoee  name  was  also  Ed- 
ward, waa  Fellow  of  Winchester  College,  Rector 
of  Upham  in  Hampshire,  and  in  the  latter  part  of 
his  liie,  Dean  of  Samm;  chaplain  to  'William  and 
Blaiy,  and  afterwards  to  qacen  Ann.  Jacoh  tells 
ns  that  the  latter,  when  Princess  Royal,  did  him 
the  honoar  to  stand  godmother  to  our  poet;  and 
that,  upon  her  ascending  the  throne,  he  waa  ap- 
pointed Ckrk  of  the  Closet  to  her  Majesty. 

It  does  not  appear  that  this  gentleman  distin- 
ginsbed  himself  in  the  Republic  of  Letters,  other- 
wise than  by  a  Latin  Visitation  Sermon,  preached 
in  1686,  and  by  two  volumes  of  Sermons,  printed 
in  1703,  and  which  he  dedicated  to  Lord  Bradford, 
through  whose  interest  he  probably  reccivcyl  some 
of  his  pzomotions.  The  Dean  died  at  Sarum  in 
1705,  aged  63;  after  a  very  short  illness,  as  appears 
by  the  exordium  of  Bishop  Burnet's  sermon  at  the 
Cathedral  on  the  following  Sanday.  "  Death  (said 
he)  has  been  of  late  walking  round  us,  and  making 
bmch  upon  us,  and  has  now  carried  away  the 
bead  of  this  body  with  a  stroke ;  so  that  he,  whom 
joa  saw  a  werk  ago  distributing  the  holy  mystc- 
pesi  is  now  laid  in  the  dust.  But  he  still  lives  in 
the  many  excellent  directions  he  has  left  us,  both 
bow  to  live  and  how  to  die." 

Our  author,  who  waa  an  only  son,  waa  bom  at 
tim  father's  rectory,  in  1G81,  and  received  the  first 
part  of  hb  education  (as  his  father  had  formerly 
done)  at  Winchester  College;  from  whence,  in  his 
nineteetith  year,  he  was  placed  on  the  foundation 
of  New  College,  Oxford;  whence  again,  on  the 
death  of  the  Warden  in  the  same  year,  he  was 
mnoved  to  Corpus  Christi.  In  1708,  Archbbhop 
Tcnniaon  nominated  him  to  a  law  fellowship  at 
AU  Souls,  where,  in  1744,  ho  took  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Civil  I^w,  and  five  years  afterward 
Uiat  of  Doctor. 

Between  the  aoquiution  of  these  academic  hon- 
onniy  Young  was  appointed  to  speak  the  Latin 
Oration  on  the  foundation  of  the  Codrington  Li- 
brary; which  he  afterwards  printed,  with  a  dedi- 
cation to  the  ladies  of  that  family,  in  English. 

In  this  part  of  his  life,  our  author  is  said  not 
to  have  been  that  ornament  to  virtue  and  religion 
wUch  he  afterwards  became.  This  is  easy  to  be 
•eooonted  for.  He  had  been  released  from  parental 
antliority  by  his  father's  death;  and  his  genius  and 
eumenatiaa  had  introduced  him  to  the  notice  of 
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the  witty  and  profligate  Duke  of  Whartm,*  and 
his  gay  companions,  by  whom  his  finances  nught 
be  improved,  but  not  his  morals.  This  is  the  pe* 
riod  at  which  Pope  is  said  to  have  told  Waiburton, 
our  young  author  had  "  much  genius  without  com- 
mon sense :"  and  it  shoald  seem  likewise  that  he 
possessed  a  zeal  for  religion  with  little  of  its  prao* 
tical  influence;  for,  with  all  his  gaiety  and  ambi- 
tion, he  was  an  advocate  for  Revelation  and  Chria- 
tianity.  Thus  when  Tindcl,  the  atheistical  philo- 
sopher, used  to  spend  much  of  hb  time  at  All 
Souls,  he  complained:  "  The  other  boys  I  can  al- 
ways answer,  because  I  know  whence  they  have 
their  arguments,  which  I  have  read  an  hundred 
times;  but  that  feUow  Young  is  continually  pca- 
tcring  me  with  something  of  his  own." 

This  apparent  inconsistency  is  rendered  the 
more  striking  from  the  different  kinds  of  composi- 
tion in  which,  at  this  period,  he  was  engaged:  vis. 
a  political  panegyric  on  the  new  Lord  Lansdowne, 
and  a  sacred  Poem  on  the  Last  Day,  which  was 
written  in  1710,  but  not  published  till  1713.  It 
was  dedicated  to  theClucen,  and  acknowledges  an 
obligation,  which  has  been  differently  understoodf 
either  as  referring  to  her  having  been  his  godmo- 
ther, or  his  patron ;  for  it  is  inferred  from  a  couplet 
of  Swift's,  that  Young  was  a  pensioned  advocate 
of  government : 


**  Whence  Gay  vras  banldied  In  diagnoe^ 
Where  Pope  will  never  dKiw  his  fiice, 
Where  Y—  muat  torture  hb  invention, 
To  flatter  luiavea,  or  lose  hie  pension." 

This,  however,  might  be  mere  report,  at  this  pe- 
riod, since  Swift  was  not  over-nice  in  his  authori- 
ties, and  notliing  is  more  common  than  to  suppose 
the  advocate,  and  the  flatterer  of  the  great,  an  hire* 
ling.  Flattery  seems  indeed  to  have  been  our  po- 
et's besetting  sin  through  life;  but  if  interest  was 
his  object,  he  must  have  been  frequently  disappoint- 
ed; and  to  those  disappointments  we  probably  owe 
some  of  his  best  reflections  on  human  life. 

Of  his  Last  Day,  (his  first  considerable  perform- 
ance) Dr.  Johnson  observes,  that  it  "  has  an  equa- 
bility and  propriety  which  he  afterwards  either 


*  At  the  Instigation  of  this  peer  he  waa  oooe  candidate  fx 
a  seat  in  Parliament,  but  without  suoceo^  and  (he  expencsi 
were  paid  by  Whaxton. 
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never  endeaToured  for,  or  never  attained.    Many  I  connexion  with  the  Duke  of  Wharton,  who  went 


paragraplis  are  noble,  and  few  are  mean;  yet  the 
whole  is  languid:  the  plan  is  too  much  extended, 
and  a  succession  of  images  divides  and  weakens 
the  general  conception.  But  the  great  reason  why 
the  reader  is  disappointed  is,  that  the  thought  of 
The  Last  Day  makes  every  man  more  than  poeti- 
cal, by  spreading  over  his  mind  a  general  obscurity 
of  sacred  horror,  that  oppresses  distinction  and 
disdains  expression."  The  subject  is  indeed  truly 
awful,  and  was  peculiarly  affecting  to  this  cele- 
irated  critic,  who  never  could,  without  trembling, 
meditate  upon  death,  or  the  eternal  world.    The 


thither  in  1717.  But  he  can  not  have  long  le- 
mained  there,  as  in  1719,  he  brought  out  bis  first 
tragedy  of  Busiris,  at  Druxy  Lane,  and  dedicated 
it  to  the  Duke  of  Newcastle.  Thu  tragedy  had 
been  written  some  years,  though  now  first  peribrm- 
ed ;  fur  it  is  to  our  author*s  credit,  that  many  of 
his  works  were  laid  by  him  a  considerable  time  be- 
fore they  were  offered  to  the  public.  Our  great 
dramatic  critic  pronounces  this  piece  "  too  far  r^ 
moved  from  known  life,"  to  affect  the  paMioni. 

His  next  performance  was  The  Revenge,  the  , 
the  dramatic  character  of  which  is  sufficiently  ae* 


poet's  theological  system,  moreover,  was  not,  at  certoincd  by  its  still  keeping  possesson  of  the  stage. 


least  when  he  wrote  this,  the  most  consistent  and 
evangelical:  I  mean  he  had  not  those  views  of  the 


The  hint  of  this  is  supposed  to  have  been  taken 
fromOthcUo;  "but the  reflections,  the  incidenti, 


By  tears  and  groon^  and  never-ceasing  care, 
*<  And  all  the  pious  vic^nce  of  prayer," 


Christian  atonement,  and  of  pardoning  grace,  which  and  the  diction,  are  original."  The  sucoess  of  thh 
give  such  a  glory  to  his  Night  Thoughts,  and  induced  him  to  attempt  another  tragedy,  which 
would  much  more  have  illumined  this  composition,  was  written  in  1721,  but  not  brought  upon  the 
All  the  preparation  he  seems  to  have  there  in  view, ;  stage  for  tliirty  years  afterwards;  and  then  with- 
out success,  as  we  shall  have  farther  occasion  to 
observe.  It  has  been  remarked,  that  all  his  plays 
conclude  with  suicide,*  and  I  much  fear  the  fire- 
to  fit  himself  for  the  Tribunal.  Moreover,  the  quent  introduction  of  this  unnatural  crime  upon 
project  of  future  misery  is  too  awful  for  poetic  en-  the  stage,  has  contributed  greatly  to  its  commiasioa. 
laigement,  and  makes  the  piece  too  terrible  to  be  |  We  have  passed  over  our  Author's  Paraphcaee 
read  with  pleasure  *,  while  the  attempt  to  particu- '  on  Part  of  the  Book  of  Job,  in  order  to  bring  hii 
larixe  the  solemnities  of  judgment,  lowers  their  dramatic  performances  together.  TheParapbnaa 
sublimity,  and  makes  some  parts  of  the  description,  has  been  well  received,  and  has  often  been  prinl- 
as  Dr.  Johnson  has  observed,  appear  mean,  and .  ed  with  his  Night  Tlioughts.  This  would  be  ail- 
even  bordering  on  burlesque.  This  poem,  how- !  mired,  perhaps,  as  much  as  any  of  his  works,  could 
ever,  was  well  received  upon  the  whole,  and  the  we  forget  the  original ;  but  there  is  such  a  dignifi- 
better  fur  being  written  by  a  layman,  and  it  was  ed  simplicity  even  in  our  prose  translation  of  the 
commended  by  the  ministry  and  their  party,  be-  poetic  parts  of  scripture,  that  we  can  seldom  bear 
cause  the  dedication  flattered  their  mistress  and  to  see  them  reduced  to  rhyme,  or  modem  measureib 


her  government — far  too  nmch,  indeed,  for  the  na- 
turo  of  the  subject. 


His  next,  and  one  of  his  best  performances,  ii 
entitled  The  Love  of  Fame  tlie  Universal  Pasdon, 


Dr.  YoungV  next  poem  was  entitled,  the  Force  in  seven  characteristic  Satires,  originally  publisb* 
of  Religion,  and  founded  on  the  deaths  of  Lady  ed  separately,  between  the  years  1735  and  17S8L 
Jane  Grey  and  her  husband.  "  It  is  written  with .  This,  according  to  Dr.  Johnson,  is  a  "  very  great 
elegance  enough,"  according  to  Dr.  Juhnson ;  but '  performance.  It  is  said  to  be  a  series  of  e|Mgnunt| 
was  "never  popular.-"  for  "  Jane  is  too  heroic  to  be '  and  if  it  be,  it  is  what  the  author  intended:  hii 
pitied."  The  dedication  of  this  piece  to  the  count-  endeavour  was  at  tlie  production  of  striking  dia- 
css  of  Salisbury  was  also  inexcuaahly  fulsome, .  Uchs,  and  pointed  sentences ;  and  his  distiche  have 
and,  I  think,  profane.  Indeed,  the  author  himself  |  the  weight  of  solid  sentiment,  and  his  points  the 
seems  afterwards  to  have  thought  so ;  for  when  ho  j  sharpness  of  resistless  truth.  His  characten  an 
•ollected  hb  smaller  pieces  into  volumes,  he  very  i  often  select^'  with  discernment,  and  drawn  with 
judiciously  suppressed  tliis  and  most  of  his  other  nicety;  liis  illustrations  are  often  happy,  and  hif 
dedications. 

In  some  part  of  his  life,  Young  certainly  went 
tj  Ireland,*  and  was  there  acquainted  with  the  ec- 
centrical Dean  Swift;  and  his  biographera  seem 
agrred,  that  this  was,  most  probably,  during  his 


*  From  hie  seventh  Satire  It  appeari  abo^  that  he  was  once 
Boroait,  probably  about  this  time,  and  aiw  a  field  of  battle  co- 
vered with  the  rialn;  and  it  la  affirmed  that  once,  with  a  das- 
■c  In  hb  hand,  he  wandered  Into  the  enemy's  encampment, 


reflections  often  just.  His  species  of  Satire  is  be* 
tween  those  of  Horace  and  Juvenal :  he  has  the 
gaiety  of  Horace  without  his  laxity  of  numben; 
and  the  morality  qf  Juvenal,  with  greater  Toriefy 
of  images."  Swift,  indeed,  has  pronounced  of 
these  Satires,  that  they  should  have  been  citheff 
"  more  merry,  or  more  severe :"  in  that  caee,  they 


*  Oar  author  seems  eariy  to  have  beenenamoued  whhihs 
Tragic  Muse,  and  with  the  charms  of  melancholy.  Dr.  W^ 
and  had  some  difficulty  toconrince  them,  that  he  was  only  an  ley  nlatea^  that,  when  at  Ozlocd,  he  woaUaomelUiMsahi  isf 
■ftaen/poei^aodnDtaapiik  |  hla  room,  and  suidy  by  a  fcunp  at  mid-day 
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1^1  irobably  have  caaght  the  popular  taste  more ; 
Cl  ^S:tf  doea  not  prove  thai  they  would  have  been 
ex*.  The  opinion  of  the  Duke  of  Grafton, 
'^"^r^i,  was  of  more  worth  than  all  the  opinions 
1&<5    wits,  if  it  be  true  as  rebted  by  Mr.  Spenoe, 

1  "^txim  grace  presented  the  author  with  two  thou- 
il  x^ounda.  "  Two  thousand  pounds  for  a  po- 
t**  said  one  of  the  Duke's  friends :  to  whom  his 
oe  n|ilied,  that  he  had  made  an  excellent  bar- 
n,  for  he  thought  it  worth  four. 

^^vm   Che  accession  of  Gkorge  I.,  Young  flattered 

2  '^ith  an  Ode,  called  Ocean,  to  which  was  pre- 
^  ^n  introductory  Ode  to  the  King,  and  an  es- 

Lyric  Poetry :  of  these  the  most  observa- 

is,  that  the  poet  and  the  critic  could  not| 

for  the  Rules  of  the  Essay  condemned  the 

,  and  the  Poetry  set  at  defiance  the  maxims ' 

Essay.    The  biographer  of  British  Poets 

^raly  said,  *'  he  had  least  success  in  his  lyric 

in  which  he  seems  to  have  been  under 

nialignant  influence :  he  is  always  labouring 

gnat,  and  at  last  is  only  turgid." 

B  now  leave  awhile  the  works  of  our  author, 

l^^^ntemplale  the  conduct  of  the  man.    About 

^^^  time  his  studies  took  a  more  serious  turn ;  and, 

^'^^^ng  the  bw,  which  ho  had  never  practised, 

^ticii  In,  jff^  almost  fifty,  he  entered  into  orderB, 

^  waa^  In  1738,  appointed  Chaplain  to  the  King. 

^^  of  Pope's  biographers  relates,  that,  on  this 

^^>ion  Young  applied  to  his  brother  poet  for  di- 

^fAm  u  his  studies^  who  jocosely  recommended 

^"liiiBts  Aqmnas,  which  the  former  taking  sori- 

3*f7i  he  retired  to  the  suburbs  with  the  angohc 

dbdor,  till  hb  friend  discovered  him,  and  brought 

MmbMk. 

Ha  Vindication  of  Providence,  and  Estimate 

if  Human  Life,  were  published  in  this  year;  they 

bave  gone  through  several  editions,  and  are  gcne- 

f    faljf  regarded  as  the  best  of  his  prose  com  positions: 

Krt  the  plan  of  the  latter  never  was  completed. 

The  following  year  he  printed  a  very  loyal  sermon 

M  King  Charles'  Martyrdom,  entitled,  An  Apo- 

Jigj  fat  Princes.    In  1730,  he  was  presented  by 

Im  eofl^  to  the  rectory  of  Welwyn,  in  Hertfonl- 

tUte,  worth  about  2001.  a  year,  beside  the  lordship 

if  tbe  manor  annexed  to  it.    This  year  he  relaps- 

id  again  to  poetry,  and  published  a  loyal  Navi^ 

OdOy  and  Two  Epistles  to  Pope,  of  which  nothing 

pBftiealar  need  be  said. 

Hfl  WBfl  married,  in  1731,  to  Lady  Elizabeth 
Lee,  widow  of  Colofiel  Lee,  and  daughter  to  the 
Eail  of  Litchfiekl;  and  it  was  not  long  before  she 
huqglit  him  a  son  and  heir. 

Sometime  before  lus  marriage,  the  Doctor  walk- 
wm  m  hm  garden  at  Welwyn,  with  his  lady  and 
another,  a  servant  came  to  tell  him  a  gentleman 
wkbed  tor  speak  to  him.  "  Tell  him,"  said  the 
',  "  1  am  too  happily  engaged  to  change  my 
The  ladies  insisted  that  he  should  go, 


as  his  visiter  was  a  mon  of  rank,  his  patron,  and 
his  friend  ;  and  as  persuasion  had  no  effect  on  him, 
they  took  him,  one  by  the  right  hand,  and  the  other 
by  the  left,  and  led  him  to  the  garden- gate.  Ho 
then  laid  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  ir»  the  ex- 
pressive manner,  for  which  he  was  so  remarkable, 
uttered  the  following  lines : 

"Thus  Adam  lonk'd  when  from  the  garden  drirea. 
And  thua  diipuied  ordera  acni  from  HeaT*n; 
Like  him  I  go^  but  yrt  to  go  am  loth : 
Like  him  I  go,  for  angels  drove  us  both. 
Hard  was  hb  fate,  but  mine  mill  more  unkind : 
His  Eve  went  with  liim,  but  mine  Maya  behind.** 

Anotlier  striking  instance  of  his  wit  b  rtlati;d 
in  reference  to  Voltaire :  who,  wliile  in  England, 
(probably  at  Mr.  Doddington's  scat  in  Dorsetahirr,) 
ridiculed,  with  some  severity,  Milton's  allogoriraj 
personages.  Sin  and  Death  ;  on  which  Young, 
wlio  was  one  of  the  company,  immediately  ad- 
dressed him  in  the  following  extemporaneous  dia- 
tich: 

"  Tliou  art  so  witty,  profligate,  and  thin. 

Thou  acem'st  a  Milion,  wiili  his  Death  and  Stn." 

Soon  after  his  marria;rr,  our  author  again  in 

dulged  hifl  poetical  vein  in  two  odes,  callinl  The 

Sea  Peace,  with  a  fioctical  Dedication  to  Voltaire 

in  which  tlic  above  incident  seems  alluded  to  in 

these  linos, 

"  On  Dorwt  down^  when  Milton's  page 
Wiih  Sin  and  Death  provok'd  thy  rdgc." 

In  1731  he  printed  an  Argument  for  Peace, 
which  aftrrwanl,  wirh  several  of  Iiis  smaller  pieces, 
and  most  of  his  di>dications,  was  consigned  by  liis 
own  hand  to  niorited  oblivion :  ip  which  circum« 
stanct*  he  dciwrves  both  the  thanks  and  imitation 
of  posterity. 

AlK)ut  tiic  year  1711  he  had  the  unhappiness  to 
lose  his  wife ;  her  daughter  by  Colonel  Lee,  and 
this  daughter's  husband,  Mr.  Temple.  What  af- 
fliction he  felt  for  their  loss,  may  l>e  eeen  in  his 
Night  Thougtits,  written  on  this  occasion.  They 
are  addressed  to  Lon*n7x>,  a  man  of  pleasure,  and 
of  the  world ;  and  who,  it  is  generally  supposed, 
was  his  own  son,  then  laliouring  under  his  father's 
displeasure.  His  son-in-law  is  said  to  l>e  charac- 
terized by  Philander,  and  his  lady's  daughter  was 
certainly  the  person  he  speaks  of  under  the  appel- 
lotion  of  Narcissa. — (See  Night  III.)  In  her  lost 
illness,  which  was  a  consumption,  he  accompani- 
ed her  to  MontiK'llier,  or,  as  Mr.  Croft  says,  to 
Lyons,  in  the  south  of  France,  at  which  place  she 
died  soon  after  her  arrival. 

Being  reganled  as  an  lieretic,  she  was  denied 
christian  burial,  and  her  afflicted  father  was  obliged 
to  steal  a  grave,  and  inter  Iier  privately  with  his 
own  hands;*  (See  Night  HI.)  In  this  celebrated 
poem  he  thus  addresses  Death: 


*  I  take  the  libcny  of  inserting  here  a  paasace  Anom  a  Ie(M 
written  by  Mr.  W.  Taylor,  frum  .Moatpe/:*er,  to  liis 
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*  loMlUta  archer  I  could  not  one  mifficel 

Thy  shaft  flew  (hrico,  and  thrice  my  peace  was  daln ; 

And  thrice,  ere  ihrlce  yor.  moco  had  filled  her  horn." 

These  lines  have  been  nnivenally  undcivtood 
cf  the  above  deaths ;  but  this  supposition  can  no 
way  be  reconciled  with  Mr.  CrolVs  dates,  who 
•ays,  Mrs.  Temple  died  in  1736,  Mr.  Temple  in 
1710,  and  Lady  Young  in  1741.  Which  quite  in- 
▼ertii  the  order  of  the  poet,  who  makes  ^aidssa's 
death  follow  Philander's: 

"Narcisi  fuUowi  e'er  hit  tomb  b  clofed." 

Sight  ni 

There  is  no  possible  way  to  reconcile  these  con- 
tradictions: either  we  must  nject  Mr.  Croft's 
dates,  for  which  ho  gi^Ts  us  no  authority,  or  we 
must  suppose  the  cliarocters  and  incidents,  if  not 
entirely  fictitious,  as  the  author  aitRures  us  that 
they  are  not,  were  accommodated  by  \toci\a  licence 
tQ  his  purpose.  As  to  the  character  of  Lorenzo, 
whether  taken  fri>m  n^al  life,  or  moulded  purely  in 
the  author's  imagination,  Mr.  Croft  has  suiliciently 
proved  that  it  could  not  intend  Ms  son,  wiio  was 
but  eight  years  old  when  the  greater  part  of  the 


Mm  Mouncticr,  In  the  prpfcdlnit  y<«.ir  17^  wliich  may  be 
coni'klrred  a^  curicnv,  and  will  In;  iiitcrcMiiig  and  aiTcctlng  to 
the  udniircra  of  Dr.  Yuiing  and  \m  Narcissi : 

"  ]  know  you,  x^  well  C3  my.si-ir,  arc  nut  a  Ilitle  partial  to 
I>r.  Young.  Il:ul  ynu  txH^n  with  mo  in  a  mlitaiy  walk  the 
O'Jicr  d:iT,  you  would  have  'fird  a  (ear  o%'or  (he  remtinn  of  hia 
dear  NnrrlMa.  I  wiin  walking  in  a  pliiro  called  the  King's 
Ijitnlcn;  and  thorc  1  saw  (he  (i|Kit  whore  bIiu  wus  intcrrtid. 

Mr.  J ,  Mn*.  II ,  am!  niysolf,  \\m\  siune  conversation 

wUh  ilic  ff.ink-nrr  ri.-pvtin^  it;  whotnlil  w,  ihii  alxiul  45 
ye.in<  nu'i,  Dr.  Voung  w.h  hon;  wiili  \\\*  (l.ii^htiT  for  her 
he.-ilth :  thai  he  usc«t  r(Mi>(^'n(ly  (i>  Im;  w.-ilkini!  bickward  and 
furwanl  in  thu<  sanlon  (iukIouIx  a.*  lie  kiw  her  prndu<-i11y  (Ie> 
cliiiin!;,  to  find  iIk*  uiotjt  Atlitnry  !i|iiii,  where  hi:  nii^'ht  show 
hb  loA  lokon  of  nfTcriiiHi,  hy  li-n%'iii>:  her  n mains  as  wcure 
Sff  i)>wiMc  fr-Mn  {\iwv  xtv.irrc^,  who  would  have  denied  her  a 
chrii-ii.in  buri<I:  fur  ni  tli.u  time,  an  llii'.'li''hmnn  in  (his 
country  was  Iioki-vl  u|<in  a^  an  hrrdic,  infult.-I,  and  devil, 
lliey  b'Hin  now  hi  vi-ru'o  fn»in  iluir  bl^'n'ry,  anil  .nllow  ihem 
at  k-nnto  tie  mt-:i,  ihoi:;:!!  wa  chri'<;ian.s,  I  lulieveocnd  that 
he  britKd  I'le  umlir  iranlon-T,  UImml'Sii^  lo  hii  father,  to  let 
him  bury  hix  ilau^hter,  whieli  he  did;  imintet!  uui  the  moet 
KiliiAiy  pl.ice,  and  duj;  tho  }:ravc.  The  ninii,  thn>U£;h  a  pri- 
Ta(e  d<Kir,  ndmit'iil  the  iKvinr  at  miihii'.'ht,  lirin^ini:  hid  be- 
V>\v\\  d:ui!rhier,  wrapi*  d  np  in  a  j-htrt,  ufKin  his  slmnliler:  he 
laid  her  in  iln-  hule.  v.w  down,  an<l  (it«  the  man  expnsNCt)  i() 
•  rained  tnari ."  "  Wiih  iiioiH »«.icrili-.:«*  a  trrive  I  stitle.'  Tlic 
nuin  \\ho  wa.*  tliiis  bribed  iHtlfud,  but  ilie  nuister  i''  s'lill  living. 
H:fore (lie  nrm  dnil,  ilu-y  wen-  one  iLiy  rnln:r  to  t!i',  ami  wt 
•nne  II-iwit."",  Ar,  ;n  tlii"  hjhv  when-  A\o  \\i\a  burii-d.  llie 
tnrii)  Aiid  in  hii  niartrr,  *I)>»n't  di?  there;  for,  »o  many  yeara 
•■•■«,  I  buriitl  .nn  Kii'-'Ii''h  l-nly  dirn*.'  The  kku^'T  »"a!i  much 
nir|>ri!H-d;  <tnd  a5  D<M:inr  Voun:;*.«  l>ii>k  had  niailc  mucii  aoiMe 
In  Fr.tnre,  it  leil  him  to  inquire  into  the  niaurr:  hihI  only  two 
year^  .i;!o  ii  v\>m  i.n  iwii  for  a  len.iiuiy  ib.K  tb.u  Wiu  the  place, 
and  in  t!;l'  w.iy:  Th«'n-  w.ii  an  Knu'li-'h  iiobli'inan  here,  wtio 
was  acqu-untod  \%iih  the  guvernor  of  this  place;  and  wishing 
to  ascertain  the  firt,  ho  c4it.-ii'H-d  |iernii}«iion  to  dig  up  the 
f  muiMl,  wnere  he  fouml  ■nme  Indie's  which  were  examined 
by  a  9unr<vin.  and  }tr'uiouncvtl  to  Im;  the  n*m:dai  of  a  human 
Lmiy :  thi«,  therefore,  puu  the  authenticity  of  it  beyond  a 
iOuU."— «5w!  Evan.  ybt^.  for  1?J7,  p.  •M. 


Night  Thoughts  was  written;  for  Nif;ht  Seventh 
M  datet],  in  the  original  edition,  July  1744. 

For  the  literary  merits  of  this  work  we  shall 
again  refer  to  the  criticism  of  Dr.  Johnson,  wliich 
is  seldom  exceptionable,  when  he  is  not  warped  by 
political  prejudices.  "In  his  Night  Thoughts," 
says  the  Doctor,  speaking  of  our  author,  "  he  has 
exhibited  a  ^'eiy  wide  display  of  original  poetry, 
variegated  witli  deep  reflections  and  striking  allu- 
sions ;  a  wilderness  of  thought,  in  which  the  iefw 
tility  of  fancy  scatters  flowers  of  every  hue,  and 
of  every  odour.  This  is  one  of  the  few  poems  in 
which  blank  verse  could  not  be  changed  for  rhyme^ 
but  with  disadvantage.  The  wild  diflusion  oftht 
sentiments  and  the  digresnve  sallies  of  imagina- 
tion, would  have  been  compressed  and  restrained 
by  confinement  to  rhyme.  The  excellence  of  this 
work  is  not  exactness,  but  copiousness:  particular 
lines  arc  not  to  be  regarded ;  the  power  is  in  tbt 
whole ;  and  in  the  whole  there  is  a  magnifieeiKS 
like  that  ascribed  to  Chinese  plantations,  the  mi^ 
nificencc  of  vast  extent  and  endless  di^'ersity." 

So  far  Dr.  Johnson.^Mr.  Croft  says,  *'0f 
these  poems  the  two  or  three  first  have  been  perused 
more  eageriy  and  more  frequently  than  the  rest 
When  he  gut  as  far  as  the  fourth  or  fifth,  his  ori- 
ginal motive  for  taking  up  the  pen  was  answeicd: 
his  grief  was  naturally  either  diminished  or  ex« 
hauHled.  We  still  find  the  same  pious  poet;  but 
we  hear  less  of  Philander  and  Narciasa,  antl  lea 
of  the  mourner  whom  he  loved  to  pity." 

Notwithstanding  one  might  be  tempted,  from 

some  pa(b*a!;os  in  the  Nisrht  Thoughts,  to  supposs 

!he  had  taken  his  ItMve  of  terrrstrial  things,  in  the 

!  alarming  year  1715,  lie  could  not  refrain  from  i»> 

turning  again  to  pditirs,  but  wrote  Poetical  R^ 

(lectiotM  on  (he  State  of  the  Kingtiom,  originally 

:npiH>nd«'d  to  the  Night  Thoughts,  hut  neier  re^ 

printed  with  them. 

In  1753,  luM  tragedy  of  The  Brothers,  written 
thirty  years  liefore,  now  first  appeared  upon  the 
stage,  it  hail  been  in  rehearsal  when  Young  took 
orders,  and  was  withdrawn  on  that  occaidon.  The 
Rtrtor  of  Welwyn  devoted  1000/.  to  "  The  So- 
ricty  for  the  propagation  of  the  Giispcl,"  and  csti- 
matini;  tlic  probable  produce  of  this  pic  y  at  such  a 
Ann,  he  ])erhaiM  thought  the  occasion  niieht  sincti- 
fy  the  moans;  and  not  thinking  so  unfavourably 
I  of  the  stafje  as  other  good  men  h<ivc  done,  he  com- 
inittetl  the  monstrous  alMunlity  of  giving  a  play  fa 
[the  pn>pagation  of  the  gos{iel!  The  author  wsi^ 
(uH  is  ot\en  the  case  with  authors)  deceived  in  his 
calculation.  The  Brothers  was  nevrr  a  favourite 
with  the  public:  but  that  the  society  raif^ht  net 
Kufler,  tlie  doctor  mode  up  the  deficiency  frum  ha 
own  {locket. 

His  next  was  a  prose  performance,  entitled. 
"  The  Centaur  not  fabulous;  in  Six  Ictten  to  a 
Friend  on  the  Life  in  Vqguc."  The  third  of  tboi 
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locribea  the  death-bed  of  "  the  gay,  young, 
Qgenious,  accomplished,  and  most  wretched 
nt,"  whom  report  supposed  to  be  Lord 
But  whether  Altamont  or  Lorenzo  were 
Sctitbus  characters,  it  is  certain  the  author 
!  at  no  loss  for  models  for  them  among  the 
«Iity,  with  whom  he  was  acquainted. 
?59,  appeared  his  lively  "Conjectures  on 
1  Composition ;"  which,  according  to  Mr. 
ppear  "  more  like  the  production  of  untam- 
idled  youth,  than  of  jaded  fourscore."  This 
ntains  the  pleasing  account  of  the  death 
son,  and  his  dying  address  to  Lord  War- 

•  See  how  a  Christian  can  die !" 

6S,  but  little  before  his  death.  Young  pub- 
is last,  and  one  of  his  least  esteemed  poems, 
lation,"  which  was  written  on  the  follow- 
jion: — Observing  that  Mrs.  Boscawen,  in 
It  of  her  grief  for  the  loss  of  the  admiral, 
consolation  from  a  perusal  of  the  Night 
ts,  her  friend  Mrs.  Montague,  proposed  a 
he  author,  by  whom  they  were  favourably 
;  and  were  pleased  to  confess  that  liis  "  un- 
genius  appeared  to  greater  advantage  in 
panion  than  even  in  the  author;  that  the 
n  was  in  him  a  character  still  more  inspir- 
>  enraptured,  more  sublime  than  the  poet, 
.  in  his  ordinary  conversation, 

•J*  Letting  (town  the  golden  chain  from  high, 
dnw  hk  audience  upward  to  die  sky." 

is  occasion,  at  the  request  of  these  ladies, 
or  produced  his  Resignation,  above-mcn- 
ind  which  has  been  so  unmercifully  treated 
ritics,  but  it  has,  in  some  measure,  been 
from  their  hands  by  Dr.  Johnson,  who 
t  was  falsely  represented  as  a  proof  of  de- 
mlties.  There  b  Young  in  every  stanza, 
be  often  was  in  his  highest  vigour." 
ow  approach  the  closing  scene  of  our  au- 
B  of  which,  unhappily,  we  have  few  par- 
For  three  or  four  years  before  his  death, 
js  to  have  been  incapacitated,  by  the  in- 
of  age  for  public  duty;  yet  he  perfectly  en- 
I  intellects  to  the  last,  and  even  his  vivaci- 
n  his  last  illness,  a  friend  mentioning  the 
soease  of  a  person  who  had  long  been  in  a 
ind  observing  "  that  he  was  quite  worn  to 
sfi>re  he  died ;"  "  very  likely,"  replied  the 

•  bat  what  is  become  of  the  kernel  ?" — He 

•  have  regretted  to  another  friend,  that  his 
booghts,  of  all  his  works  most  calculated 
id,  were  written  so  much  above  the  un- 
ing  of  common  readers,  as  to  contract  their 
f  usefulness:  This,  however,  ought  not, 
to  be  regretted,  since  there  is  a  great  sufH- 
^  good  books  for  common  readers,  and  the 
Lbat  work  will  always  introduce  it  where 
ompositions  would  not  be  read. 

fid  al  the  Panonage  House,  at  Welwyn, 
14  a  2 


April  12,  1765,  and  was  buried,  according  to  hb 
desire,  by  the  side  of  his  lady,  under  the  altar-piece 
of  that  church,  which  is  said  to  be  ornamenU^l  in 
a  singular  manner  with  an  elegant  piece  of  needle 
work  by  Lady  Young,  and  some  appropriate  in 
scnptions,  painted  by  the  direction  of  the  doctor. 

Hb  best  monument  is  to  be  found  in  hb  works; 
but  a  less  durable  one  in  marble  was  erected  by 
his  only  son  and  heir,  with  a  very  modest  and  sen- 
sible inscription.  Thb  son,  Mr.  Frederick  Young, 
had  the  first  part  of  his  education  at  Winchester 
school,  and  becoming  a  scholar  upon  the  founda- 
tion, was  sent,  in  consequence  thereof,  to  New  Col- 
lege, in  Oxford;  but  there  being  no  vacancy  (though 
the  society  waited  for  one  no  less  than  two  years) 
he  was  admitted  in  the  mean  time  in  Baliol,  where 
he  behaved  so  imprudently  as  to  bo  forbidden  the 
college.*  Thb  misconduct  disobliged  hb  father  so 
much,  that  it  is  said  he  would  never  sec  him  after- 
wards:  however,  by  hb  will  he  bequeathed  to  him 
the  bulk  of  hb  fortune,  which  was  considerable,  re« 
serving  only  a  legacy  to  his  friend  Stevens,  the  hat- 
ter at  Temple-gate,  and  10002.  to  hb  house-keeper, 
with  hb  dying  charge  to  see  all  hb  manuscripts  de- 
stroyed ;  which  may  have  been  some  loss  to  pos- 
terity, though  none,  perhaps,  to  his  own  fame. 

Dr.  Young,  as  a  christian  and  divine,  has  been 
reckoned  an  example  of  primeval  piety.  He  was 
an  able  orator,  but  it  b  not  known  whether  ho 
composed  many  sermons,  and  it  b  certain  that  he 
publbhed  very  few.  The  following  incident  does 
honour  to  hb  feelings :  when  preaching  in  his  turn 
one  Sunday  at  St.  James's,  finding  he  could  not 
gain  the  attention  of  hb  audience,  hb  pity  for 
their  folly  got  the  better  of  all  decorum;  he  sat 
back  in  the  pulpit,  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

Hb  turn  of  mind  was  naturally  solemn;  and  he 
usually  when  at  home  in  the  country,  spent  many 
hours  walking  among  the  tombs  in  his  own  church 
yard.  Hb  conversation,  as  well  as  writings,  had 
all  a  reference  to  a  future  life;  and  tlib  turn  of 
mind  mixed  itself  even  with  hb  improvements  in 
gardening ;  he  had,  for  instance,  an  alcove,  with  a 
bench  so  well  painted  in  it,  that  at  a  distance  it 
seemed  to  bo  real ;  but  upon  a  nearer  approach  the 
deception  was  perceived,  and  thb  motto  appeared: 

INYISIBILIA  KON  DECIPIUNT. 
The  things  unseen  do  not  deceive  us. 

In  another  part  of  hb  garden  was  also  thb  in 
scription: 

*  Mr.  Croft  denies  this  dFcumstance,  and  calls  the  poeCsso* 

his/nerui.— lie  does  not,  however,  pretend  to  rindicata  Um 

conduct  of  the  youth ;  but  he  relates  his  repentance  and  regret, 

which  is  lar  better.    Perhaps  it  is  not  ponible  wholly  to  via* 

'  dicate  the  father.  Grrat  genius,  even  accompanied  with  piety, 

jis  not  always  most  ornamental  to  domestic  life;  and  **tfas 

prose  of  ordinary  occuneitcefl^"  safrs  <Jhift,  **is  deoeath  tbs 

I  dignity  of  poeta." 
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Tkr  hwd  te  nki  of  God  wtlHrc  In  ibg  pidm. 

This  ■arionnmi  occuionn]  him  to  be  chuffd  | 
wHh  glooniinna  of  lemper;  ;et  he  t*u  fond  of. 
rural  ipoiU  ■ml  iniioeent  amiuemenU.  Hffwouli] 
Voowlinm  vint  the  MiPinUy  unci  the  bowling  i 
given ;  uvl  we  see  in  his  utim  that  he  knew ' 
how  lolnueh  Kt  folly.  Hlewitwu  pMgtiant,  and 
■IWBji  IcYcllcd  Bt  those  who  showeil  uiy  contempt 
fi>T  Jccmcy  or  religion;  an  instsnce  of  which  we. 
faa*e  nnurkixl  inhiiextempoimrjepigrunonVol- 1 
Uire.  I 

Dr.  Young  roM  belime*,  knJ  engaged  with  hii ' 
domntics  in  the  Juiic*  of  Morning  Pnyn.  He 
i*  ujil  to  hiive  WBil  but  littte;  but  he  noted  what 
he  reed,  end  many  of  hie  books  were  eo  swelled  ' 
with  folding  down  hti  bvourile  peaaagee,  that  they  I 
would  huTtlly  shut.  He  was  moderate  in  hii  meah, 
•ltd  fairly  drank  wine,  eicepl  whtn  he  wa»  ill;' 
iMDg  (ai  he  uieil  to  uy)  unwilling  to  warte  the 
■uccoun  of  licknera  on  (he  itability  of  health.  I 
After  a  alight  refreihment,  he  retired  to  red  early  I 
In  the  evening,  even  though  be  might  have  com- 
pany who  wiabed  to  |)rolong  hia  alay. 

He  lived  at  a  ntoderale  eipenae,  rather  incHnml 
to  paiiimony  than  profiuion;  and  eeeme  to  bete 
pOHeawd  juft  conception!  of  the  vanity  of  the 
world;  yet  (nieh  ie  the  inconndency  of  man !)  he 
courted  honoun  and  preferment*  at  the  bonJen 
of  the  grave,  even  ao  late  u  1758 ;  but  none  were 
then  conlerred.  It  haa,  however,  been  aiaertei], 
that  he  had  apeniion  of  JOHi.  a  yearfrorn  goveni- 
luent,  conferred  under  the  aua{acci  of  Walpolc 

A(  lut,  when  he  waa  full  Ibuncore,  tbo  author 
ofthe  Night  Thought*, 

■WboUunghiatefoU  lodf  mifht  cohm  a  day  too  Ui^" 

waa  made  Clerk  of  the  Closet  to  the  Princn*  Dow- 
ager of  Wake,  What  retanled  Ua  promotion  to 
]oag  is  not  eaay  to  determine.  Some  attribute  it 
to  hi*  ntlBchment  to  the  Prince  of  Walea  and  his 
(liend*;  and  others  aasert,  that  tlie  King  thought 
turn  wfficicntly  pronded  for.  Certain  it  is,  that 
he  knewno  strait*  in  pecuniarymitten;  and  that 
in  the  method  he  has  recommended  of  cstinudng 
human  lilb,  honours  are  of  little  value. 

His  merits  as  an  author  have  already  been  con- 
nderedina  re%iewaf  hi*  works;  and  notbing seems 
neeesiajy  to  be  added,  but  the  following  genera] 
characten  of  his  compoiition,   from   Blair  and 

Dr. BlairaaySibibncelebnited  lecture*:  "Among 
■vnl  and  ddaclk  poets,  Di.  Youi^  i*  of  loo  great 


:  passed  over  without  notice.     In  al 

his  works,  the  marks  of  ilrang  genius  appear.  Fli* 
UniverHJ  Pasuon,  po**e**ee  tbe  full  merit  of  that 
animated  condseness  of  style,  and  lively  Jeecrip- 
ti.m  of  character,  which  I  mention  a*  requisite  in 
f'ntirical  and  didactic  compoalions.  Though  hk 
uit  iniiy  often  be  thought  too  sparkling,  and  Lis 
siiiLitile*  too  pointed,  yet  Ihc  vivacity  of  his  fancy 
IK  HI  great,  as  to  entertain  every  reader.  In  h^ 
Niplil  Thoughts  there  is  much  energy  of  expies- 
riLiii;  in  the  three  first,  there  are  several  pathetk 
{iad.a:i^ce  ;  and  uattcml  through  them  all,  happj 
liii^<);ia  and  allusion*,  sa  well  a*  piou*  reflections, 
i.>ciur.  But  the  scntimenls  are  frequently  ovcr- 
^.traiiinl,  and  turgid;  and  the  style  is  too  harsh 
an.!  Hliecure  to  be  pleasing." 

I'tic  same  critic  has  said  of  our  author  in  ano- 
IluT  jilace,  that  hi*  "  merit  in  figurative  Languaf* 
IB  cn-ot,  and  dowrvea  to  be  remarked.  No  writer, 
ani-irnt  or  modem,  had  a  stronger  imagination 
Ilioii  Dr.  Young,  or  one  moic  fertile  in  figures  of 
I'M'ry  kind;  his  metaphors  areollen  new,  and  often 
natural  and  beautiful.  But  his  imaginatioQ  waa 
Eironi^  and  lich,  rather  than  delicate  and  correct." 

Thcac  stricture*  may  be  thought  severe;  but  It 
bIiouIiI  be  remembered,  that  an  author  derive*  br 
irwrr  honour  from  such  a  discriminate  character, 
iVtim  a  judicioui  critic,  than  from  the  indiscriminala 
iviiniiit^ndation  of  an  admirer.  Tbe  following  i* 
I  111.'  conclusion  of  Dr.  Johnson's  critique,  and  ohall 

"  ll  must  lie  allowed  of  Young's  poKry,  that  it 
uIkiuihIb  in  thought,  but  without  much  accuracy 
of  w'li'i^tion. — When  ho  lays  hold  on  a  thought,  be 
{iiirsiits  it  lirjond  cipcctalion,  [and]  ■ometimea 
tiaji[>ily,  as  in  his  parallel  o!  juirhiUrer  sind  ptes* 
jure  .  ...  which  is  very  ingenious,  very  lubtle^ 
mill  almost  exact 

''  1!  is  veisificalion  ia  hia  own;  ndthcr  hi*  blank 
iici  Ills  rhyming  line*  have  any  resemblance  la 
lUnx  uf  former  writers;  he  pick*  up  no  hemiiticki, 
l>r  i.'ii|>ies  no  favourite  eiprcnions;  >ie  kum  U 
bavi'  laid  up  no  store*  of  thought  or  diction,  bid 
III  '-we  all  to  tho  fortuitous  *uggr*tiiHks  of  tbe  pn- 
!^rnt  moment.  Yet  I  hove  reason  to  believe  tint, 
ivlioii  he  once  formed  a  new  design,  he  then  Ik- 
buurrd  it  with  very  patient  industry,  uid  that  b* 
ciirii|iii*ed  with  great  labour  and  frequent  levUosm. 

"  His  verse*  are  formed  by  no  certain  iDoddi 
he  i*  no  more  like  himself  in  hia  dificrent  pradii»  — 
tiona  than  he  is  like  olbeis.  He  seem*  twrer  M^ 
have  studied  prosody,  nor  to  have  any  direetka_ 
but  from  hi*  own  ear.  But  with  all  hi*  defeit^^ 
he  WM  a  man  of  genias^  aud  a  piM*." 
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PREFACE. 

tiM  occarion  of  thb  Poem  was  real,  not  ficdtlom.  ao  the  method  pumied  In  It  was  rather  Impoaed  by  whataponta* 
Ij  ajnaa  In  the  Author'a  mind  on  that  occarion,  than  meditated  or  designed ;  which  will  appear  very  probable  ftom 
mm  of  It ;  for  It  diflfen  from  the  common  mode  of  poetry,  which  is,  from  long  namaiom  to  draw  short  morals :  hen^ 
9  oootrary,  the  narrative  is  short,  and  the  morality  arising  from  it  makes  the  hulk  of  the  Poem.  The  reason  of  It  1& 
bafiKlsmentkined  did  naturally  pour  these  mozmlxeflections  on  the  thoughts  of  the  writer. 


NIGHT  I. 

ON  UFl^  DEATII,  AND  IMMORTALnT. 


w  Ri^  Bon.  Arthur  Onslow,  Emj.,  Speaker  of  the 
House  of  OommaasL 


ED  Nature's  sweet  restorer,  balmy  Sleep! 
like  the  world,  his  ready  vint  pays, 
ere  Fortune  smiles;  the  wretched  he  forsakes; 
ft  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  wo, 
I  fights  on  lids  unsullied  with  a  tear. 
lom  short  (as  usual)  and  disturbed  repose 
ike:  how  happy  they  who  wake  no  more  1 
that  were  rain,  if  dreams  infest  the  graye. 
ake,  emerging  from  a  sea  of  dreams 
nmltuous,    where   my    wrecked   desponding 
bought 

■n  wave  to  wave  of  fanded  misery 
landom  drove,  her  helm  of  reason  lost. 
iKn^  now  restored,  'tis  only  change  of  pain, 
^Htter  change!)  severer  for  severe; 
he  day  too  short  for  my  distress;  and  night, 
^  in  the  zenith  of  her  dark  domain, 
i*md^  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 
'ilK table  goddess!  from  her  ebon  throne, 
^^j^  majesty  now  stretches  forth 
^Ittden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumbering  world. 
*"Kt  how  dead !  and  darkness  how  profound ! 
^^fjt  nor  listening  ear  an  object  finds; 
'^^*&m  sleeps.    'Tis  as  the  general  pulse 
''Efe stood  still,  and  Nature  made  a  pause; 
-Btwfal  pause!  prophetic  of  her  end« 
^  let  her  prophecy  be  soon  fulfilled: 
ite  drop  the  curtain;  I  can  lose  no  more. 
Silenoe  and  Darkness!  solemn  nsters!  twins 
XB  aneanit  Nvht,  who  nurse  the  tender  thought 


To  reason,  and  on  reason  build  resolve, 
(That  column  of  true  majesty  in  man) 
Assist  me:  I  will  thank  you  in  the  grave; 
The  grave  your  kingdom:  there  this  frame  shall 

faU 
A  victim  sacred  to  your  dreary  shrine. 
But  what  are  ye?^ 

Thou  who  did'st  put  to  flight 
Primeval  Silence,  when  the  morning  stars, 
Exulting,  shouted  o'er  the  rising  ball; 

0  Thou!  whose  word  from  solid  darkness  struck 
That  spark,  the  sun,  strike  wisdom  from  my  soul; 
My  soul,  which  flies  to  the^  her  trust  her  treasuiv^ 
As  misers  to  their  gold,  while  others  rest. 

Through  this  opaque  of  nature  and  of  soul, 
This  double  night,  transmit  one  pitying  ray, 
To  lighten  and  to  cheer.    O  lead  my  mind, 
(A  mind  that  fain  would  wander  from  its  wo) 
Lead  it  through  various  scenes  of  life  and  death. 
And  from  each  scene  the  noblest  truths  inspire, 
Nor  less  inspire  my  conduct  than  my  song; 
Teach  my  best  reason,  reason;  my  best  will 
Teach  rectitude;  and  fix  my  firm  resolve 
Wisdom  to  wed,  and  pay  her  long  arrear: 
Nor  let  the  phial  of  thy  vengeance,  poured 
On  this  devoted  head,  be  poured  in  vun. 

The  bell  strikes  one.    We  take  no  note  of  timi 
But  from  its  loss:  to  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wise  in  man.    As  if  an  angel  spoke 

1  feel  the  solenm  sound.    If  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours. 

Where  are  theyl    With  the  years  beyond  th» 

flood. 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  despatch: 
How  much  is  to  be  donel  My  hopes  and  fean 
Start  up  alarmed,  and  o'ejr  life's  oazzow  ^ngji 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


Look  da^h.  -on  whati  A  fathomless  abyss. 

A  dread  eternity!  how  surely  mine! 

And  can  eternity  belong  to  me, 

Poor  pensioner  on  the  bounties  of  aniiour! 
How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august, 

How  complicate,  how  wonderful,  is  man! 

How  passing  wonder  He  who  made  him  such! 

Who  centered  in  our  make  such  strange  extremes, 

From  difierent  natures  marvellously  mixed, 

Connexion  exquisite  of  distant  worlds! 

Distinguished  link  in  being's  endless  chain! 

Midway  from  nothing  to  the  Deity ! 

A  beam  ethereal,  suUiedand  absorpt! 

Though  sullied  and  dishonoured,  still  divine! 

Dim  miniature  of  greatness  absolute! 

An  heir  of  glory,  a  frail  child  of  dust ! 

Helpless  immortal !  insect  infinite ! 

A  worm!  a  god! — I  tremble  at  myself, 

And  in  myself  am  lost    At  home  a  stranger, 

Thought  wanders  up  and  down,  surprised,  aghast, 

And  wcmdering  at  her  own.    How  reason  reels? 

O  what  a  miracle  to  man  is  man ! 

Triumphantly  distressed!  what  joy!  what  dread! 
Alternately  transported  and  alarmed; 

What  can  prcser\'e  my  life!  or  what  destroy! 
An  angel's  arm  can't  snatch  me  from  the  grave ; 
Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 
'Tis  past  conjecture;  all  things  rise  in  proof. 

While  o'er  my  hmbs  Sleep's  soft  dominion  spread, 
What  though  my  soul  fantastic  measures  trod 
O'er  fairy  fields,  or  mourned  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods,  or  down  the  craggy  steep 
Huried  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled 

pool, 
Or  scaled  the  clifif,  or  danced  on  hollow  winds 
With  antic  shapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain! 
Her  ceaseless  flight,  though  devious,  speaks  her 

nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod; 
Active,  atrial,  towering,  unconfined, 
Unfettered  with  her  gross  companion's  fall. 
Even  silent  night  proclaims  my  soul  immortal; 
Even  silent  night  proclaims  eternal  day ! 
For  human  weal  Heaven  husbands  all  events: 
Dull  sleep  instructs,  nor  sport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 
Why  then  their  loss  deplore,  that  are  not  lost! 

Why  wanders  wretched  Thought  their  tombs 

around 
In  infidel  distress  1    Are  angels  there  1 
Slumbers,  raked  up  in  dust,  ethereal  fire  1 

They  live !  they  greatly  live  a  life  on  earth 
Vnkindled,  unconceived,  and  from  an  eye 
Of  tenderness  let  heavenly  pity  fall, 
On  ioe,  more  justly  numbered  with  the  dead. 
This  is  the  desert,  this  the  solitude: 
How  populous,  how  vital  is  the  grave  I 
This  is  creation's  melancholy  vault, 
TIm  vale  funereal,  the  sad  cypross  gloom; 
The  land  of  apparitions,  empty  ihades  I 


All,  all  on  earth  is  shadow,  all  beyond 
Is  substance ;  the  reverse  is  Folly's  creed. 
How  solid  all,  where  change  shall  be  ho  move' 

This  is  the  bud  of  being,  the  dim  dawn, 
The  twilight  of  our  day,  the  vestibule. 
Life's  theatre  as  yet  is  shut,  and  Death, 
Strong  Death,  alone  can  heave  the  massy  bar, 
This  gross  iini)ediment  of  clay  remove, 
And  make  ub,  embryos  of  existence,  free. 
From  real  life  but  little  more  remote 
Is  he,  not  yet  a  candidate  for  light, 
The  future  embryo,  slumbering  in  his  sire. 
Embryos  we  must  be  till  we  burst  the  shell, 
Yon  ambient  azure  shell,  and  spring  to  life. 
The  life  of  gods,  O  transport !  and  of  man. 

Yet  man,  fool  man !  here  buries  all  his  thooghts^ 
Inters  celestial  ho{>es  without  one  agh : 
Prisoner  of  earth  and  pent  beneath  the  moon, 
Here  pinions  all  Ids  wishes ;  wing'd  by  Heav'n 
To  fly  at  infinite,  and  reach  it  there. 
Where  semphs  gather  immortality. 
On  Life's  fair  tree,  fast  by  the  throne  of  God, 
What  golden  joys  ambrosial  clustering  glow 
In  his  full  beam,  and  ripen  for  the  just. 
Where  momentary  ages  are  no  more  I 
Where  Time,  and  Pain,  and  Chance,  and  Dea^ 

expire ! 
And  is  it  in  the  flight  of  threescore  yean 
To  push  eternity  from  human  thought, 
And  smother  souls  immortal  in  the  dust  1 
A  soul  immortal,  spending  all  her  fires, 
Wasting  her  strength  in  strenuous  idleneH^ 
Thrown  into  tumult,  raptur'd,  or  alarm'd 
At  aught  this  scene  can  threaten  or  indulge, 
Resembles  ocean  into  tempest  wrought, 
To  waft  a  featlicr,  or  to  drown  a  fly. 

Where  falls  this  censure  1  it  o'erwhelms  mjielL 
How  was  my  heart  instructed  by  the  world ! 
O  how  Bclf-fetter'd  was  my  groveling  soul ! 
How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  silken  thought,  which  reptile  Fancy  spun, 
Till  darken'd  Reason  lay  quite  clouded  o'er, 
With  soft  conceit  of  endless  comfort  here. 
Nor  yet  put  forth  her  wings  to  reach  the  ddesi 
Night-visions  may  befriend,  (as  sung  above :) 
Our  waking  dreams  are  fatal.    How  I  dream, 
Of  things  impossible !  (could  sleep  do  more  1) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change  1 
Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave; 
Eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life ! 
How  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapestries  of  pictur'd  joys, 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective ; 
Till  at  Death's  toll,  whose  restless  iron  tongua 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 
Starting  I  woke,  and  found  myself  undone. 
Where  now  my  frenzy's  pompous  furniture  1 
The  cobweb'd  cottage,  with  its  ragged  waO 
Of  mouldering  mud,  is  royal^  to  me  I 
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THE  COMPLAINT. 


The  spider's  most  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord,  is  cahle,  to  man's  tender  tie 
On  eaithly  bfiss :  it  breaks  at  every  breen. 
O  je  blest  scenes  of  permanent  delight ! 
Foil  above  measure !  lasting  beyond  bound  ! 
A  perpetuity  of  bliss  is  bliss. 
CcM  yon,  so  rich  in  rapture,  fear  an  end, 
That  ghastly  thought  would  drink  up  all  your  joy, 
And  quite  unparadise  the  realms  of  light. 
Safe  are  you  lodged  above  these  rolling  spheres, 
The  baleful  influence  of  whose  giddy  dance 
Sheds  sad  vicissitude  on  all  beneath. 
Here  teems  with  revolutions  every  hour, 
And  rarely  for  the  better;  or  the  best 
Move  mortal  than  the  common  births  of  Fate. 
Each  Moment  has  its  sickle,  emulous 
Of  Time's  enormous  scythe,  whose  ample  sweep 
Strikes  empires  fiom  the  root :  each  Moment  plays 
Hb  liltle  weapon  in  the  narrower  sphere 
Of  sweet  domestic  comfort,  and  cuts  down 
The  fairest  bloom  of  sublunary  bliss. 

Bfiss !  sublunary  Miss ! — proud  words,  and  vain ! 
Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree ! 
A  bold  invasion  of  the  rights  of  Heaven  ? 
I  chtsped  the  phantoms,  and  1  found  them  air. 
O  had  I  weighed  it  ere  my  fond  embrace, 
What  darts  of  agony  had  tnissed  my  heart  1 
Death !  great  proprietor  of  all !  'tis  thine 
To  tread  out  empire,  and  to  quench  the  stars. 
The  sun  himself  by  thy  permission  shines, 
And,  one  day,  thou  shalt  pluck  him  from  his  sphere: 
Amid  such  mighty  plunder,  why  exhaust 
Thj  partial  quiver  on  a  mark  so  mean  1 
Why  thy  peculiar  rancour  wreaked  on  me  1 
Insatiate  ucher !  could  not  one  suffice  1 
Th  J  shaft  flew  thrice,  and  thrice  my  peace  was  slain : 
And  ihriee,  eve  thrice  yon  moon  had  Hlled  her  horn. 

0  Cynthia !  why  so  pale  1  dost  thou  lampnt 
Th  J  wretched  neighbour  1  grieve  to  see  thy  wheel 
Of  tiBMatlem  change  outwhiried  in  human  lifel 
How  wanesmy  berrow'd  bfiss !  firom  Fortune's  smile 
Precmiioos  eoortesy !  not  virtue's  sure, 
ScU^ven,  solar  ray  of  sound  delight. 

In  every  varied  posture,  place,  and  hour, 
"Haw  ffidowed  every  thought  of  every  joy ! 
Thought,  busy  thought !  too  busy  for  my  peace, 
Throogh  the  dark  postern  of  time  long  elaps'd, 
Led  softly,  by  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
Led,  like  a  murderer,  (and  such  it  proves !) 
Strays  (wretched  rover !)  o'er  the  pleasing  past ; 
In  quest  of  wretchedness  perversely  strays, 
And  finds  aQ  desert  now;  and  meets  the  ghosts 
Of  my  deported  joys,  a  numerous  train ! 

1  rue  the  riches  of  my  former  fate ; 
Sweet  comfort's  blasted  clusters  I  lament ; 
( tremble  at  the  blessings  once  so  dear, 
And  everv  pleasure  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Yh  why  complain'?  or  why  complain  for  one? 
danjp  out  the  sun  his  lustre  but  for  nie. 


The  single  man  1  are  angels  all  beside  1 
I  mourn  for  millions;  'tis  the  common  lot: 
In  this  shape  or  in  that  has  Fate  entail'd 
The  mother's  throes  on  all  of  woman  bom ; 
Not  more  the  children  than  sure  heirs  of  pain. 

War,  famine,  pest,  volcano,  storm,  and  fire, 
Intestine  broils,  Oppression,  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brass,  besiege  mankind. 
God's  image,  disinherited  of  day. 
Here  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  sun  was  made: 
There  beings,  deathless  as  their  haughty  ford, 
Are  hammer'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life. 
And  plough  the  winter's  wave,  and  reap  despalz. 
Some  for  hard  masters,  broken  under  arms, 
In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs. 
Beg  bitter  bread  through  realms  their  valour  saved. 
If  so  the  tyrant  or  his  minion  doom. 
Want  and  incurable  disease,  (fell  pair  I) 
On  hopeless  multitudes  remorseless  sciz^ 
At  once,  and  make  a  refuge  of  tlie  grave. 
How  groaning  hospitals  eject  their  dead ! 
What  numbers  groan  for  sad  admission  there! 
WTiat  numbers,  once  in  Fortune's  lap  liigh-lied, 
Solicit  the  cold  hand  of  Charity ! 
To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain  I 
Ye  silken  sons  of  Pleasure!  since  in  pains 
You  rue  more  modish  visits,  visit  here. 
And  breatlie  from  your  debauch:  give,  and  reduof 
Surfeits  dominion  o  cr  you.     But  so  great 
Your  impudence,  you  blush  at  what  is  right. 

Happy!  did  sorrow  seize  on  such  alone. 
Not  prudence  can  defend,  or  virtue  save. 
Disease  invades  the  chastest  temperance, 
And  punishment  the  guiltless;  and  alarm, 
Through  tiiickest  shades,  pursues  tlie  fond  of  peaM 
Man's  caution  often  into  danger  turns, 
And,  his  guard  fidiing,  crushes  him  to  death. 
Not  Happiness  itself  makes  good  her  name ; 
Our  very  wishes  gives  us  not  our  wish. 
How  distant  oft  the  thing  we  dote  on  most 
From  that  for  which  we  dote,  felicity! 
The  smoothest  course  of  Nature  has  its  pains. 
And  truest  friends,  through  error,  wound  ourresL 
Without  misfortune,  what  calamities! 
And  what  hostilities,  without  a  foel 
Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  best  on  earth. 
But  endless  is  the  list  of  hutnan  ills. 
And  sighs  might  sooner  fail  than  cause  to  sigh. 

A  part  how  small  of  the  terraqueous  globe 
Is  tenanted  by  man!  the  rest  a  waste, 
Rocks,  deserts,  frozen  seas,  and  burning  sands* 
Wild  haunts  of  monsters,  poisons,   stings,  ami 

death. 
Such  is  earth's  melancholy  map !  but,  far 
More  sad!  this  earth  is  a  true  map  of  man ; 
So  Iwundetl  are  its  haughty  lord's  deli;jhu 
To  wo's  wiiio  eni|»in»,  wliere  deep  trou'  ies  toss. 
Loud  sorrows  howl,  envenom'd  pi>s^ons  bite. 
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RavcAOUi  calamities  our  vitals  seize, 
And  thieatening  Fame  wide  opens  to  devour. 
What  then  am  I,  who  sorrow  for  myself? 
In  agf,  in  infancy,  horn  others'  aid 
Is  all  our  hope ;  to  teach  us  to  be  kind : 
That  Nature's  first,  last  lesson  to  mankind. 
The  selfish  heart  deserves  the  pain  it  feels: 
More  generous  sorrow,  while  it  sinks  exalts, 
And  conscious  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 
Nor  virtue  more  than  prudence  bids  me  give 
Swoln  thought  a  second  channel :  who  divide, 
They  weaken,  too,  the  torrent  of  their  grief. 
Take,  then,  O  World!  thy  much  indebted  tear. 
How  sad  a  sight  is  human  happiness 
To  those,  whose  thought  can  pierce  beyond  an 
hour! 

0  thou!  whatever  thou  art,  whose  heart  exults, 
Wouldst  thou  I  should  congratulate  thy  fate! 

1  know  thou  wouldst  j  thy  pride  demands  it  from 

me: 
Let  thy  pride  pardon  what  thy  nature  needs, 
The  salutary  censure  of  a  friend; 
Thou  happy  wretch  I  by  blindness  thou  art  bless'd; 
By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  smiles. 
Know,  smiler!  at  thy  peril  art  thou  plcas'dj 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  severe, 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  past  pros|)crity, 
To  sling  thee  more,  and  doul)lc  thy  distress. 

Lorenzo!  Fortune  makes  her  court  to  thee; 
Thy  fond  heart  dances  while  the  syn^n  sings. 
Dear  is  thy  welfare ;  think  me  not  unkind; 
I  would  not  damp,  but  to  secure  thy  joys. 
Think  not  that  fear  is  sacred  to  the  storm ; 
Stand  on  thy  guartl  agninrt  the  StniK's  of  Fate. 
Is  Heaven  tremendous  in  its  frowns'?  most  sure: 
And  in  its  favours  formidable  too: 
Its  favours  here  are  trials,  not  rewards; 
A  call  to  duty,  not  discharge  from  care, 
And  shoidd  alarm  us  full  as  much  as  woes, 
Awake  us  to  their  cause  and  consequence, 
And  make  us  tremble,  weighetl  with  our  desert; 
Awe  Nature's  tumult,  and  chastise  her  joys, 
Lest  while  we  clasp  we  kill  them ;  nay,  invert 
To  worse  than  simple  misery  their  charms. 
Revolte<l  joys,  like  foes  in  civil  war, 
Like  liosom  friendships  to  ri'sontments  soured. 
With  rage  envenome<l  rise  against  our  peace. 
Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness ;  beware 
All  joys  but  joys  that  never  can  expire. 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base. 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  jovs  to  death. 

Mine  uien  with  thee.  Philander;  thv  last  sigh 
Dissolved  the  charm;  tnedisenrhant'-d  earth 
Lost  all  her  hiPtre.     Where  her  irlittfrinij  towers? 
Herirolden  mountains  wiiereT  all  d-irkcned  down 
Tonaki»«l  tvasto;  a  dr«'ary  vale  of  tears. 
The  great  maviician's  dead!  Thou  fKX)r,  pale  piece 


Of  outcast  earth,  in  darkness .  what  a  change 
From  yesterday !  Thy  darling  hope  so  near, 
(Long-laboured  prize!)  O  how  ambitbn  flushed 
Thy  glowing  cheek ;  ambition  tnily  great, 
Of  virtuous  praise.     Death's  subtle  seed  within, 
(Sly,  treacherous  miner  I)  working  in  the  dark, 
Siiiiled  at  thy  well  concerted  scheme,  and  beckonei' 
The  worm  to  riot  on  that  rose  so  red, 
Un faded  ere  it  fell,  one  moment's  prey! 
Man's  foresight  is  conditionally  wise. 
Lorenzo !  wisdom  into  folly  turns. 
Oft  the  first  instant  its  idea  fair 
To  labouring  thought  is  born.    How  dim  our  ej4 
The  present  moment  terminates  our  sight; 
Clouds,  thick  as  thoee  on  Doomsday,  drown  tbs 

next : 
We  penetrate,  we  prophesy  in  valn^ 
Time  is  dealt  out  by  particles,  and  each 
Arc  mingled  with  the  streaming  sands  of  Ilfi^ 
By  Fate's  inviolable  oath  is  sworn 
Deep  silence, — where  Eternity  begins. 

By  Nature's  law,  what  may  be  may  be  now: 
There's  no  prerogative  in  human  hours. 
In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thoughts  can  liee 
Than  man's  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn] 
Where  is  to-morrow  1  In  another  world. 
F'>r  numbers  this  is  certain;  the  reverse 
Is  sure  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  perhapg, 
Tiiis  pcradrenture,  infamous  for  lies. 
As  on  a  rock  of  adamant  we  build 
Our  mountain  ho{)Ci<,  spin  out  eternal  8chcmet| 
As  we  the  fatal  sisters  could  outspiii, 
And,  big  with  lifrV  futurities  expire. 

Not  even  PhiiantUT  had  besjwke  his  sbroud; 
Nor  had  he  rausi' ;  a  warning  was  denied. 
How  many  fall  as  sudden,  not  as  safe ! 
Aft  suildi'U,  tliougli  f«»r  years  admonished  home; 
Of  liuinan  ills  tin*  lust  extreme  Ix^ware; 
Beware,  LorrniW)!  a  slow  sudden  deatk; 
How  dreadlul  that  dclil>erato  surprise ! 
Be  wis<*  to-cluv;  'tis  madness  to  defer: 
Next  day  tlie  fatal  precedent  will  plead. 
Thus  on,  till  uisdom  is  pushetl  out  of  life. 
Procrastination  is  t!ie  tliief  of  time; 
Year  afb*r  year  it  steals,  till  all  are  fled, 
And  to  the  merrie«»  of  a  moment  leaves 
The  vast  concerns  of  an  eternal  scene. 
If  m>t  so  frequent,  would  not  this  l)e  strangcl 
That  'tis  so  frecpient.  lliis  is  stranger  still. 

Of  man's  miraculous  ruistaki>s  this  b(>ars 
The  palm,  '  That  all  u»en  art*  alK)ut  to  live,* 
For  e"er  on  the  brink  of  lH«ing  Uirn: 
All  pay  them«»elves  the  co:u])linient  to  tiling 
They  one  day  shall  not  dri%el,  and  their  pnJe 
On  this  reversion  t:\Von  up  ready  praise; 
At  lei»st  their  own;  tluir  future  wives  applauds^ 
How  exeellefit  that  life  thev  Uf'er  will  h-ad  ! 
Time  ImliTed  in  tln'ir  own  hanrls  is  Follv's  vails. 
That  lotlged  in  Fate's  to  wisdom  they  lanHigu: 
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The  thing  they  can't  but  purpose,  they  postpone. 

rrU  not  in  folly  not  to  scorn  a  fool, 

And  scarce  in  human  wisdom  to  do  more. 

All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  roan, 

And  that  through  every  stage.  When  young,  in* 

deed, 
In  fuD  content  we  sometmies  nobly  rest, 
Unanxious  for  ourselves,  and  only  wish. 
As  duteous  sons,  our  fatliers  were  more  wise. 
At  thirty  man  suspects  himself  a  fool ; 
Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 
Af  fifty  chides  his  infamous  delay. 
Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve; 
Id  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 
Resolves,  and  re-resolves;  then  dies  the  same. 

And  whyl  because  he  thinks  himself  immor- 
Ul, 
An  men  think  all  men  mortal  but  themselves ; 
Themselves,  when  some  alarming  shock  uf  Fate 
Strikes  through  their  wounded  hearts  the  sudden 

dread: 
Bat  their  hearts  wounded,  like  the  wounded  air. 
Soon  dose;  where  past  the  shafl  no  trace  is  found. 
As  from  the  wing  no  scar  the  sky  retains, 
The  parted  wave  no  furrow  from  the  keel. 
So  dies  in  human  hearts  the  thought  of  death: 
Even  with  the  tender  tear  which  Nature  siieds 
0*er  those  we  love,  wo  drop  it  in  their  grave. 
Can  I  forget  Philander  1  that  were  strange  ! 
U  my  full  heart ! — But  sliould  I  give  it  vent, 
The  longest  night,  though  longer  far,  would  fail. 
And  the  lark  listen  to  my  midnight  song. 
The  sprightly  lark's  shrill  matin  wakes  the  mom. 
Griers  sharpest  tliom  hard  pressing  on  my  breast, 
1  drive,  with  wakeful  melody,  to  cheer 
The  sullen  gloom,  sweet  Philomel!  like  thee, 
Ai^  call  the  stars  to  listen:  every  star 
Ib  deaf  to  mine,  enamoured  of  thy  lay. 
Yet  be  not  vain ;  there  are  who  thine  excel, 
And    charm   through  distant  ages.     Wrapt   in 

shade, 
Prisoff»er  of  darkness!  to  the  silent  hours 
How  often  I  repeat  their  rage  divine. 
To  lull  my  griefs,  and  steal  my  heart  from  wo  I 
In  roll  their  raptures,  but  not  catch  tlicir  fire. 
Dark,  though  not  blind,  like  tlicc  Ma'oaidas! 
Or,  Milton!  tliee;  ah,  could  1  reach  your  strain! 
Or  his*  who  made  Mceonidos  our  own. 
Man,  too,  he  sung:  inmiortal  man  1  sing: 
Oft   bunts  my  song  beyond  the  lx)uiuls  uf  life: 
What,  now,  but  immortality  can  please  1 
O  had  lie  pressed  his  theme,  pursued  tlic  track 
Which  opens  out  uf  darkness  into  day ! 
O  had  he  mounted  on  hU  wiii^  of  Hre, 
Soared  where  I  sink,  and  sung  immortal  man, 
Uuw  had  it  blessed  mankind,  and  rescued  me! 
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ON  TIME,  DEATH,  AND  FRIENDSHIP. 


Tb  Om  Right  Honcurable,  the  Earl  of  Wilmington. 


•Pope. 


'  When  the  cock  crew  he  wept,* — smote  by  that  eyr 
Which  looks  on  me,  on  all ;  that  Power  who  bitls 
This  midnight  sentinel,  with  clarion  shrill. 
Emblem  of  that  which  shall  awake  the  dead, 
Rouse  souls  from  slumber,  into  thoughts  of  Heaven. 
Shall  I  too  weepi  where  then  is  fortitude  1 
And  fortitude  abandoned,  where  is  man  7 
I  know  the  terms  on  which  he  sees  the  light: 
He  that  is  l)orn  is  listed:  life  is  war; 
Eternal  war  with  wo :  who  bears  it  best 
Deserves  it  least. — On  other  themes  Til  dwell 
Lorenzo !  let  me  turn  my  thoughts  on  thee 
And  thine;  on  themes  may  profit;  profit  thero 
Where  most  thy  need.     Themes,  too,  the  genuint 

growth 
Of  dear  Philander's  dust.     He  thus,  though  dead, 
M  ty  still  befriend. — What  themes?  Time's  won- 
drous price  1 
Death,  friendship,  and  Philander's  final  scene. 

So  could  I  touch  these  themes  as  might  obtain 
Thine  ear,  nor  leave  thy  heart  quite  disengaged, 
The  good  deed  would  delight  me ;  half-impress 
On  my  dark  cloud  nn  iris,  and  from  grief 
Call  glory. — Dost  thou  mourn  Philander's  fate  1 
1  know  thou  say'gt  it:  8,iy8  thy  life  the  samel 
He  mourns  the  dead  who  lives  as  they  desire. 
When'  is  that  thirst,  that  avarice  of  time, 
(O  glorious  avarice!)  thought  of  death  inspires, 
As  runn>ured  rol)b<Tii»s  endear  our  goldl 
O  Time !  than  goM  more  gacred ;  more  a  load 
Than  lead  to  fools,  and  fools  reputed  wise. 
What  moment  granted  man  without  account? 
What  years  arc  squandered,  wisdom's  debt  un> 

I)aid ! 
Our  wealth  in  days  all  due  to  that  discharge. 
Haste,  haste,  he  lies  in  wait,  he's  at  the  door; 
Insidious  Death!  sliouKI  his  strong  hand  arrest, 
No  coin{K)sition  sets  the  prisoner  free. 
Eternity's  inexorable  chain 
Fast  hinds,  and  verifjeance  claims  the  full  arreai 
How  late  1  shudilered  on  the  brifik!  how  late 
Life  called  for  her  last  nfuge  in  despair ! 
That  time  is  mine,  O  Mead!  to  thee  I  owe; 
Fain  would  1  pay  thee  with  eternity. 
But  ill  my  genius  answers  my  desire: 
My  sickly  song  is  mortal,  past  thy  cure. 
Accept  the  will : — that  dies  not  with  my  strain 

For  what  calls  thv  disease,  Lozenzo^  not 
For  Fsciilaj>ian,  but  for  moral  aid. 
Thou  tliinU'st  it  follv  Ut  ih*  wise  too  »«>on. 
Youth  is  not  rich  in  time;  it  may  be  poor; 
Part  with  it  as  with  money,  sparing;  pa? 
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No  moment,  but  in  purchase  of  its  worth; 
And  what  its  worth,  ask  death-beds;  they  can  tell. 
Part  with  it  as  with  life,  reluctant;  big 
With  holy  hope  of  nobler  Ume  to  come ; 
Time  higher  aimed,  still  nearer  the  great  mark 
'Jf  men  and  angels,  virtue  more  divine. 

Is  this  our  duty,  wisdom,  glory,  gain  1 
(These  Heaven  benign  in  vital  union  binds) 
And  sport  we  like  the  natives  of  the  bough, 
When  vernal  suns  inspire  1  Amusement  reigns, 
Man's  great  demand :  to  trifle  b  to  live : 
And  is  it  then  a  trifle,  too,  to  die  1 

Thou  say'st  I  preach,  Lorenzo  1  'tis  confest 
What  if,  for  once,  I  preach  thee  quite  awake? 
Who  wants  amusement  in  the  flamo  of  battle  1 
Is  it  not  treason  to  the  soul  immortal, 
Her  foes  in  arms,  eternity  the  prize? 
Will  toys  amuse,  when  mcd'cines  can  not  cure? 
When  spirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  scenes 
Their  lustre  lose,  and  lessen  in  our  sight, 
As  lands  and  cities  with  their  glittering  spires, 
To  the  poor  shattered  bark,  by  sudden  storm 
Thrown  off  to  sea,  and  soon  to  })erish  there; 
Will  toys  amuse  1  No;  thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  skies  aeem  dust  upon  the  scale. 

Redeem  we  time  1 — Its  loss  we  dearly  buy. 
What  pleads  Lorenzo  for  his  high-priz'd  sports? 
He  pleads  time's  numerous  blanks;  he  loudly 

pleads 
The  straw-like  trifles  on  life's  common  stream. 
From  whom  those  blanks  and  trifles  but  from  tliee? 
No  blank,  no  trifle,  Nature  made,  or  meant. 
Virtue,  or  purposed  virtue,  still  be  thine; 
I'liis  cancels  thy  complaint  at  once ;  this  leaves 
In  act  no  trifle,  and  no  blank  in  time. 
This  greatens,  fllls,  immortalizes  all; 
This  the  blest  art  of  turning  all  to  gold; 
This  the  good  heart's  prerogative  to  raise 
A  royal  tribute?  from  the  poorest  hours: 
Immense  revenue!  every  moment  pays. 
If  nothing  more  than  pur|>ose  in  thy  power, 
Thy  pur^iose  firm  is  equal  to  the  deed. 
Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows, 
Does  well,  acts  nobly;  angels  could  no  more. 
Our  outward  act,  indeed,  aiiniits  restraint: 
'Tib  not  in  thini^s  oVr  tlioutrht  to  domineer. 
Guanl  well  thy  thought:  our  thoughts  are  heard 
in  Heaven! 

On  all-im))oriant  time,  through  every  age, 
Though  much  and  warm  the  wise  have  urged,  the 

man 
's  yet  unliorn  who  duly  weighs  an  hour. 
■  Ivo  liist  a  day,' — the  j)rim!o  who  nobly  cried, 
Hrtd  U'en  an  em|)ertir,  without  his  crown, 
i  >i  Home  {  sitv,  fcithtT,  l»»ni  of  human  race: 
H»'  sjioko  an  il'(l«>|)(itr(l  by  mankind. 
St»  s!ioul«l  all  sj»eak:  so  rciison  stiMNikR  in  all: 
Frofu  tilt*  *>ll  vviiw}wre  of  that  God  in  man, 
Wliv  i'ly  to  fol'y,  why  to  fn-nzy  fly, 
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For  rescue  from  the  blesnngB  we  posaeasl 
Time,  the  supreme! — Time  is  Eternity; 
Pregnant  with  all  eternity  can  give; 
Pregnant  with  all  that  makes  archangels  smOe. 
Who  murders  Time,  he  crushes  in  the  birth 
A  power  ethereal,  only  not  adored. 

Ah !  how  unjust  to  Nature  and  himaelf 
Is  thoughtless,  thankless,  inconsistent  man ! 
Like  children  babbling  nonsense  in  their  cport^ 
We  censure  Nature  for  a  span  too  short ; 
That  span  too  short  we  tax  as  tedioos  too ; 
Torture  invention,  all  expedients  tire, 
To  lash  the  lingering  moments  into  speed, 
And  whiri  us  (happy  riddance!)  from  oimelvcs. 
Art,  brainless  Art!  our  furious  charioteer, 
(For  Nature's  voice  unstifled  would  recall) 
Drives  headlong  towards  the  precipice  of  death ; 
Death  most  our  dread ;  death  thus  more  dieadfU 

made. 
O  what  a  riddle  of  absurdity! 
Leisure  is  pain;  takes  oflfour  chariot- wheels: 
How  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life ! 
Blest  leisure  is  our  curse ;  like  that  of  Cain, 
It  makes  us  wander,  wander  earth  around. 
To  fly  that  tyrant  Thought.     As  Atla*  groaned 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour* 
We  cry  for  mercy  to  the  next  amusement ; 
The  next  amusement  mortgages  our  fields; 
Slight  inconvenience !  prisons  hardly  frown, 
From  hateful  Time  if  prisons  set  us  free. 
Yet  when  Death  kindly  tenders  us  relief, 
We  call  him  cruel ;  years  to  moments  shrink. 
Ages  to  years.     The  telescope  is  turned : 
To  man's  false  optics  (from  his  folly  false) 
Time,  in  advance,  beliind  him  hides  bis  wings, 
And  seems  to  creep,  decrepit  with  his  age. 
Behold  him  when  past  by ;  what  then  is  seen 
But  his  broad  pinions  swifter  than  the  winds  1 
And  all  mankind,  in  contradiction  strong. 
Rueful,  aghast,  cry  out  on  his  career. 

Leave  to  thy  foes  these  errors  and  theae  iUs; 
To  Nature  just,  their  cause  and  cure  explore. 
Not  short  Heaven's  bounty,  boundless  our  expeoM; 
No  niggard  Nature,  men  are  prodigals. 
We  waste,  not  use  our  time ;  we  breathe,  not  fim 
Time  wasted  is  existence;  used,  is  life: 
And  bare  existence  man,  to  live  ordained. 
Wrings  and  oppresses  with  enormous  weifrht 
And  why  1  since  time  was  given  for  use,  mil  iii  tsli. 
Enjoined  to  fly,  with  tempest,  tide,  and  stan. 
To  keep  his  speed,  nor  ever  wait  for  maiL 
Time's  use  was  doomed  a  pleasure,  waste  a  ptSm^ 
That  man  might  feel  bis  error  if  un8(*^n. 
And,  f»»eling,  fly  to  labour  for  his  cure; 
Not  blundering,  split  on  idleness  for  eajae. 
Life's  C4ires  are  comforts;  such  by    Heaven  d» 

siiimvl  ; 
He  that  has  none  must  make  them,  or  be  wrelrt^ 
Cares  arc  employments,  and  without  ero|.loT 


The  fool  is  on  a  rack,  the  rack  of  rest, 
To  souls  most  adverse,  action  all  their  joy. 

Here  then  the  riddle,  marked  above,  unfolds; 
Then  time  turns  torment,  when  man  turns  a  fool. 
We  rave,  we  wrestle  with  great  Nature's  planj 
We  thwart  the  Deity ;  and  'tis  decreed, 
Who  thwart  His  will  shall  contradict  their  own. 
Hence  our  unnatural  quarrels  with  ourselves; 
Our  thoughts  at  enmity;  our  bo||om-broil: 
We  push  Time  from  us,  and  we  wish  him  back: 
Lavidi  of  lustrums,  and  yet  fond  of  life- 
Life  we  think  long  and  short ;  death  seek  and  shun : 
Body  and  eoul,  like  peevish  man  and  wife, 
United  jar,  and  yet  are  loth  to  part. 

Oh  the  dark  days  of  vanity!  while  here 
How  tasteless!  and  how  terrible  when  gone! 
Gone?  they  ne'er  go;  when  past,  they  haunt  us 

stUl: 
The  spirit  walks  of  every  day  deceased, 
And  smiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 
Har  death  nor  life  delight  us.     If  time  past 
And  time  possest  both  pain  us,  what  can  please  1 
That  which  the  Deity  to  please  ordained, 
Time  used.     The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 
By  vigorous  effort  and  an  honest  aim, 
At  once  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  deatli; 
He  walks  with  Nature,  and  her  paths  are  peace. 
Our  error's  cause  and  cure  are  seen:  see  next 
Time's  nature,  origin,  importance,  speed. 
And  thy  great  gain  from  urging  his  career. 
All  sensual  man,  because  untouch'd,  unseen, 
He  looks  on  time  as  nothing.     Notliing  else 
Is  truly  man's;  'tis  Fortune's — Time's  a  god! 
Hast  thou  ne'er  heard  of  Time's  omnipotence  1 
For,  or  against,  what  wonders  can  lie  do ! 
And  will :  to  stand  blank  neuter  he  disdains. 
^ot  on  those  terms  was  Time  (Heaven's  stranger !) 

sent  • 

On  his  important  embassy  to  man. 
Lopenao!  no.  on  the  long  destin'd  hour, 
From  everlasting  ages  growing  ripe. 
That  memorable  hour  of  wondrous  birth. 
When  the  Dread  Sire,  on  emanation  bent, 
/|twi  big  with  Nature,  rising  in  his  might, 
Call'd  forth  Creation  (for  then  Time  was  bom) 
By  Godhead  streaming  through  a  thousand  worlds; 
Not  on  those  terms,  from  the  great  days  of  Heaven, 
From  oi<J  eternity's  mysterious  orb 
WwM  Time  cut  off,  and  cast  beneath  the  skies ; 
The  skies,  which  watch  him  in  his  new  abode, 
Measuring  his  moUons  by  revolving  spheres. 
That  horologe  machinery  divine. 
Hours,  days,  and  months,  and  years,  his  cliildren 

play, 
J.ik#>  numerous  win^s,  around  him,  as  he  flies ; 
Or  rather,  as  unequal  plumes,  tlicy  shape 
His  '\niple  pinions,  swift  as  darted  tlnine, 
To  )  ain  his  goal,  to  reach  his  ancient  rent, 
And  join  anew  £temity,  his  sire; 


In  his  immutalnlity  to  nest, 
When  worlds,  that  count  his  circles  now,unhrng'd 
(Fate  the  loud  signal  sounding)  headlong  rush 
To  time' ess  night  and  chaos,  whence  they  rose. 

Why  spur  the  speedy  1  why  with  levities 
New-wing  thy  short,  short  day's  too  rapid  flightl 
Know'st  thou,  or  what  thou  dost,  or  what  is  donel 
Man  flics  from  time,  and  time  from  man:  too  soon, 
In  sad  divorce  this  double  flight  must  end ; 
And  then,  where  are  we  1  where,  Lorenzo,  then, 
Thy  sports,  thy  pomps'?  I  grant  thee  in  a  state 
Not  unambitious,  in  the  rufl!ed  shroud, 
Thy  Parian  tomb's  triumphant  arch  beneath. 
Has  Death  his  fopperies?  then  well  may  Life 
Put  on  her  plume,  and  in  her  rainbow  shiue. 

Ye  well-array'd !  ye  lilies  of  our  land! 
Ye  UUes  male !  who  neither  toil  nor  spin, 
(As  sister-lilies  might)  if  not  so  wise 
As  Solomon,  more  sumptuous  to  the  sight! 
Ye  delicate!  who  nothing  can  support, 
Yourselves  most  insup|X)rtable !  for  whom 
The  wintcrrose  must  blow,  tlic  sun  put  on 
A  brigliter  beam  in  Leo ;  sillcy  soft, 
Favonious !  breathe  still  soUcr,  or  be  chid ; 
And  other  world  send  odours,  sauce,  and  song, 
And  robes,  and  notions,  fram'd  in  foreign  looms  t 
O  ye  Lorenzos  of  our  age !  who  deem 
One  moment  unamus'd  a  misery 
Not  made  fur  feeble  man !  who  call  aloud 
For  every  bawble  drlvcU'd  o'er  by  sense; 
For  rattles  and  conceits  of  every  cast ; 
For  change  of  follies  and  relays  of  joy 
To  drag  your  patient  through  the  tedious  length 

Of  a  short  winter's  day say,  sages!  say. 

Wit's  oracles!  say  dreamers  of  gay  dreams  I 
How  will  you  wcatlier  an  eternal  night, 
Where  such  expedients  fail  1 — 

O  treacherous  Conscience!  while  she  seems  to 
sleep 
On  rose  and  myrtle,  luH'd  with  syren  song 
While  she  seems,  nodding  o'er  her  charge,  to  drop 
On  headlong  Appetite  tlie  slackened  rein, 
And  gives  us  up  to  license  unrecail'd, 
Unmark'd: — see,  from  behind  her  secret  stand, 
The  sly  informer  minutes  every  fault, 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 
Not  the  gross  act  alone  employs  her  pen; 
She  reconnoitres  Fancy's  airy  band. 
A  watchful  foe!  the  formidable  spy 
Listening,  o'erhears  the  wliispers  of  our  camp, 
Our  dawning  purposes  of  heart  explores, 
And  steals  our  embryos  of  iniquity. 
As  all -rapacious  usurers  coni^eal 
Their  dcK)m8day-lxx)k  from  all-consuming  hem, 
Thus,  with  indulrrence  most  scvorfc.  she  treats 
Us  s^iendthrills  of  inestimable  time, 
Unnote<l,  notes  each  moment  misapplied; 
In  leaves  more  tlu ruble  than  lca\es  ol  brasv 
Writes  our  whole  history,  which  Death  stiaJi  road 
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Ii<  every  pale  delinqueiu  s  private  ear, 
AimI  judgment  puMish;  publish  to  moreworkb 
Thaik  this,  and  endless  age  in  groans  resound. 
Lorenzo  I  such  that  sl<>eper  in  thy  breast; 
Such  is  her  elumbcr,  and  tier  vengeance  such 
Fur  slighted  counsel;  such  thy  future  peace; 
And  think Vt  thou  still  thou  canst  be  wise  too  soonl 

But  why  on  time  so  lavbh  is  my  songl 
On  this  griMt  theme  kind  Nature  keeps  a  school 
To  teach  her  sons  herself.     Each  night  we  die ; 
Each  morn  are  (X)rn  anew:  each  day  a  life! 
And  hhall  we  kill  each  dayl  If  triHing  kills, 
Sun;,  vice  must  hutclier.     O  what  hcix\i»  of  slain 
Cry  out  for  vengeance  on  us  I  Time  destroy 'd 
Is  suicide,  where  more  than  bIo<x!  b  s^«ilt. 
Time  flies,  death  urges,  knells  call,  Heaven  invites, 
Hell  threatens:  all  exerts;  in  eflcirt  all, 
More  than  creation  luliours!  LalK)urs  morel — 
And  is  there  in  creation  what,  ainjtUt 
This  tumult  universal,  wing'd  despatch, 

And  ardent  enerjry,  supinely  yawns] 

Man  slee]>s.  and  man  alone;  and  man,  whose  fate, 
Fate  irresistible,  entire,  extreme, 
Endless,  hair-hung,  breeze-shaken,  o'er  the  gulf 
A  moment  trembles ;  drojw !  and  man,  for  whom 
AH  else  is  an  alalrm — man,  the  sole  cause 
Of  this  surrounding  storm!  and  yet  he  slee^is, 
As  the  storm  rocked  to  n»st. — Throw  years  awayl 
Throw  empires,  and  be  blameless;  moiiients  seize, 
Heaven's  on  their  wing!  a  moment  we  may  wish. 
When  wor'da  want  wealth  to  buy.  Bid  Day  stand 

KtUI, 

Bid  him  drive  back  his  car,  and  riim|x)rt 
The  i>eriod  past,  regivo  t!ic  given  liour. 
Lornizo!  more  than  miraeles  we  want. 
Lorenzo— O  for  yesterdays  to  come! 

Such  is  the  lan;;uaue  of  the  man  awake. 
His  ardour  such  for  what  opj)resses  thee. 
And  is  his  ardour  vain,  Lorenzo]  No; 
That  more  tlian  miracle  the  nods  indulge. 
To-day  is  yesterday  return'd;  return'd 
Full-i)owered  to  cancel,  expiate,  raise,  adorn, 
And  n^instate  us  on  the  rock  of  peace. 
Let  it  not  share  its  predecessor's  fate, 
Nor  like  its  elder  sisters,  die  a  fool. 
Shall  it  evaporate  in  fume,  fly  oflT 
Fuliginous,  and  stain  us  deeper  still? 
Shall  we  be  })oorer  for  the  plenty  poured  ] 
More  wretched  for  the  clemencies  of  Heaven  1 

Where  shall!  find  him?  Angels!  tell  me  where: 
You  know  him  .  he  is  near  you;  point  him  out. 
Hhall  I  see  gloncs  lH»aming  from  his  brow, 
Oi  trace  his  footste()s  by  the  rising  flowers? 
Your  golden  wings,  now  hovering  o'er  him,  shed 
Tiotecticm;  now  are  waving  in  applause 
To  that  blest  £^on  of  foresight!  lord  of  fate! 
That  awtiil  ind4'|)endent  on  tomorrow! 
Wiiosc  work  is  done;  who  triumphs  in  the  past; 
Wbo<ie  yesterdays  look  backwards  witli  a  suiilc, 


Nor,  like  the  Parthian,  wound  him  as  they  fly ; 

That  common,  but  opprobious  lot!  Past  houf% 

If  not  by  guilt,  yet  wound  us  by  their  flight, 

If  ft^ly  bounds  our  prospect  by  the  gtvni 

All  feeling  of  futurity  benumbed; 

All  godUke  passion  for  eternals  quenched ; 

All  relish  of  realities  expired ; 

Renounced  all  correspondence  with  the 

Our  freedom  chained;  quite  wingless  our 

In  sense  dark-prAoned  all  that  ought  to  soar; 

Prone  to  the  centre;  crawling  in  the  dust; 

Dismounted  every  great  and  glorious  aim; 

Imbruted  every  faculty  divine; 

Heart-buried  in  the  rubbish  of  the  world, 

The  world,  tliat  gulf  of  souls,  immortal  souli^ 

Souls  elevate,  angelic,  winged  with  firs 

To  reach  the  distant  skies,  and  triumph  there 

On  thrones,  which  shall  not  mourn  their  masten 

changtnl ; 
Though  we  from  earth,  ethereal  they  that  felL 
Such  veneration  due,  O  man,  to  man! 

Who  venerate  themselves  the  world  despise, 
For  what,  gay  friend!  is  the  escutcheoned  work]. 
Which  hangs  out  death  in  one  eternal  night? 
A  night  that  glooms  us  in  the  floon-tide  ray, 
And  wraps  our  thought  at  banquet  in  the  shroud. 
Life's  little  stage  is  a  small  eminence, 
Inch  high  the  grave  above,  that  home  of  man. 
Where  dwells  the  multitude:  we  gaze  around; 
We  read  their  monuments;  we  sigh;  and  while 
We  sigh  we  sink  ;  and  are  what  we  deplored ; 
Lamenting  or  lamented  all  our  lot ! 

Is  Death  at  distance  ]  No;  he  has  been  on  thee^ 
And  given  sure  earnest  of  las  final  blow. 
Those  hours  that  lately  smiled,  where  are  they 

now  ? 
Pallid   to  thought,  and  ghastly!    drowned,    afl 

drowned  « 

In  tliat  great  deep  which  notliing  disembogues! 
And,  dying,  they  bequeathed  thee  small  renown. 
The  rest  are  on  the  wing:  how  fleet  their  flight! 
Already  has  the  fatal  train  took  Are; 
A  moment,  and  the  world's  blown  up  to  thee; 
The  sun  is  darkness,  ami  the  stars  are  dust. 

'Tis  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  i>a8t  houra. 
And  ask  them  what  report  they  liore  to  Ueaven, 
And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 

news. 
Their  answers  form  what  men  Ex{)eriencecaU; 
If  Wisdom's  friend  her  best,  if  not,  worst  toe. 
O  reconcile  them!  kind  £x|M>ricnce  cries. 
"  There's    nothing   here    but   what  as    nothii^ 

weighs;  » 

The  more  our  joy,  the  more  we  know  it  vain, 
And  by  success  are  tutored  to  despair." 
Nor  is  it  only  t!ius,  but  must  be  so. 
Who  knovxs  not  this,  though  gray,  is  still  a  cliikL 
Loose  tlien  from  earth  t!ie  grasp  of  fond  desire. 
Weigh  anchor,  luid  souic  happier  clime  explore. 


I 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


Art  tfaou  K)  moored  thou  caiut  not  disengage, 
Nor  ghre  thy  thoughts  a  ply  to  future  scenes  1 
Since  by  life's  passing  breath,  blown  up  from  earth, 
X^ght  as  the  summer's  dust,  we  take  in  air 
A  moment's  giddy  flight,  and  &11  again. 
Join  the  dull  mass,  increase  the  trodden  soil, 
And  sleep,  till  Earth  herself  shall  be  no  more; 
Since  then  (as  emmets,  their  small  world  o'er- 

thrown) 
We,  sore-amazed,  from  out  earth's  ruins  crawl, 
And  rise  to  fate  extreme  of  foul  or  fair. 
As  man's  own  choice,  (controller  of  the  skies!) 
As  man's  despotic  will,  perhaps  one  hour, 
(O  how  omnipotent  is  time!)  decrees; 
Should  not  each  warning  give  a  strong  alarml 
Warning,  far  less  than  that  of  bueom  torn 
From  bosom,  bleeding  o'er  the  sacred  dead ! 
ShoaU  not  each  dial  strike  us  as  wepaas, 
Portentous^  as  the  written  wall  which  struck, 
O'er  midnight  bowls,  the  proud  Assyrian  pale, 
Eie-while  high-flushed  with  insolence  and  winel 
Like  that,  the  dial  speaks,  and  points  to  thee, 
Lorenzo!  loth' to  break  thy  banquet  up: — 
"  O  Man!  thy  kingdom  is  departing  from  thee. 
And,  while  it  lasts,  is  emptier  than  my  shade." 
Its  silent  language  such;  nor  need'st  thou  call 
Thy  Magi  to  decipher  what  it  means. 
Know,  like  the  Median,  Fate  is  in  thy  walls: 
I>ost  ask  howl  whence  1  Belshazzar-like, amazed: 
Man's  make  incloses  the  sure  seeds  of  death; 
Life  feeds  the  murderer:  ingrate!  he  thrives 
On  her  own  meal,  and  then  his  nurse  devours. 

But  here,  Lorenzo,  the  delusion  lies ; 
That  solar  shadow,  as  it  measures  life, 
It  life  resembles  too.    Life  speeds  away 
From  point  to  point,  though  seeming  to  stand  still. 
The  cunning  fugitive  is  swifl  by  stealth : 
Too  subtle  is  the  movement  to  be  seen ; 
Yet  soon  man's  hour  is  up,  and  we  are  gone. 
Warnings  point  out  our  danger;  gnomons,  time: 
As  titcae  are  useless  when  ttie  sun  is  set. 
So  tboae,  but  when  more  glorious  Reason  shines. 
Reajon  should  judge  in  all ;  in  Reason's  eye 
That  sedentary  shadow  travels  hard : 
But  such  our  gravitation  to  the  wrong, 
So  pfooe  our  hearts  to  wliisper  what  we  wish, 
Tis  later  with  the  wise  tlian  he's  aware. 
A  Wilmington  goes  slower  than  the  sun; 
And  all  mankind  mistake  their  time  of  day; 
£ven  age  itself.    Fresh  hopes  arc  hourly  sown 
In  furrowed  brows.     So  gentle  life's  descen  t, 
We  sliut  our  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain. 
We  take  fair  days  in  winter  for  the  spring,    . 
And  turn  our  blessings  into  banc.     Since  ofl 
>lan  must  compute  tliat  age  lie  can  not  feci. 
He  scarce  iitlieves  he's  older  for  his  ^eurs. 
Thus  at  life's  latest  eve  we  keep  in  Htore 
One  disappointment,  sure  to  crown  tlie  rest, 
Ttm  disuppoiutuient  of  a  promised  hour. 


On  this,  or  similar,  Philander!  thou 
Whose  mind  was  moral  as  the  preacher's  tonguey 
And  strong  to  wield  all  science  worth  the  nanif>, 
Plow  nften  we  talked  down  the  summer's  sun. 
And  cooled  our  passions  by  the  breezy  stream . 
How  often  thawed  and  shortened  winter's  eve 
By  conflict  kind,  that  struck  out  latent  truth, 
Best  found  so  souglit,  to  the  recluse  more  coy  1 
Thoughts  disentangle  passing  o'er  the  lip ; 
Clear  runs  the  thread ;  if  not,  tis  thrown  away, 
Or  kept  to  tie  up  nonsense  for  a  song ; 
Song,  fashionably  fruitless,  such  as  stains 
The  fancy,  and  unhallowed  passion  fires. 
Chiming  her  saints  to  Cytherea's  fane. 

Know'st  thou,  Lorenzo !  what  a  friend  contain^ 
As  bees  mixed  nectar  draw  from  fragrant  flowerii 
So  men  from  Friendship,  wisdom  and  delight ; 
Twins,  tied  by  Nature ;  if  they  part  they  die. 
Hast  thou  no  friend  to  set  thy  mind  abroach  1 
Good  sense  will   stagnate.     Thoughts   shut  up 

want  air, 
And  spoil,  like  bales  unopened  to  the  sun. 
Had  thought  been  all.  sweet  speech  had  been  de- 
nied ^ 
Speech!  thought's  canal j    speech!  thought's  cii> 

terion  too : 
Thought  in  mine  may  come  forth  gold  or  dross : 
When  coined  in  word  we  know  its  real  worth 
If  sterling,  store  it  for  thy  future  use; 
'Twill  buy  thee  Iwnefit,  perhaps  renown 
Thought,  too,  delivered,  is  the  more  })098es8ed ; 
Teaching,  we  learn ;  and  giving,  we  retain 
The  births  of  intellect ;  when  dumb,  forgot. 
Speech  ventilates  our  intellectual  fire ; 
Speech  burnislies  our  mental  magazine ; 
Brightens  for  ornament,  and  whets  for  use. 
What  numbers,  sheathed  in  erudition,  lie 
Plunged  to  the  hilts  in  venerable  tomes. 
And  rusted  in,  who  might  have  home  an  edge. 
And  played  a  sprightly  beam,  if  born  to  speech. 
If  born  blest  heirs  of  half  their  mother's  tongue ! 
'Tis  thought's  exchange,  which,  like  the  alternate 

push 
Of  waves  conflicting,  breaks  the  learned  scum, 
And  defecates  the  student's  standing  ikx>1. 
In  contemplation  is  his  proud  resource  1 
'Tis  poor  as  proud,  by  converse  unsustained. 
Rude  thought  runs  wild  in  contemplation'b  field; 
Converse,  t!ie  menage,  breaks  it  to  the  bit 
Of  due  restraint;  and  Emulation's  spur 
Gives  graceful  energy,  by  rivals  awed. 
'Tis  converse  qualifies  for  solitude, 
As  exercise  for  salutary  rest : 
By  that  untutored,  Contemplation  raves ; 
And  Nature's  fool  by  Wisdom's  is  outilone 

Wisdom,  though  riclier  than  Peruvian  mineai, 
And  sweeter  than  the  sweet  nuihrosial  hive, 
Wliat  is  she  but  tlie  means  of  happiness  1 
That  unobtaim^d,  than  Folly  more  a  fool  - 
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A  mekncholy  fool,  without  her  bcUs. 

Frif  ndship,  the  means  of  wisdom,  richly  givet 

The  precious  end,  which  makes  our  wisdom  wise. 

Nature,  in  zeal  for  human  amity. 

Denies  or  damps  an  undivided  joy. 

Joy  is  an  import ;  joy  is  an  exchange ; 

Joy  flies  monopolists ;  it  calls  for  two: 

Rich  fruit !  heaven-planted !  never  plucked  hy  one. 

Needful  auxiliars  arc  our  friends,  to  give 

To  social  man  true  relish  of  himself. 

Full  on  oumelves  descending  in  a  line. 

Pleasure's  bright  beam  is  feeble  in  delight: 

Delight  intense  is  taken  by  rebound ; 

Reverberated  pleasures  fire  the  breast. 

Celestial  happiness !  whene'er  she  stoops 
To  visit  earth,  one  shrine  the  goddess  find, 
And  one  alone,  to  make  her  sweet  amends 
For  absent  Heaven — the  bosom  of  a  friend ; 
Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft, 
Each  other's  pillow  to  rrpoee  divine. 
Beware  the  counterfeit ;  in  passion's  flame 
Hearts  melt,  but  melt  like  ice,  soon  harder  froze. 
True  love  strikes  root  in  rrason,  pas^on's  foe : 
Virtue  alone  intenders  us  for  life; 
I  wrong  her  much — inten<ler»  us  for  ever. 
Of  friendship's  fairest  fruite,  the  fruit  most  fair 
Is  virtue  kindlinf^  at  a  rival  fire. 
And  emulously  rapid  in  her  race. 
O  the  soft  enmity !  endearing  strife ! 
This  carries  Friendship  to  her  noon-tide  point, 
And  gives  the  rivet  of  eternity. 

From  Friendship,  which  outlives  my  former 
themes, 
Glorious  survivor  of  old  Time  and  Death ! 
From  Friendship,  thus,  that  flower  of  heavenly  seed. 
The  wise  extract  earth's  most  hyblean  bliss, 
Superior  wisdom,  crown'd  with  smiling  joy. 

But  for  whom  blossoms  this  Elysian  flower  1 
Abroad  they  find  who  cherish  it  at  home. 
Lorenzo !  pardon  what  my  love  extorts, 
An  honest  love,  and  not  afraid  to  frown. 
Though  choice  of  follies  fasten  on  the  great. 
None  Clings  more  obstinate  than  fancy  fond. 
That  sacred  friendship  is  their  easy  prey. 
Caught  by  the  wafiure  of  a  golden  lure, 
Or  fascination  of  a  high-born  smile. 
Their  smiles  the  great,  and  the  coquet,  throw  out 
For  others'  hearts,  tenacious  of  their  own ; 
And  we  nu  less  of  ours,  when  such  the  bait 
Ye  Fortune's  coflTerers !  ye  powers  of  Wealth ! 
Can  gold  gain  friendship?  impudence  of  hope! 
An  well  mere  man  an  angel  might  beget. 
L'lve,  and  love  only,  is  the  loan  for  love. 
L<«irenz(i!  pride  repress,  nor  hope  to  find 
A  Irirnd,  but  what  has  found  a  friend  in  thee: 
All  lik*'!  the  purchase,  few  the  price  will  pay 
A.tid  tliis  makes  friends  such  miracles  l)elow. 

What  if  (since  daring  on  so  nice  a  theme) 


I  show  thee  friendship  as  delicate  as  dear, 
Of  tender  violations  apt  to  die  1 
Reserve  will  wound  it,  and  distnist  destnrr. 
Deliberate  on  all  things  with  thy  firiemi : 
But  since  friends  grow  not  thick  on  every  bocgfa. 
Nor  every  friend  unrotten  at  the  core, 
First  on  thy  friend  deliberate  with  thyself; 
Pause,  ponder,  sift;  not  eager  in  the choioe, 
Nor  jealous  of  the  chosen :  fixing,  fix ; 
Judge  before  friendship,  then  confide  till  death. 
Well  for  thy  friend,  but  nobler  far  for  thee. 
How  gallant  danger  for  earth's  higfaeit  pme ! 
A  friend  is  worth  all  hazards  we  can  run. 
'  Poor  is  the  friendless  master  of  a  world : 
A  world  in  purchase  for  a  firiend  is  gain.' 

So  sung  he  (angels  hear  that  angel  nag ! 
Angels  from  friendship  gather  half  their  joj) 
So  sung  Philander,  as  his  friend  went  round 
In  the  rich  ichor  in  the  generous  blood 
Of  Bacchus,  purple  god  of  joyous  wit, 
A  brow  solute,  and  ever-laughing  eye. 
He  drank  long  health  and  virtue  to  his  friend ; 
His  friend !  who  warmed  him  nx>re,  who  more  in- 
spired. 
Friendship's  the  wine  of  life ;  but  firienddiip  new 
(Not  such  was  his)  is  neither  strong  nor  pure. 
O !  for  the  bright  complexion,  cordial  warmth, 
And  elevating  spirit  of  a  friend, 
For  twenty  summers  ripening  by  my  side ; 
All  feculence  of  falsehood  long  thrown  down, 
All  social  virtues  rising  in  his  soul. 
As  crystal  clear,  and  smiling  as  they  rise  I 
Here  nectar  flows ;  it  sparkles  in  our  sight : 
Rich  to  the  taste,  and  genuine  from  the  heart. 
High-flavoured  bliss  for  gods !  on  earth  how  rare  t 
On  earth  how  lost ! — Philander  is  no  more. 

Thinkest  thou  the  theme  intoxicates  my  longl 
Am  I  too  warm  1 — Too  warm  I  can  not  be. 
I  loved  him  much,  but  now  1  love  him  more. 
Like  birds,  whose  beauties  languish,  half-oonoealed, 
Till,  mounted  on  the  wing,  their  glossy  plumes 
Expanded,  shine  with  azure,  green,  and  gold; 
How  blessings  brighten  as  they  take  their  flight  I 
His  flight  Philander  took,  his  upward  flight, 
If  ever  soul  ascended.     Had  he  dropped, 
(That  eagle  genius!)  O  had  he  let  fiOl 
One  feather  as  he  flew,  I  then  had  wrote 
What  friends  might  flatter,  prudent  foes  forbear. 
Rivals  scarce  damn,  and  Zoilus  reprieve. 
Yet  what  1  can  I  must :  it  were  profane 
To  quench  a  glory  lighted  at  the  skies. 
And  cast  in  shadows  his  illustrious  close. 
Strange  I  the  thence  most  aflccting,  most  sublims 
Momentous  most  to  man,  should  sleep  unsung  I 
And  yet  it  sleeps,  by  genius  unawaked, 
Painim  or  Christian,  to  the  blush  of  ^Vlt. 
Man's  liigbest  triumph,  man's  profoundcst  fal^ 
The  dcatli-bed  of  the  just !  is  yet  und  a  wn 
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fij  wrtiMl  hand ;  it  merits  a  divine ; 
AngeU  should  paint  it,  angels  ever  there, 
There  on  a  post  of  honour  and  of  joj. 

Dare  I  presume^  then  1  but  Philander  bids, 
Aiid  glory  tempts,  and  inclination  calls. 
Yet  am  I  struck,  as  struck  the  soul  beneath 
Atrial  groves  impenetrable  gloom. 
Or  in  some  mighty  ruin's  solemn  shade, 
Or  i^ng,  by  pale  lamps,  on  high-bom  dust 
In  faults,  thin  courts  of  poor  unflattercd  kings. 
Or  at  the  midnight  altar's  hallowed  flame. 
It  IS  religion  to  proceed :  I  pause— 
And  enter,  awed,  the  temple  of  my  theme. 
Is  it  his  d»Lth-bod  1  No;  it  is  liis  shrine : 
Behold  him  there  just  rising  to  a  god. 

The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fate 
Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 
Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  Heaven. 
Fly,  ye  profane !  if  not,  draw  near  with  awe, 
Reoeive  the  blessing,  and  adore  the  chance 
That  threw  in  this  Bethcsda  your  disease : 
If  nnrestored  by  this,  despair  your  cure ; 
For  hoe  resistless  Demonstration  dwells. 
A  death-bed's  a  detector  of  the  heart ! 
Here  tired  Dissimulation  drops  her  mask 
l%zoiigh  Life's  grimace,  that  mistress  of  the  scene ! 
Here  real  and  apparent  arc  the  same, 
Yoa  see  the  man,  you  see  his  hold  on  Heaven, 
If  sound  his  virtue,  as  Philandor's  sound. 
Heaven  waits  not  the  last  moment ;  owns  her  friends 
On  this  aide  death,  and  points  them  out  to  men ; 
A  lecture  silent,. but  of  sovereign  power  I 
To  Vice  confusion,  and  to  Virtue  peace. 

"Whsiftever  fiirce  the  boastful  hero  plays, 
Viitae  alone  has  majesty  in  death ; 
Atwl  greater  still,  the  more  the  tyrant  frowns. 
philander !  he  severely  firowned  on  thee. 
« Xo  warning  given !  unceremonious  fate  1 
A  aodden  rush  from  life's  meridian  joys  I 
A  wxcnch  from  all  we  love !  from  aU  we  are ! 
A  lestleas  bed  of  pain !  a  plunge  opaque 
Beyond  conjecture !  feeble  Nature's  dread ! 
Strang  Reason's  shudder,  at  the  dark  unknown ! 
A  eon  extinguish'd  1  a  just-opening  grave  1 
And,  oh  I  the  Ust,  last;  what?  (can  words  express. 
Thought  reach  it?)  the  last — silence  of  a  friend!' 
Where  are  those  horrors,  that  amazement,  where 
rhts  hideoos  group  of  ills,  which  singly  shock. 
Demand  from  man. — I  thought  him  man,  till  now. 
Through  Nature's  wreck,  through  vanquish'd 
agonies, 
(Like  the  stars  struggling  through  this  midnight 

gloom) 
What  gleams  of  joyi  what  more  than  human  peace? 
Where  the  frail  mortal,  the  poor  abject  worm  1 
No,  nol  in  death  the  mortal  to  be  found. 
eondoct  is  a  legacy  for  all, 

than  Mammon's  fer  his  single  heir. 
Bii  oomfiictezi  he  oomibrts;  great  in  ruin 
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With  unrcluctant  grandeur  gives,  not  yields 
His  soul  sublime,  and  closes  with  his  fate. 

How  our  hearts  burnt  within  us  at  the  scene. 
Whence  this  brave  bound  o'er  limits  fix'd  to  man^ 
His  Grod  sustains  him  in  his  final  hour! 
His  final  hour  brings  glory  to  his  God ! 
Man's  glury  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  call  her  own. 
We  gaze,  we  weep ;  mixed  tears  of  grief  and  joy* 
Amazement  strikes:  devotion  bursts  to  flame: 
Christians  adoro  I  and  infidels  believe. 

As  some  tall  tower,  or  lofty  mountain's  brow. 
Detains  the  sun,  illustrious,  from  its  height, 
While  rising  vapours,  and  descending  shades. 
With  damps  and  darkness,  drown  the  spaciouf 

vale; 
Undampt  by  doubt,  undarken'd  by  despair. 
Philander  thus  augustly  rears  his  head. 
At  that  black  hour  which  general  horror  sheds 
On  the  low  level  of  the  inglorious  throng: 
Sweet  peace,  and  heavenly  hope,  and  humble  joy, 
Divinely  beam  on  his  exalted  soul; 
Destruction  gild,  and  crown  him  for  the  skies^ 
With  incommunicable  lustre  bright 
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To  Her  Gmoe  the  Duchen  of  Pratland. 


Igno$cenda  quidem,  tcirent  si  ignoBCtrt  manM.— Vlif. 

From  dreams,  where  thought  in  Fancy's  maza 

runs  mad, 
To  reason,  that  heaven-Lghted  lamp  in  man, 
Once  more  I  wake;  and  at  the  destined  hour. 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  sworn, 
I  keep  my  assignation  with  my  wo. 

O !  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought. 
Lost  to  the  noble  sallies  of  the  soul; 
Who  think  it  solitude  to  be  alone. 
Communion  sweet !  communion  large  and  high ! 
Our  reason,  guardian-angcl,  and  our  God  I 
Then  nearest  these,  when  others  most  remote; 
And  all,  ere  long,  shall !«  remote  but  these; 
How  dreadful,  then,  to  meet  thcra  all  alone, 
A  stranger !  unacknowledged,  unapproved ! 
Now  woo  them,  wed  them,  bind  them  to  thy  breail: 
To  win  thy  wish  creation  has  no  more : 
Or  if  we  wish  a  fourth,  it  is  a  friend.— 
But  friends  how  mortal!  dangerous  the  desire. 

Take  Phcebus  to  yourselves,  ye  basking  bardtl 
Inebriate  at  fair  fortune's  fountain  head, 
And  reeling  through  the  wilderness  of  j«iy. 
Where  Sense  runs  savage,  broke  from  Reason'i 

chain, 
And  sings  false  peace,  till  smothered  by  tho  palL 
My  fortune  is  unlike,  unlike  my  song. 
Unlike  the  deity  my  song  invokes. 


f 


19 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


I  lo  day'a  aofl-ey'd  sister  pay  my  court, 
(Endymion's  rival)  and  her  aid  implore, 
Now  first  implor'd  in  succour  to  the  Muse. 

Thou  who  didst  lately  borrow  Cynthia's*  form, 
And  modestly  forego  thine  own :  O  thou 
Who  didst  thyself  at  midnight  hours  inspire  I 
Say,  why  not  Cynthia,  patroness  of  songi 
As  thou  her  crescent,  she  thy  character 
Assumt^ ;  still  more  a  goddess  by  the  change. 

Are  there  demurring  wits  who  dare  dispute 
This  revolution  in  the  world  inspired! 
Ye  train  Pierian !  to  the  lunar  sphere. 
In  silent  hour,  address  your  ardent  call 
For  aid  immortal,  less  her  brother's  right 
She  with  the  spheres  harmonious,  nightly  leads 
The  mazy  dance,  and  hears  their  matchless  strain, 
A  strain  for  gods,  denied  to  mortal  ear. 
Transmit  it  heard,  thou  silver  queen  of  Heaven! 
What  title  or  what  name  endears  thee  most? 
Cynthia!  Cyllene!  Phcebe— or  dost  hear 
With  higher  gust,  fair  Portland  of  the  skies'? 
Is  that  the  soft  enchantment  calls  thee  down, 
More  powerful  than  of  old  Circean  charm  1 
Come,  but  from  heavenly  banquets  with  thee  bring 
The  soul  of  song,  and  whisper  in  my  ear 
The  theft  divine;  or  in  propitious  dreams 
(For  dreams  are  thine)  transfuse  it  through  the 

breast 
Of  thy  first  votary,  but  not  thy  last. 
If  like  thy  namesake,  thou  art  ever  kind. 

And  kind  thou  wilt  be,  kind  on  such  a  theme; 
A  theme  so  like  thee,  a  quite  lunar  theme. 
Soft,  modest,  melancholy,  female,  fair! 
A  theme  that  rose  all  pale,  and  told  my  soul 
'Twas  night;  on  her  fond  hopes  por|)etual  night; 
A  night  which  struck  a  damp,  a  deadlier  damp 
Than  that  which  smote  me  from  Philandcr's  tomb! 
Narcissa  follows  ere  his  tomb  is  closed. 
Woes  cluster;  rare  are  solitary  woes; 
They  love  a  train ;  they  tread  each  other's  heel ; 
Her  death  invades  his  mournful  right,  and  claims 
The  grief  that  started  from  my  lids  for  him; 
Seizes  the  faithless,  alienated  tear. 
Or  shares  it  ere  it  falls.     So  frequent  Death, 
Sorrow  he  more  than  causes,  he  confounds; 
For  human  sighs  his  rival  strokes  contend. 
And  make  distress  distraction.    Oh,  Philander! 
What  was  thy  fate?  a  double  fate  to  mel 
Portent  and  plain!  a  menace  and  a  blow! 
Like  (he  black  raven  hovering  o'er  my  ncace, 
Not  less  a  bird  of  omen  than  of  prey. 
It  called  Narcissa  long  before  her  hour ; 
Ir  called  her  tender  soul  by  break  of  bliss, 
From  the  first  blossom,  from  the  buds  of  joy; 
Tnooe  few  our  noxious  fate  unblasted  leaves, 
n  this  inclement  clime  of  human  life. 

Sweet  harmonist!  and  beautiful  as  sweet! 

*  At  tha  DoKs  of  Norfolk's  maaqaerade. 


And  young  as  beautiful  I  and  soft  as  yomig! 
And  gay  as  soft!  and  innocent  as  gay! 
And  happy  (if  aught  happy  here)  as  good! 
For  Fortune,  fond,  had  built  her  nest  on  high. 
Like  birds  quite  exquisite  of  note  and  pluinei, 
Transfixed  by  Fate  (who  loves  a  lofty  mark) 
How  from  the  summit  of  the  grove  she  fell. 
And  left  it  unharmonious !  all  its  charm 
Extiiiguish'd  in  the  wonders  of  her  song ! 
Her  song  still  vibrates  in  my  ravished  ear. 
Still  melting  there,  and  with  voluptuous  pain 
(O  to  forget  her!)  thrilling  through  my  heart. 

Song,  beauty,  youth,  love,  virtue,  joy;  this  group 
Of  bright  ideas,  flowers  of  Paradise, 
As  yet  unforfeit!  in  one  blaze  we  bind, 
Kneel,  and  present  it  to  the  skies,  as  all 
We  guens  of  Heaven!  and  these  were  all  her  own; 
And  she  was  mine;  and  I  was — was — most  blest^ 
Gay  title  of  the  deepest  misery! 
As  Ixxlies  grow  more  ponderous  robbed  of  life, 
Good  lost,  weighs  more  in  grief,  than  gained  in 

joy- 
Like  blossomed  trees  o'ertum'd  by  vernal  stomi, 
Lovely  in  death  the  beauteous  ruin  lay; 
And  if  in  death  still  lovely,  lovelier  there; 
Far  lovelier;  pity  swells  the  tide  of  love. 
And  will  not  the  severe  excuse  a  signl 
Scorn  the  proud  man  that  is  ashamed  to  weepw 
Our  tears  indulged  indeed  deserve  our  shame. 
Ye  that  e'er  lost  an  angel,  pity  me! 

Soon  as  the  lustre  languish^  in  her  eye, 
Dawning  a  dimmer  day  on  human  sight, 
And  on  her  check,  the  residence  of  Spring, 
Pale  Omen  sat,  and  scattered  fears  around 
On  all  that  saw,  (and  who  would  cease  to  gaae 
That  once  had  seen?)  with  haste,  parental  hasCO| 
I  flew,  I  snatched  her  from  the  rigid  North, 
Her  native  bed,  on  which  bleak  Boreas  blew, 
And  bore  her  nearer  to  the  sun ;  the  sun 
(As  if  the  sun  could  envy)  checked  his  beanii 
Denied  his  wonted  succour;  nor  with  more 
Regret  beheld  her  drooping  than  the  bells 
Of  lilies ;  fairest  lilies  not  so  fair. 

Clueen  lilies !  and  ye  painted  populace 
Who  dwell  in  fields,  and  lead  ambrosial  lives! 
In  morn  and  evening  dew  your  beauties  bathe, 
And  drink  the  sun,  which  gives  your  cheeks  to 

glow, 
And  outblush  (mine  excepted)  every  fair; 
You  glad  Her  grew,  ambitious  of  her  hand, 
Which  often  cropt  your  odours,  incense  meet 
To  thought  so  pure!   Ye  lovely  fugitives! 
Codval  race  with  man!  for  man  you  smile; 
Why  not  smile  at  him  tool  You  share,  indeed, 
His  sudden  pass;  but  not  his  constant  pain. 

So  man  is  made,  nought  ministers  dciighl 
But  what  his  glowing  passions  can  engage; 
And  gbwing  passions,  bent  on  aught  below, 
Must,  soon  or  late,  with  anguish  turn  the  mtJb^ 
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And  angaish  after  rmptare,  how  severe! 
Rapture  1  bold  man !  who  tempts  the  wrath  difine, 
Bj  plucking  fruit  denied  to  mortal  taste, 
While  here  presuming  on  the  rights  of  Heaven. 
For  transport  dost  thou  call  on  every  hour, 
Lorenzo  1  at  thy  friend's  expense  be  wise: 
Lean  not  on  earth;  'twill  pierce  thee  to  the  heart; 
A  broken  reed  at  best;  but  oft  a  spear; 
On  its  sharp  point  Peace  bleeds,  and  Hope  ex- 
pires. 
Turn,    hopeless   thought!    turn  from    her. — 
Thought  repelled, 
Resenting  rallies,  and  wakes  every  wo. 
Snatched  ere  thy  prime!  and  in  thy  bridal  hour! 
And  when  kind  Fortune,  with  thy  lover,  smiled ! 
And  when  high-flavoured  thy  fresh -opening  joys' 
And  when  blind  man  pronounced  thy  bliss  com- 
plete! 
And  on  a  foreign  shore  where  strangers  wept! 
Strangers  to  thee,  and,  more  surprising  still, 
Strangers  to  kindness,  wept.    Their  eyes  let  fall 
Inhuman  tears ;  strange  tears !  that  trickled  down 
From  marble  hearts !  obdurate  tenderness ! 
A  tenderness  that  called  them  more  severe, 
In  spite  of  Nature's  soft  persuasion  steeled: 
While  Nature  melted,  Superstition  raved ; 
That  mourned  the  dead,  and  this  denied  a  grave. 
Their  sighs  incensed ;  sighs  foreign  to  the  will! 
Their  will  the  tiger-sucked  outraged  the  storm : 
For,  oh!  the  cursed  ungodliness  of  Zeal! 
While  sinful  flesh  relented,  spirit  nursed 
In  bfind  Infallibility's  embrace. 
The  sainted  spirit  petrified  the  breast : 
Denied  the  charity  of  dust  to  spread 
O'er  dost !  a  charity  their  dogs  enjoy. 
What  ooald  I  dol  what  succour?  what  resouioc') 
With  pious  sacrilege  a  grave  I  stole ; 
With  impious  piety  that  grave  I  wronged ; 
Short  in  my  duty,  coward  in  my  grief! 
More  like  her  murderer  than  friend,  I  crept 
With  soft-suspended  step,  and,  muffled  deep 
In  midnight  darkness,  whispered  my  last  sigh. 
I  whispered  what  should  echo  through  their  realms. 
Nor  writ  her  name,  whose  tomS  should  pierce  the 


^temimptaonM  fear !  how  durst  I  dread  her  foes, 
While  Naure's  loudest  dictates  I  obeyed  1 
Pazdon  necessity,  blest  shade!  of  grief 
And  indignation  rival  bursts  I  poured ; 
Hall^execration  mingled  with  my  prayer; 
Kindled  at  man,  while  I  his  God  adored : 
Sore  gmdged  the  savage  land  her  sacred  dust ; 
Stamped  the  curst  soil ;  and  with  humanity 
(Denied  Narcissa)  wished  them  all  a  grave. 

Glows  my  resentment  into  guilt  1  what  guilt 
Can  eqaal  violations  of  the  dead  ? 
The  dead  how  sacred !  sacred  is  the  dust 
I     Of  this  heaven-laboured  form,  erect,  divine  f 
I     Tin*  heaven  awnnied,  mafestic,  robs  of  earth 

I 


He  deigned  to  wear,  who  hung  the  vast  expanse 
With  azure  bright,  and  clothed  the  sun  in  goliL 
When  every  passion  sleeps  that  ran  oflTend; 
When  strikes  us  every  motive  that  can  melt; 
When  man  can  wreak  his  rancour  uncontrolled, 
That  strongest  curb  on  insult  and  ill-will ; 
Then!  spleen  to  dust?  the  dust  of  innocence? 
An  angel's  dust! — This  Lucifer  transcends; 
When  he  contended  for  the  patriarch's  bones, 
'Twas  not  the  strife  of  malice,  but  of  pride; 
The  strife  of  pontiff  pride,  not  pontiff  gall. 

Far  less  than  this  is  shocking  in  a  lace 
Most  wretched,  but  from  streams  of  mutual  love, 
And  uncreated,  but  for  love  divine; 
And  but  for  love  divine  this  moment  lost. 
By  Fate  rc^orbed,  and  sunk  in  endless  night. 
Man  hanl  of  heart  to  man !  of  horrid  things 
Most  horrid !  mid  stupendous  highly  strange ! 
Yet  ofl  his  courtesies  are  smoother  wrongs; 
Pride  brandishes  the  favours  he  confers, 
And  contumelious  his  humanity : 
What  then  his  vengeance?  Hear  it  not,  ye  Stars  I 
And  thou,  pale  Moon !  turn  paler  at  the  sound, 
Man  is  to  man  the  sorest,  surest  ill. 
A  previous  blast  foretells  the  rising  storm; 
O'erwhelming  turrets  threaten,  ere  tfiey  fall ; 
Volcanoe  bellow,  ere  they  disemliogue ; 
Earth  trembles,  ere  her  yawning  jaws  devour; 
And  smoke  betrays  the  wide-consuming  Are : 
Ruin  from  man  is  most  concealed  when  near, 
And  sends  the  dreadful  tidings  in  the  blow. 
Is  this  the  flight  of  Fancy  1  would  it  were ! 
Heaven's  Sovereign  saves  all  beings,  but  Himself^ 
That  hideous  sight,  a  naked  human  heart. 

Fired  is  the  Muse  1  and  let  the  Muse  be  fired: 
Who  not  inflamed,  when  what  he  speaks  he  feel% 
And  in  the  nerve  most  tender,  in  his  friends; 
Shame  to  mankind !  Philander  had  his  foes; 
He  felt  the  truths  I  sing,  and  I  in  him: 
But  he  nor  I  feel  more.     Past  ills,  Narcissa! 
Are  sunk  in  thee,  thou  recent  wound  of  heait. 
Which  bleeds  with  other  cares,  with  other  pangs: 
Pangs  numerous  as  the  numerous  ills  that  swarmed 
O'er  thy  distinguished  fate,  and  clustering  there^ 
Thick  as  the  locust  on  the  land  of  Nile, 
Made  death  more  deadly,  and  more  dark  the  grave. 
Reflect  (if  not  forgot  my  touching  tale) 
How  was  each  circumstance  with  aspics  armedl 
An  aspic  each,  and  all  an  hydra-wo. 
What  strong  Herculean  virtue  could  sufiice  1— 
Or  b  it  virtue  to  be  conquered  here? 
This  hoary  cheek  a  train  of  tears  bedews, 
And  each  tear  mourns  its  own  distinct  distress. 
And  each  distress,  distinctly  moum'd,  demands 
Of  grief  still  more,  as  heightened  by  the  whole. 
A  grief  like  this  proprietors  excludes : 
Not  friends  alone  such  obsequies  deplore; 
They  make  mankind  the  mourner;  carry  ngoe 
Far  at  he  fatal  Fame  can  wing  hei  wav, 
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And  turn  the  gayest  thought  of  gayest  age 
Down  their  riglit  channel,  tlirough  the  vale  of 
death. 

The  vole  of  death  1  that  hush'd  Cimmerian  vale, 
Where  Darkness,  brooding  o'er  unfinished  fates, 
With  raven  wing  incumbent,  waits  the  day 
(Dread  day!)  that  interdictiit  all  future  cliange; 
That  subterranean  world,  that  land  of  ruin! 
Fit  walk,  Lorenzo!  for  proud  human  thought! 
There  let  my  thoughts  expatiate,  and  explore 
Balsamic  truths  and  healing  sentiments, 
Of  all  most  wanted,  and  most  welcome,  here. 
For  gay  Lorenzo's  sake,  and  for  thy  own. 
My  soul!  '  The  fruits  of  dying  friends  survey; 
Expose  the  vain  of  life;  weigh  life  and  death; 
Give  Death  his  eulogy;  thy  fear  suUlued; 
And  labour  that  first  palm  of  noble  minds, 
A  manly  scorn  of  terror  from  the  tomb.' 

This  harvest  reap  from  thy  Narcissa's  grave. 
As  poets  feigned  from  Ajax'  streaming  blood 
Arose,  with  grief  inscriL>ed,  a  mournful  flower, 
Let  wisdom  blossom  from  my  mortal  wrvund. 
And  first,  of  dying  friends;  what  fruit  from  these? 
It  brings  us  more  than  triple  aid ;  an  aid 
To  chase  our  thoughtlessness,  fear,   pride,  and 
guilt. 

Our  dying  friends  come  o'er  us  like  a  cloud, 
To  damp  our  brainless  ardours,  and  abate 
That  glare  of  light,  which  often  blinds  the  wise. 
Our  dying  friends  arc  pioneers,  to  smooth 
Our  rugged  )>ass  to  death ;  to  break  those  bars 
Of  terror  and  abhorrence  Nature  throws 
Cross  our  obstructed  way,  and  thus  to  make 
Welcome,  as  safe,  our  jwrt  from  every  storm. 
Each  friend  by  Fate  snatched  from  us  is  a  plume 
Plucked  from  the  wing  of  human  vanity, 
Wliicli  makes  us  stoop  from  our  atrial  heights. 
And  dam^ied  with  omen  of  our  own  decease, 
On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lowered, 
Just  skim  earth's  surface  ere  we  break  it  up, 
O'er  putrid  earth  to  scratch  a  little  dust. 
And  save  the  world  a  nuisance.     Smitten  friends 
Are  angels  sent  on  errands  full  of  love; 
For  us  they  languish,  and  for  us  they  die: 
And  shall  they  languish,  shall  they  die,  in  vain  7 
Ungrateful,  shall  we  grieve  their  hovering  shades, 
Wliich  wait  the  revolution  in  our  hearts? 
Shall  we  disdain  tlieir  silent,  soft,  address. 
Their  {x)stliumous  adrice,  and  pious  prayer? 
Senseless  as  herds  that  graze  their  hallowed  graves. 
Tread  under  foot  their  agonies  and  groans. 
Frustrate  their  anguish,  and  destroy  their  deaths? 

Lorenzo!  no;  the  thought  of  death  indulge; 
GivK  it  its  wholesome  empire!  let  it  reign. 
That  kind  chastiser  of  thy  soul,  in  joy! 
Its  reign  will  spread  thy  gloriuus  conquests  far, 
And  still  the  tumults  of  thy  rufHed  breast. 
Auspicious  6ra !  goluen  days,  begin ! 
Th<*.  thouxLi  of  death  shall,  like  a  god,  inspire. 


And  why  not  think  on  death  ?  Is  life  the  thonM 
Of  every  thought?  and  wish  of  every  hour  1 
And  song  of  every  joy  ?  surprising  troth! 
The  beaten  spaniels  fondnew  not  so  strange. 
To  wave  the  numerous  ills  that  seize  on  life 
As  their  own  property,  their  lawful  prey; 
Ere  man  has  measured  half  his  weary  stage, 
His  luxuries  have  left  him  no  reserve, 
No  maiden  relishes,  unbroached  delights: 
On  cold-served  repetitions  he  sulsists. 
And  in  the  tasteless  present  chews  the  past ; 
Disgusted  cliews,  and  scarce  can  swallow  down. 
Like  lavish  ancestors,  his  earlier  years 
Have  disinherited  his  future  hours, 
Which  starve  on  orts,  and  glean  their  ffiiinn 
field. 

Live  ever  here,  Lorenzo ! — shocking  thonglil! 
So  shtxrking !  they  who  wish  disown  it  too ; 
Disown  from  shame,  what  they  from  iblly  cnvai 
Live  ever  in  the  womb,  nor  see  the  light  1 
For  what,  hve  ever  here? — with  labouring  itep 
To  tread  our  former  footsteps  ?  pace  the  loonil 
Eternal  ?  to  cUmb  life's  worn  heavy  wheel, 
Which  draws  up  nothing  new  ?  to  beat,  and  bnl^ 
The  beaten  track?  to  bid  each  wretched  day 
The  former  mock  ?  to  surfeit  on  the  same, 
And  yawn  our  joys  ?  or  thank  a  miteiy 
For  change  though  sad!   to  see  what  we  lum 

seen? 
Hear,  till  unheard,  the  same  old  slabbered  takt 
To  taste  the  tasted^  and  at  each  return 
Less  tasteful  ?  o'er  our  palates  to  decant 
Another  vintage?  strain  a  flatter  year 
Through  loaded  vessels,  and  a  laxer  tone  ? 
Crazy  machines  to  grind  earth's  wasted  fruitat 
HI  ground,  and  worse  concocted !  bad,  not  life  I 
The  rational  foul  kennels  of  excoas! 
Still-streaming  thoroughfares  of  dull  debauch! 
Trembling  each  gulp,  lest  Death  should  snalck 
the  bowl. 

Such  of  our  fine  ones  is  the  wish  refined  I 
So  would  they  have  it:  elegant  desire ! 
Why  not  invite  the  bellowing  stalls  and  wildsl 
But  such  examples  might  their  riot  awe. 
Through  want  of  virtue,  that  is,  want  of  thought, 
(Though  on  bright  thought  they  father  all  Ihdr 

flights) 
To  what  are  they  reduced  7  to  love  and  hate 
The  same  vain  world;  to  censure  and  espouse 
This  painted  shrew  of  fife,  who  calls  them  fool 
Each  moment  of  each  day ;  to  flatter  bad. 
Through  dread  of  worse ;  to  cling  to  this  xmlt 

rock. 
Barren  to  them  of  good,  and  sharp  with  iQs^ 
And  hourly  blackened  with  impending  stonoi^ 
And  infamous  for  wrecks  of  human  hope- 
Scared  at  the  gloomy  gulf  that  yawns  beneath. 
Such  are  their  triumphs !  such  their  panga  of  jO|i 

'Tis  time,  high  time,  to  shift  this  dismal 
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Thif  hugged,  this  hideous  stnto,  what  art  can  cure? 
One  on]y,  but  that  one  what  all  may  reach : 
Virtue — «he,  wonder-working  goddess !  charms 
That  rock  to  bloom,  and  tames  the  painted  ehrcw; 
And,  what  will  more  surprise,  Lorenzo !  gives 
To  life's  sick,  nauseous  iteration,  change; 
And  straitens  Naturc*s  circle  to  a  Unc. 
BeUcv*stthou  thui,  Lorenzo?  lend  an  ear,  - 
A  patient  ear ;  thou'lt  bhi:3h  to  disbelieve. 

A  languid,  leaden  iteration  reigns. 
And  ever  must,  o*er  tho3c  whoso  joys  are  joys 
Of  nght,  smell,  taste.     The  cuckow-seasons  sing 
The  same  dull  note  to  such  as  notliing  prize 
But  what  those  seasons,  from  the  teeming  earth. 
To  dotinj;  sense  indu1;;e :  but  nobler  minds. 
Which  relish  fruits  unripened  by  the  sun. 
Make  their  days  various;  various  as  the  dyes 
On  the  dove's  neck,  which  wanton  in  his  rays. 
On  minds  of  dove-like  innocence  {K)s.ses.sed, 
On  lightened  minds,  that  bask  in  virtue's  beams, 
fO'othing  hangs  tedious,  notliing  old  revolves 
In  that  for  which  they  long,  for  which  they  live. 
Their  glorious  efforts,  winged  with  heavenly  hope, 
E^ch  rising  morning  sees  still  higlier  rise ; 
Each  bounteous  dawn  its  novelty  presents 
To  worth  maturing,  new  strength,  lustre,  fame; 
While  Nature's  circle,  like  a  chariot-wheel 
RolGng  beneath  their  elevated  aimn, 
Makefi  their  fair  prospect  fairer  every  hour, 
Advandng  virtue  in  a  line  to  hV\m\ 
Virtue,  which  Christian  motives  best  inspire; 
And  blisfl^  which  Christian  schemes  alone  ensue ! 

And  shall  we  then,  for  virtue's  sake,  commence 
Apostates,  and  turn  infidels  for  joy  t 
A  truth  it  is  few  doubt,  but  fewer  trust, 
'  He  nns  agiunst  this  life  who  slights  the  next.' 
What  is  this  lifel  how  few  their  favourite  know? 
Fond  in  the  dark,  and  blind  in  our  embrace. 
By  passionately  loving  life,  we  make 
Loved  life  unlovely,  hugging  her  to  death. 
We  give  to  time  eternity's  regard, 
And  dreaming,  take  our  passage  for  our  port. 
fife  has  no  value  as  an  end,  but  means ; 
An  end  deplorable  1  a  means  divine ! 
When  'tis  our  all,  'tis  nothing;  worse  than  nought; 
A  nest  of  pains;  when  held  as  nothing,  much. 
Like  some  fair  humorists,  life  is  most  enjoyed 
When    courted    least;    most   worth  when   dis- 

esteemed; 
Then  His  the  seat  of  comfort,  rich  in  peace; 
In  prospect  richer  far ;  important !  awful ! 
NoC  to  be  mcnUoned  but  with  shouts  of  praise  I 
Not  lo  be  thought  on  but  with  tides  of  joy  I 
The  mighty  basis  of  eternal  bliss! 

Where  now  the  barren  rock?  the  painted  shrew? 
Where  now,  Lorenzo,  life's  eternal  round  ? 
Have  I  not  made  my  triple  promise  good  ? 
Vain  is  the  world,  but  only  to  the  vain. 
To  *>fliat  compare  wo  then  tliis  varying  scene, 
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Whose  worth,  ambiguous,  rises  and  declines? 
Waxes  and  wanes?  (in  all  propitious  Night 
Assists  me  here)  compare  it  to  the  moon; 
Dark  in  herself,  an<l  indigent,  but  rich 
In  borrowed  lustre  from  a  higher  sphere. 
When  gross  guilt  inter^Mses,  Ial)ouring  earth, 
O'ershadow'd,  mourns  a  deep  ecliiwe  of  joy; 
Her  joys,  at  brightest,  pallid  to  that  font 
Of  full  effulgent  glory  whence  they  flow. 

Nor  is  that  glory  distant.     Oh,  Lorenzo! 
A  good  man  and  an  angel!  these  between 
How  thin  the  barrier!  what  divides  their  fate? 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year; 
Or  if  an  age  it  Is  a  moment  still; 
A  moment,  or  eternity's  flirnot. 
Then  1m?  what  once  they  were  who  now  are  gods 
Be  what  Philander  was,  and  claim  the  skies. 
Starts  timid  Nature  at  the  gloomy  pass? 
The  .soft  transition  call  it,  and  In?  cheered : 
Such  it  is  often, and  why  not  to  thee? 
To  huj)e  the  best  is  pious,  brave,  and  wise, 
And  may  itself  procuro  what  it  presumes. 
Life  is  nnich  flatliTcd,  Death  is  much  traduced) 
Compare  the  rivals,  and  the  kinder  crown. 
*  Strange  competition  I' — True,  Lorenzo !  strange 
So  little  life  can  cast  into  the  scale. 

Life  makes  the  soul  deix'ndcnt  on  the  dust, 
Death  gives  her  wings  to  mount  alK)ve  the  spheres. 
Through  chinks,  6tile<l  organs,  dim  life  peeps  at 

light; 
Death  bursts  the  involvinjj  cloud,  and  all  is  dav: 
All  eye,  all  ear,  the  disemlKKlied  power. 
Deatli  has  feigned  evils  nature  shall  not  feel ; 
Life,  ills  substantial  wisdom  can  not  shun. 
Is  not  the  mighty  mind,  that  sun  of  Heaven! 
By  tyrant  life  dethroned,  imprisoned,  pained? 
.By  Death  enlarged,  ennobled,  deified? 
Death  but  entombs  the  body,  life  the  soul. 

*  Is  Death  then  guiltless?  How  he  marks  his  way 
With  dreadful  waste  of  what  deserves  to  shine! 
Art,  genius,  fortune,  elevated  power! 
With  various  lustres  these  light  up  the  world, 
Which  Death  puts  out,  and  darkens  human  race. 
I  grant,  Lorenzo!  this  indictment  just: 
Tlie  sage,  y)eer,  jwtentate,  king,  conqueror ! 
Death  humbles  these;   more  barbarous  life,  tbs 

man. 
Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mouldering  clay; 
Death  of  the  spirit  infinite!  divine! 
Death  has  no  dread  but  what  frail  life  imparts, 
Nor  life  true  joy  but  what  kind  death  improves. 
No  bliss  has  lifft  to  boast,  till  death  can  givo 
Far  greater.    Life's  a  debtor  to  the  grave; 
Dark  lattice !  letting  in  ethereal  day. 

Lorenzo!  blush  at  fondness  for  a  life 
Which  sends  celestial  souls  on  errands  vile, 
To  cater  for  the  sense,  and  serve  at  board* 
Where  every  ranger  of  the  wilds,  perhaps 
Each  reptile,  justly  olaims  our  upi)er-band. 
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Luxunouft  Toast !  a  aciul,  a  doul  iinmortal, 
In  all  the  dainttoB  of  a  brute  bomirod! 
Lorenzo !  blush  at  terror  for  a  Jeuth 
Wliich  jrivcs  tliec  to  rcpotie  in  festive  bowers, 
Where  nectars  sparkle,  angels  minister, 
And  more  than  angels  share,  and  ruise  and  crown, 
And  eti>n)ize,  the  birth,  bloom,  bursts  of  bliss. 
What  neixl  I  morel — O  Death!  the  {kJiu  is tlilnc. 
Then  welcome,  Dcatli !  thy  dreaded  harbingers, 
Ago  and  disease ;  Disoas**,  though  long  my  guest. 
That  plucks  my  nerves,  those  temler  strings  of  life, 
Which,  plucked  a  little  mon*,  will  toll  the  bell 
That  calls  my  few  friends  to  my  funeral; 
Where  feeble  Nature  dro|»fi,  jwrhaps,  a  tear. 
While  Reason  and  Religion,  Iwttrr  taught, 
Congritulate  the  dead,  and  crown  his  tomb 
With  wreath  triumphant.     Death  is  victory  I 
It  binds  in  chains  the  raging  ills  of  life: 
Lust  and  Ambition,  Wnitli  and  Avarice, 
Drngge<l  at  his  chariot- wlieel,  applaud  his  power. 
That  ills  corrosive,  cares  imiwrtunate. 
Are  not  immortal  too,  O  Death !  is  thine. 
Our  day  of  dissolution! — name  it  right, 
'Tis  our  great  ]»ay-day;  'tis  our  harvest,  rich 
And  ripe.     What  though  the  sickle,  sometimes 

k(x>n. 
Just  scars  us  as  we  reap  the  golden  grain ! 
More  than  thy  balm,  .C)  Giload !  heals  the  wound.  I 
Birth's  feeble  cry,  and  Death's  deej)  dismal  groan, 
Are  slender  tributes  low-taxed  Nature  pays 
For  mighty  gain:  the  gain  of  each  a  life! 
But,  O !  the  last  the  former  so  transcends, 
Life  dies,  compared ;  Life  lives  Iwyond  tlw^  grave. 

And  feel  I,  Death!  no  joy  fn>m  thought  of  thee  1 
Death!  the  great  counsell«»r,  who  man  inspires 
With  every  nobler  thought  and  fairer  dei*d ! 
Death!  the  deHverer,  who  rescues  man! 
Death!  the  re  warder,  who  the  rescue*!  crowns! 
Death !  that  alysolws  mv  birth,  a  cur.*c  without  it ! 
Rich  Death !  that  n^alia^s  all  my  cares. 
Toils,  virtues,  hopes;  without  it  a  chimera; 
Death!  of  all  pain  the  peritMl,  not  of  joy; 
Joy's  source  and  subjei*t  still  sulisist  unhurt ; 
One  in  my  soul,  and  one  in  her  ffreat  sire. 
Though  the  four  winds  were  warring  for  my  dust : 
Yes,  and  from  win<ls  and  waves,  and  central  night. 
Though  prisoned  there,  my  dust,  too,  1  riTlaim, 
(To  (lust  when  drop  proud   Nature's  proudest 

8[)heres) 
And  live  entire.     Death  i^  the  crown  of  life  I 
Were  death  denied.  ])oor  man  would  live  in  vain : 
Were  death  deniiM,  to  live  would  not  be  life : 
Were  death  denietl,  even  fools  would  wish  to  die. 
Death  wounds  to  cure;  we  full,  we  rise,  we  ri'ign ! 
Spring  from  our  fetters,  fasten  in  the  skies, 
Wher?  (.looming  Eden  withers  in  our  sight 
Death  gives  us  mon^  than  was  in  Eden  lost: 
TbU  king  of  terrors  is  the  prince  of  peace. 


When  shall  I  die  to  vanity,  pain,  death  7 
When  shall  I  die?— when  shall  1  live  for  cvcrl 


NIGHT  IV. 

•niE  CHRISTIAN  TRIUMPIL 

CONTAINING  OUR  ONLY  CURK  TOR  THE  FEAR  Of 
DKATU,  AND  PROPER  SKNTIM&NTS  OP  HEART  OX 
THAT    INESTIMABLE   BLESSI.N'lS. 


To  the  Iloa  Mr.  Yorke. 


A  Mi:cn-indebte<l  Muse,  O  Yorke!  intrudes 
Amid  the  smiles  of  fortune  and  of  youth, 
Thine  ear  is  i)atient  of  a  serious  son*;. 

I  low  deep  implanted  in  the  breast  of  man 
The  dread  of  death  1  I  sing  its  sovereign  cure. 

Why  start  at  Deoth7  when- is  he?  Death arrhed, 
Is  past ;  not  come,  or  gone :  he's  never  here. 
Ere  hojK*,  senna tion  fails.     Black -Ixxling  man 
Receives,  not  suflTers,  Death's  tremendous  bknr. 
The  knell,  the  shroud,  the  mattock ,  and  the  STaW| 
The  d(H>p  damp  vault,  the  darkness,  and  the  wora; 
These  are  the  buglwars  of  a  winter^s  eve, 
The  tem^rs  of  the  living,  niU  the  dead ; 
Imagination's  fool,  and  Errors  wn»tch. 
Man  makes  a  death  wliich  Nature  never  madi^ 
Then  on  the  point  of  his  own  faiiry  falls. 
And  feels  a  thousand  deaths  in  fearing  one. 

But  were  Death  frightful,  what  hasagetofearl 
If  i>nnh'nt,  age  sliould  meet  the  friendly  fiie, 
And  shelter  in  his  hospitable  gloom. 
I  scarce  can  meet  a  monument  but  holds 
My  younger;  every  ilate  cries — '  Come  away.' 
And  what  recalls  me?  look  the  world  aromid, 
And  tell  me  what.     The  wisi^t  can  not  tell. 
Should  any  lH)rn  of  w»>man  give  his  thought 
Full  range,  on  ju<t  Dislike's  unboumlcfl  field; 
Of  things  the  vanity,  of  men  the  flaws; 
Flaws  in  the  l»est;  the  many,  flaw  all  o'er, 
As  leopards  s^wtte*!,  or  as  Ethiops  dark; 
Vivacimis  ill ;  goo<l  dying  immature  ; 
(  How  immature  Nareissa's  marble  tells) 
And  at  its  death  l)equeathing  endless  pain ; 
His  heart,  though  bold,  would  sicken  atthra{h\ 
And  sp«'nd  itself  in  sighs  for  future  scenes. 

But  grant  to  life  (and  just  it  is  to  ^rant 
To  lucky  life)  some  jierquisites  of  joy ; 
A  time  there  is  when,  like  a  thrice-told  talc, 
Long-rirtwl  life  of  sweet  can  yield  no  more, 
But  from  our  c^mjment  on  the  coraetly  ; 
Pleasing  reflections  on  jKirta  well-sustained. 
Or  purposed  emendations  where  we  failed, 
Or  hopes  of  plaudits  from  our  candid  Judge, 
When,  on  their  exit,  souls  are  bid  unrobe, 
Toss  Fortune  back  her  tinsel  ami  her  |ilunie, 
I  And  drop  this  mask  of  flesh  behiru]  the  scene. 
I     With  me  that  time  u  come ;  my  world  b  duii 
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A  new  world  rucv,  and  new  manners  reign. 
Foreign  comediann,  a  uprucc  banc!  \  arrive, 
To  pudi  me  from  the  scene,  or  hiss  me  there. 
What  I  pert  race  starts  up !  the  strangers  gaze, 
And  I  at  them ;  my  neiglibour  is  unknown ; 
Nor  that  the  worst.    All  me !  the  dire  effect 
Of  loitering  here,  of  dcalh  dcfraude<l  long. 
Of  old  so  gracious  (and  let  that  sufHce) 

My  very  master  knows  me  not. 

Shall  I  dare  say  peculiar  is  my  fate  1 
I've  been  so  long  remcmliered,  I'm  forgot. 
An  object  ever  pmising  dims  the  sight, 
And  hides  behind  its  ardour  to  be  seen. 
When  in  his  courtiers'  ears  I  pour  my  plaint, 
They  drink  it  as  the  nectar  of  the  great, 
And  squeeze  my  hand,  and  beg  nic  come  to-mor- 
row. 
Refusal !  canst  thoo  wear  a  smoother  form  t 

Indulge  me,  nor  conceive  I  drop  my  theme. 
Who  cheapens  life  abates  the  fear  of  death. 
Twice  told  the  period  spent  on  Btubl)orn  Troy, 
Court-favour,  yet  untaken,  I  bcRiego ; 
Ambition's  ill-judged  effort  to  bo  rich. 
Alas !  ambition  makes  my  little  less. 
Embittering  the  possessed.     Why  wi^h  for  more  1 
Wisliirig,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worst; 
Philosophy's  reverse,  and  health's  decay  1 
Were  I  at  plump  as  stalled  Theology, 
HV idling  would  waste  me  to  this  shade  again. 
Were  I  as  wealthy  as  a  South-sea  dream, 
W^ishing  is  an  expedient  to  be  poor. 
WlflhiDg,  that  constant  hectic  of  a  fool, 
Caught  at  a  court,  purged  off  by  purer  air 
And  simpler  diet,  gifts  of  rural  life ! 

Blest  be  that  hand  divine,  which  gently  laid 
My  heart  at  rest,  beneath  this  humble  shed. 
The  world's  a  stately  bark,  on  dangerous  seas 
With  pleaBUre  seen,  but  boarded  nt  our  peril ; 
Biere  on  a  single  plank,  thrown  safe  ashore, 
I  bear  the  tumult  of  the  distant  throng, 
As  that  of  seas  remote,  or  dying  storms, 
And  meditate  on  scenes  more  silent  still, 
Pimue  my  theme,  and  fight  the  foar  of  death. 
Here,  like  a  shepherd  gazing  from  his  hut, 
Toudiing  his  n^,  or  leaning  on  his  staff, 
Eager  Ambition's  fiery  chase  I  sec ; 
I  sec  the  circling  hunt  of  noisy  men 
Bnrst  law's  inclosurc,  leap  the  mounds  of  right, 
Pumiing  and  pursued,  each  other's  prey ; 
As  wtJves  for  rapine,  as  the  fox  for  wiles. 
Till  Death,  that  mighty  hunter,  earth's  them  all. 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hourl 
What  though  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame  ? 
Earth  s  highest  station  ends  in,  '  Here  he  lies ;' 
And  '  dost  to  dust'  concludes  her  noblest  song. 
If  this  song  lives,  p«)stority  shall  know 
One,  tboujb  in  Britain  bom,  with  courtiers  bred. 
Who  thought  even  gold  might  come  a  day  too  late ; 
Nor  oo  his  subtle  death-bed  planned  his  scheme 


For  future  vacancies  in  church  or  state. 

Some  avocation  deeming  it — to  die ; 

Unbit  bv  rajje  canine  of  dvins  rich. 

Guilt  s  blunder !  and  the  loudest  laugh  of  HcIL 

O  my  coSvals !  remnants  of  yoarselves ! 
Poor  human  ruins,  tottering  o'er  the  grave ! 
Shall  we,  shall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees. 
Strike  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  cloivr  cling. 
Still  more  enamoured  of  tiiis  wretched  soil  1 
Shall  our  jmIc  withered  hands  lie  still  stretched 

out, 
Trembling,  at  once  with  eagerness  and  age  7 
With  avarice  and  convulsions,  grasping  hard 
Grasping  at  air !  for  wHat  has  earth  Ix'sido  1 
Man  wants  but  little,  nor  that  little  long: 
How  soon  must  he  resign  his  very  dust, 
Which  frugal  Nature  lent  him  for  an  hour! 
Years  unexiK'rienced  rush  on  numerous  ills: 
And  soon  as  man,  expert  from  time,  has  found 
The  key  of  Hfe,  it  opes  the  gates  of  death. 

When  in  this  vale  of  years  I  backward  look, 
And  miss  such  numN>ri?,  nuniU'rs  too,  of  such 
Firmer  in  health,  and  greener  in  their  age, 
And  stricter  on  their  guanl,  and  fitter  far 
To  piny  life's  subtle  ijame,  I  scarce  belicvo 
I  still  survive.     And  am  I  fond  of  hfe, 
Who  scarce  C4in  think  it  ptMwihIe  1  livel 
Alive  by  miracle  I  or,  what  U  next. 
Alive  by  Mead !  if  I  am  still  alive, 
^V^lo  long  have  buried  what  gives  life  to  live, 
Firnmess  of  nerve,  and  energy  of  thought. 
Life's  lee  is  not  more  shallow  than  impure 
And  vapid :  Sense  and  Reason  show  the  door, 
Call  for  my  bier,  and  point  me  to  the  dust. 

O  thou  great  Arbiter  of  life  and  death! 
Nature's  immortal,  immaterial  Sun  I 
Whose  all-prolific  hesun  late  called  me  forth 
From  darkness,  teeming  darkness,  where  I  lay 
The  worm's  inferior ;  and.  in  rank,  beneath 
The  dust  1  tread  on ;  high  to  l)car  my  brow, 
To  drink  the  spirit  of  the  golden  day, 
And  triumph  in  existence;  and  could'st  know 
No  motive  but  my  bliss,  and  hast  ordained 
Arise  in  blesjyngl  with  the  patriarch's  joy, 
Thy  call  I  follow  to  the  land  unknown  ; 
I  trust  in  thei»,  and  know  in  whom  I  trust: 
Or  hfe  or  death  is  equal ;  neither  weighs ; 
All  weight  in  this— O  let  me  live  to  Thee! 

Though  Nature's  terrors,  thus,  may  be  repre^t. 
Still  frowns  grim  Death ;  guilt  iK>ints  the  tyrant's 

spear. 
And  whence  all  human  guilt? — From  Death  forgot. 
Ah  me !  too  long  I  set  at  nought  the  owarm 
Of  fricndlv  warnings  which  around  me  flew, 
And  smiled  unsmitten.    Small  myc<'iusc  tosmilet 
Death's  admonitions,  like  shafts  upward  shot, 
More  dreadful  by  delay;  the  longer  ere 
They  strike  our  hearts,  the  deeper  is  their  woumii 
O  think  how  deep  Lorenzo !  here  it  stings; 
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W;.o  caii  Aii^LM  its  ir.;;-:.-*!! ":  H  ^-.v  i:  bums  ! 
\Vi*.a  haf*J  lU  lir'./.i,  i;.-.t:w-.  2  i:.ju-;.t  can 


(2r«fc'A-  ^ 


What  li'ulifi^  ).-iii-l  ca.'i  ','Vur  t:-«.  l*»!m  of  poicc, 
Aij'i  lurii  rii*  iii^Tat  u:.Jau:it>.  i  ■■:.  l:.c  lo::.b  1 
Witl*j-»y, — w:t;i  ::ri.  f,  li.il :..  aii:*.^  !..i:il  I  sec: 

On  i*i^Jt  >  '.siiJl  ii.«.ii.s  i.jv  ifi  ;.7.;.  ':  I  l.-!'i5j.ho:r*c: 
Al'uil  lio'.v  I'i'.v  ,!  hi/.v  f.ir  l"  i.i.viS  i!.-  .-l-.ii  s  : 
The  hlwKrt  il  i.»r...*.i,  ai.-I  i.  -•■v  il  :•!•  •  i-  I^r  i:.o — 

>ra'tV  iJii:  iIiTk'  'lin  J— Uli,  It  •  .  I •'"'  :'  .i«i  i  ••  '"I'l- 

Wiia.1  hi.art.  or  cjlu  .s'l^i.iin  •!.-  li  ir  ^  :"  r<  j:j  1 
'1  in  fi:  liaii;^s  :i!i  iiUiU'iii  li- 1»  ;  i.i  t  :.  ••  .-u^  jorl? 
'ill';  itiitiuj^  uiii'.i.f.-':  lliiil  u'"'*'":  •^^"  '■•' 'iS 
liurriif  ncciMS  «..•>,  iinil  tin-  ili>:ii  .1  v. i.<.i 
Crt-alioii  liad  liMii  .siiii^lii  n  i  in  ).•  r  'i>:rl!. — 
]Jiirkni-».)  his  curt.iiii,  aii<!  his  Ih-.I  t!i"  il^.^t, 
Win-ii  titi'irri  u.'i'J  nun;!ci:--  i!.i.<l  1"  i<-.it:i  :ii>  tlir/iii  ; 
!ji  IK-avt'ii  ilM.ir<Mi:  hi:-.Ii  i.i'liil^i  ji-t  (1v\i  !1  ] 
i)  whi'il  .'i  'rrijAii  \\,i.^  tiii.-ri-!  a  ::r>»iii  i.-.l  Lin: 
lie  M-i/i^I  our  (in-aii'iil  rijl.t.  tltv.:  Im.uI  .-in-t.ii.'iL  ], 
And  hi-a\L->I  tin;  hfiuiil  liu  lri*ni  n  j\.\\{y  wor'A. 
A   tli'JiJ.^aniJ  Wiifli].-)  vj  i'liujht,   weft-  lK>U^!.t  too 

dear ; 
SciLsatiuns  new  in  ;tn::i  l.V  liwM.>n>s  rise, 
fc:)UM]M-nd  tiii-ir  sijnir,  an  !  in.iki;  a  {i.ius>.-  in  KiaS. 

(J  li>r  their  s<in:;  to  n'.u-ii  ui\  lA\\  th'ini;! 
Itiipirc  nic,  Ni^'iil!  wiiii  iiil  tliy  turn  I'lU  >|i!iCrL!<, 
Wiiiiht  1  vvithht  rii]i)is  ^liuro  scraf^hic  thcinc», 
Anil>hi>w  tuiiirn  iht?  di^nily  oi'nian, 
]ji;bt  I  h!as{ihi-ni>'  nty  suliji-tl  with  my  sun^. 
SSiiuIl  pa^an  {la^i  s  ii}ow  rt  Ic-tuJ  llainc, 
And  (.-lirLslian  l:in^ui-.!i?  c  )nour  hi  art -^j  not  heads, 
l-'alls  Ihr  i'oiil  ini'.wny.     My  heart !  awake  : 
What  can  awake  thee,  nnawakid  l>y  this, 
*  J'lxjMMided  Di-ity  on  Iiuuian  wc.il  V 
Fer-l  ihcixreat  truths  whicii  hurst  the  tenfold  ni^iht 
Of  Heathen  error  with  a  golden  1](hm1 
CM'emlleH-4  day.     'I'o  feel  is  to  W  fired; 
AikI  to  hilievo,  I^iren/i)  I  i.^  to  feel. 

Thou  most  indui;rerit,  most  tremendous  Power! 
Still  more  tremimdouslor  thy  wondrous  lo\o  ; 
That  ar;n8  with  awit  more  awful  thy  eommands, 
And  iiml  transgression  di[H  in  sevenfold  ^uilt ; 
llow  uur  hearts  tremhle  at  thy  lov(>  immen.se! 
In  love  inunense,  inviolahly  just ! 
Thou,  rather  than  thy  justice  should  Ih>  st:unrd, 
Did  stain  the  (.'ro;xs;  and,  work  »)f  wonders  fir 
The  j;n'ate.st,  that  thy  dearest  far  mi;:ht  hh-ed. 

Hold  thou;;ht!  vhall  I  dare  Hi^ak  it  or  repress? 
Should  man  more  exeerat^^or  Iniast  the  <;uilt 
Whieli  rou.si'd  Kurh  ven;^eanee  7  which  such  love 

infliine<ll 
OVx  fTuilt  (how  mountainous!)  with  outstretched 

arms 
Stem  JuKticc  and  Rofl-Hmilini;  Love,  embrace, 
Bupi^irtin<r,  in  full  majesty,  thy  throne, 
When  Bcunicd  lis  majesty  to  need  8Up|)ort^ 


'"'r : ;.  -.'.   or  ::. .:. .  ir.-.  \  i: .."  ly  I  >t : 

W;. .":  :  'i:  t:.i  :".::::.:..!■  s.-  ^f  :].?.i:^1/l  Ji\ine 

C.-J.l  !->-.i:r  su:!i  caj-.J:-. r*!  fr^.:n  ile:«j«air, 

Arji  r- -••;.'  ':•  ::.?  T  :*.  r.^c-jc!  b..ih  exalt! 

O  ;...-.v  :ir-  :...•;;  t.\.!:i.:  Vy  i!ic  diodi 

T;.'  "w  »:. !.-  •:*  1  .  '!  .  r  s\S.\  I  call  it  morel 

A  ::i;  <• .-/  :.■.■  '.-  7-<  ij  ^j's  tl.rjii  i;icn! 

;s  ■  jrii.:'  !• !?  l;.o  Eternal  draw, 

•  ■  ■ 

:. ::: ;.:-  'a...  '.•■  t-jmiiI  cf  rays  complete: 
:!■:'-  II-  .'.'.i :;  >  j  .rrin^  attriliutt^, 
.  :;  ■  •  -:  .  !!■  :;"e  an-  ilj  r  woun»f ; 
}'  :;.i  !:  .i-.i  :.^\* ::'.  vii-.-n.  I  nciA  its  equal  l>cahi% 
nil  :..  r  y  t.-i:. :.,•!;  v..v.^r — 'J'-\  Iii;.i>a^-lf, 
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Yi  !  r.dril-  -:!  wi'.s!  ye  I'.iptiz'^i  infidel*! 
^  I  'A.-r.- '  \  r  ...».:i  :i..j!  v.\L»!ti.d  to  f.»i:ItT  ft.dns! 
'I':..'  ;  .■.-.•:;i  v...-.  j'..i  1  d-.i'.vn;  tin:  fiin-l  \tf  Iledvcn, 
1I>  .:•■•  li  -■»  i:n  \;..^i:-ii"  I.',  ixhaiistod  f.iijil, 
-\:.i  ./iiij  ..:.  I  ;i:.i:i7i  1.  j^;ir.  ■!  f-Tth  tJir  j:ricc, 
All  i'.i.  •  1'.  ;.i»;. !:  t!..iujli  curiiius  to eomjiute, 
Ari!i..i.ji  !•<  :'..l!-  1  III  c;:-l  thi"  mi^I.ty  puni: 
Its  Nalue  ^;l-1.  uu:;rasj.«d  hy  minds  create, 
r.  r  I V.  r  Iji  !•  s  :.:.■!  iiluw.s  in  the  Supreme. 

An  1  Was  tilt-  r;-.iisim  paid  ?  It  was,  and  paU 
y^Wiiiit  e.iu  ex.ilt  the  l«.;unty  more  ?}  for  you! 
'  ri  it  ■  .-i  in  hi  Ii«  Id  il. — Ni),  I  lie  sliockin:*  srenc 
Prove  hack  his  chariot :  midnight  veiled  his  facc: 
Not  ^u(-h  as  this,  not  such  as  nature  makes; 
A  mithiiiiht  NcMure  sliuddered  to  I)ehoId; 
A  mil  I  ni;.'!  it  new  !  a  dn  rid  ecli[i.so  (without 
(Jppi»>iii:;  splieii-?.)  from  her  Creator's  frown! 
»Siin!  di  l.«t  t.hou  ilv  t!iv  maker's  p«iin7  or  start 
At  that  (n'miioii-)  ].>;i>l  of  human  guilt 
Whio'i  huwed  his  i.Ie.->sed  head,  o'erwhelined  lui 

cross. 
Made  <^roan  the  centre,  hurst  enrtirsniarMe  womb 
With  panics,  stranj;e  paniiR !  dilivered  of  licr  deadi 
ILII  howled;  and  Heaven  that  hour  let  fall  a  tear; 
I  f  eaven  wept,  that  niMi  might  smile !  Heaven  blcJ 

that  man 

Mi;jht  ne\er  die  ! 

An  I  is  devotion  virtue?  Mis  comjielled. 
What  heart  of  stone  but  glows  at  thoughts  lika 

tlu'se  1 
Such  eontempl:itionsmoivit  us,  and  should  mount 
The  miml  still  hi;:her,  nor  ever  «;lanceon  man 
Unraptim^l,    uninflamed. — Where    rolled    my 

thouijhts 
To  rest  from  wonders?  other  wonders  risr, 
And  plrikc  where'er  thev  roll:  mv  soul  i*  causht: 
Heaven's  Boven'i;;n  blessing,  clustering  from  the 

cross. 
Rush  on  her,  in  a  throng,  and  cK>bc  her  rouixl. 
The  prisoner  of  amazi^! — In  his  blest  life 
1  see  the  ]iath,  and  in  his  death  the  price, 
And  in  Ills  great  oKcnt  the  proof  8U])rcuM 
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or  immortality. — And  did  he  rise? — 
Mear,  O  ye  Nations!  hear  it,  O  yc  Dead! 
He  rose  I  he  rose !  he  burst  the  bars  of  death. 
Lift  up  your  hradg)  ye  everlasting  Gates ! 
And  ^ve  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  King  of  glory!  he  who  left 
His  throne  of  glory  for  the  png  of  death. 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  everlasting  Gates ! 
And  give  the  King  of  glory  to  come  in. 
Who  is  the  King  of  glory  1  he  who  slow 
The  ravenous  foe  that  gorged  all  human  race  I 
The  King  of  glory  He,  whose  glory  filled 
Heaven  with  amazement  at  his  love  to  man, 
And  with  divine  complacency  l)eheld 
Poweni  most  illumined,  wildered  in  the  theme. 

The  theme,  the  joy,  how  then  shall  man  sustain? 
Oh,  the  burst  gates!  crushed  sting!  demolished 

throne ! 
Last  gasp  of  vanquished  Death !  Shout,  earth  and 

Heawn, 
This  sum  of  good  to  man!  whose  nature  then 
Took  wing,  and  mounted  with  him  from  the  tomb. 
Then,  then,  I  rose ;  then  first  Humanity 
Triamphant  past  the  crystal  jwrts  of  light, 
(Stu{icndous  guest !)  and  seized  eternal  youth. 
Seized  in  our  name.    E'er  since  'tis  blasphemous 
To  call  man  mortal.    Plan's  mortality 
Waj  then  transferred  to  death;   and  Heaven's 

dnration 
ITnalienably  sealed  to  this  frail  frame. 
This  child  of  dust. — Man,  all-immortal !  hail ! 
Hail,  Heaven!  All  lavish  of  strange  gifts  toman! 
Thine  all  the  glor}',  man^s  the  boundless  bliss ! 
Wlicre  am  I  rapt  by  tliis  triumphant  theme, 
On  Christian  joys  exulting  wing,  above 
The  Aonian  mount ! — Alas !  small  cause  for  joy  ! 
What,  if  to  pain  immortal?  if  extent 
Of  being,  to  preclude  a  close  of  wo  1 
Where,  then,  my  boast  of  immortality  1 
I  boast  it  still,  though  covered  o'er  with  guilt : 
For  guilt,  not  innoci^nce,  his  life  he  poured ; 
Tift  guilt  alone  can  justify  his  death  ; 
Nor  that,  unless  his  death  can  justify 
Relenting  guilt  in  Heaven's  indulgent  sight. 
It,  sick  of  folly,  1  relent,  he  writes 
My  fiAQie  in  Heaven  with  that  invertt;d  spear, 
(A  •f'Car  dceji-dipt  in  blood)  which  pierced  his 

side, 
And  opened  there  a  font  for  all  mankind 
Who  strive,  who  combat  crimes,  to  drink  and  live: 
This,  only  this,  huIkIucs  the  fear  of  death  ! 

And  what  is  this? — Survey  the  wondrous  cure. 
Ami  at  each  step  let  higher  wonder  rise ! 
'Pardon  for  infinite olfence !  and  pardon 
TLr:>u;;li  means  that  speak  iu  value  infinite  I 
A  jcirdon  lM>ii;rht  with  bh>od !  with  blood  divine  ! 
With  i>Ioixl  divine  of  liim  I  made  my  foo  ; 
Perrts*ti'd  to  provoke;  though  womd  and  awed; 
Bl(.-fet.  and  chu^tiaod ,  a  flagnuit  rebel  still ; 


A  rebel  midst  the  thunders  of  his  throne ; 

Nor  I  alone ;  a  rebel  universe ; 

My  species  up  in  arms;  not  one  exempt! 

Yet  for  the  foulest  of  the  foul  he  dies, 

Most  joyed  for  the  redeemed  from  deepest  guDt; 

As  if  our  race  were  held  of  highest  rank. 

And  Godhead  dearer,  as  more  kind  to  man. 

Bound  every  heart,  and  every  bosom  burn; 
O  what  a  scale  of  miracles  is  here ! 
Its  lowest  round  high  planted  in  the  skies, 
Its  towering  summit  lost  beyond  the  thought 
Of  man  or  angel !  O  that  I  could  climb 
The  wonderful  ascent,  with  equal  praise! 
Praise !  flow  for  ever,  (if  astonishment 
Will  give  thee  leave)  my  praise;  for  ever  flow; 
Praise  ardent,  cordial,  constant,  to  high  Heavca 
More  fragrant  than  Arabia  sacrificed. 
And  all  her  spicy  mountains  in  a  flame. 

So  dear,  so  due  to  Heaven,  shall  Praise  descend 
With  her  soft  plume  (from  plau.sivc  angels'  wing 
First  plucked  by  man)  to  tickle  mortal  ears, 
Thus  diving  in  the  pockets  of  tlie great? 
Is  praise  the  jxTquisite  of  every  paw,    • 
Though  black  as  hell,  that  grapples  well  for  gold) 
Oh,  love  of  gold!  thou  meanest  of  amours! 
Shall  prai^  her  odours  waste  on  virtues  dead, 
Knibalm  the  base,  perfume  the  stench  of  guilt, 
Earn  djity  bread  by  washing  Elhiops  fair, 
Removing  filth,  or  sinking  it  from  sight; 
A  scavenger  in  scenes  where  vacant  posts, 
Like  gibl)ets  yet  untenanted,  exjicct 
Their  future  ornaments?  From  courts  and  thrones 
Return,  aix>stutc  Praise!  thou  vagabond! 
Thou  proxititute!  to  thy  first  love  return. 
Thy  first,  thy  greatest,  once  unrivalled  theme.  ' 

There  flow  redundant,  like  Meander  flow, 
Back  to  the  fountain,  to  that  parent  jwwer. 
Who  gives  the  tongue  to  sound,  the  thought  to 

soar. 
The  soul  to  be.     ]Men  homage  pay  to  men, 
Thoughtless  beneath  whose  dreadful  eye  they  1h)W, 
In  mutUcd  awe  profound,  of  clay  to  clay, 
Of  guilt  to  guilt,  and  turn  their  backs  on  thee. 
Great  Sire!  whom  thrones  celestial  ceaseless  sing; 
To  prostrate  angels  an  amazing  scene ! 
O  the  presumption  of  man's  awe  for  man! 
Man's  Author,  End,  Restorer,  Law  and  Judge! 
Thine  all;    day  thine,  and  thine  this  gloom  of 

night. 
With  all  her  wealth,  with  all  her  radiant  worlds. 
What  night  eternal,  but  a  frown  from  ihee? 
What  Heaven's  nieriilian  glory,  but  thy  smile  1 
And  shall  not  praise  be  thine,  not  human  praisui 
While  Heaven's  higli  host  on  hallelujah's  live! 

O  may  I  breatlu'  no  King«-rthan  I  bnaihe 
My  st)ul  in  praise  to  Ilim  who  g.ive  my  seui* 
And  all  her  infinite  o(  i»rosj)ect  fidr, 
Cut  through  the  shades  of  hell,  gi-'at  Love!  tf 
thee, 
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Oh  most  adorable !  most  unadorned ! 

Where  shall  that  praise  In^gin,  wliich  nc*er  should 

end! 
Where Vr  I  turn,  what  claim  on  all  applause  I 
How  is  Night*8  sable  mantle  laboured  oVr, 
How  richly  wrought  with  attributes  divine! 
What  wisdom  shines !  what  love !  This  midnight 

pomp, 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  inlaid ; 
Built  with  divine  ambition ;  nought  to  thee; 
For  others  his  profusion.     Thou  apart, 
Aliove,  beyond:  Oh,  tell  me,  mighty  Mind, 
Where  art  thou  ?     Shall  I  dive  into  tlic  deep  1 
Call  to  the  sun  ?  or  ask  the  roaring  winds 
For  their  Creator?  shall  I  qw-stion  loud 
The  thunder,  if  in  that  the  Almiijlity  dwells! 
Or  holds  he  furious  storms  in  straitened  nuns, 
And  bids  fierce  whirlwinds  whei^I  his  rapid  carl 

What  mean  these  questions?  TrembUng,  I  re- 
tract ; 
My  prostrate  soul  adores  the  ]>rescnt  God ; 
Praise  I  a  distant  deity  7  lie  tunes 
My  voice  (if  tuned ;)  the  nerve  that  writes  sustains: 
Wrapped  in  his  being  1  resound  his  praisi* : 
But  though  past  all  dillused,  without  a  shore 
His  essence,  local  in  his  throne  (as  meet) 
To  gather  the  disperstrd  (as  standards  call 
The  hsted  from  afar);  to  fix  a  {K)int, 
A  central  point,  collective  of  liis  sons. 
Since  fmite  every  nature  but  liis  own. 

The  nameU'Ss  lie,  whose  n«xl  is  Nature's  birth^ 
And  Nature's  shield  the  shadow  of  his  hand ; 
Her  dissolution  his  su!f[>en(Ied  smile ! 
The  great  Fir»t-Last;  pavilioned  high  he  sits, 
In  darkness,  from  excessive  splendour  borne, 
By  gods  unseen,  unle^is  through  lustre  lost. 
His  glory,  to  created  glory,  bright, 
As  that  to  central  horrors  :  he  looks  down 
On  all  that  soars,  and  s{Kins  hnmensity. 

Though  night  unnumbered  worlds  unfolds  to 
view. 
Boundless  creation,  what  art  thou  ?  a  beam, 
A  mere  effluvium  of  his  niajc'sty. 
And  shall  an  atom  of  this  atom- world 
Mutter,  in  dust  and  sin,  the  theme  of  Heaven  7 
Down  to  the  centre  should  I  stmd  my  thought, 
Through  beds  of  glilti'ring  ore  and  glowing  gems, 
Their  beggar'd  blaze  wants  lustre  for  my  lay; 
Goes  out  in  darkness:  if,  on  towering  wing, 
I  send  it  thnmgh  the  boundless  vault  of  stars, 
(The  stars,  though  rich,  what  dross  their  gold  to 

thee, 
Great,  good,  wise,  wonderful,  eternal  king!) 
Jf  to  tliose  conscious  stars  thy  throne  around, 
Pmise  ever- fK)u ring,  and  imbibing  bliss. 
And  ask  their  strain:  they  want  it,  more  they 

want, 
I'vtjT  iiieir  abundance,  humble  their  sublime, 
Lan<;uid  their  energy,  their  ardour  cold ; 


j  Indebted  still,  tlieir  highest  rapture  bums, 
Short  of  its  mark,  defective  though  di\*ine! 

Still  more — this  thenie  is  man's,  and  man*8  aloni^ 
Tlu'ir  vast  appointments  reach  it  not ;  they  mee 
On  earth  a  l>ounty  not  indulged  on  high, 
And  downward  look  for  Heaven's  su][)erior  praimj 
First -l>om  of  Ether!  high  in  fields  of  Lisht! 
View  man,  to  see  the  glory  of  your  God. 
Could  angels  envy,  they  had  envied  here : 
And  Stime  did  envy;  and  the  rest,  though  godi^ 
Yet  still  gods  unndeem'd,  (there  triumphs  man. 
Tempted  to  weigh  the  dust  against  the  skies) 
They  less  would  feel,  though  more  adorn  my  thems. 
They  sung  Creation  (for  in  that  they  shared) 
How  rose  in  melody  that  child  of  Love, 
Creation's  great  sufterior,  man,  u  thine ; 
Thine  is  Redemption;  they  just  gave  the  key; 
'Tis  thine  to  raise  and  eternize  the  song, 
Thoug))  human,  yet  divine ;  for  should  not  this 
Raise  man  o'er  man,  and  kindle  seraphs  hercl 
Redemption!  'twas  creation  more  sublime; 
Redemption !  'twas  the  lalx)ur  of  the  skies; 
Far  more  than  lal>our — it  was  death  in  HeaTenI 
A  truth  so  strange,  'twere  bold  to  think  it  true^ 
If  not  far  l>oIder  still  to  disbelieve. 
Here  pause  and  ponder.     Was  there  Death  !■ 

Heaven  1 
What  tluMi  on  earth — on  eartli  which  struck  tho 

blow  7 
Who  struck  ill  Who— O  how  is  man  enlarged, 
Seen  through  this  mediuml  How  the  pigmy  tow* 

ers! 
How  c«)untrrj)oised  his  origin  from  dust ! 
How  counterpinsi'd,  to  dust  his  sad  return ! 
How  voided  his  vast  distance  from  the  skies! 
How  near  ho  presses  on  tne  seraph's  wing  ! 
Which  is  the  wrapli  ?  which  the  born  of  day? 
How  this  (l(>monstraU>s,  through  the  thickest  cloud 
Of  guilt  ami  clay  condensed,  the  Son  of  Heaven, 
The  doublr  Son  ;  the  made,  and  the  remade ; 
And  shall  Heaven's  double  pro|)erty  lie  losti 
Man's  double  madness  only  can  destroy. 
To  man  the  bleeding  cross  has  promised  oil ; 
The  bleeding  cross  has  sworn  eternal  grace. 
Who  gave  His  lilt*,  what  grace  sliall  He  dcnji 
O  ye,  who  from  this  nx'k  of  ages  leap 
Apostates,  j)lunging  headlong  in  the  dc(*p, 
What  conlial  joy,  what  consolation  strung. 
Whatever  winds  arise,  or  billows  roll. 
Our  interest  in  the  Master  of  the  storm, 
Cling  there,  and  in  wreck'd  Nature's  ruins  smik^ 
While  vile  aj>ostates  tremble  in  a  calm. 

Man,  know  thyself:  all  wisilom  centres  there. 
To  none  man  seems  ignoble  but  to  man ; 
Antrels,  that  jirundeur  ummi  o'erWk,  admire: 
How  long  shall  human  nature  Ite  their  liookl 
Degenerate  mortal!  and  min^ad  by  thee? 
The  lN>amdim  reason  sheilssliows  wonders  th'n; 
What  high  contenU— illustrious  facui^k^! 
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But  the  gronJ  comment,  wluch  displays  at  full 
Our  huaian  hciglit,  scarce  severed  from  divine, 
By  Heaven  composed,  was. published  on  the  cross. 

Who  [noksi  on  that,  and  ^ers  not  in  himself 
An  awful  Htrangor,  a  lerrestrial  god  7 
A  glorious  partner  with  the  Deity 
In  that  high  attribute,  immortal  Hfe  1 
If  a  God  bleeds,  he  bleeds  not  for  a  worm 
I  gaze,  and  as  I  gnzc,  my  mounting  noul 
Catches  strange  fire.  Eternity,  at  thei*, 
And  drops  the  world,  or  rather,  more  iMijoys. 
How  changed  the  face  of  Nature !  how  improved ! 
Whftt  eecnul  a  chaos  shines  a  glorious  world ; 
Or  what  a  world,  an  Eden ;  heighten'd  all ! 
It  is  another  Kci»nc — another  self! 
And  still  another,  as  time  rolls  along, 
And  that  a  self  fur  more  illustrious  still. 
Beyond  long  ages,  yet  rolFd  up  in  shades 
Unjiierc'd  by  bold  Conjecture's  keenest  ray. 
What  evolutions  of  surprising  Fato! 
How  Nature  ojx'ns,  and  receives  my  soul, 
In  boundless  walks  of  raptur'd  thought,  where 

gods 
Encounter  and  embrace  me.     What  new  births 
Of  strange  adventure,  foreign  to  the  sun, 
"Where  what  now  charms,  |)crhaps  whate'er  exists, 
Oki  Time  and  fair  Creation  are  forgot. 

k  this  extravagant  7  of  man  we  form 
Extravagant  e^mception,  to  l)c  just: 
Conor j)lion  uncoiifified  wants?  winns  to  reach  him ; 
Bevond  its  reacli  the  Godhead  only  more. 
He,  the  great  Father!  kindled  ut  one  flamo 
The  world  of  rationals;  one  spirit  poured 
From  spirits  awful  Fountain — |M)un?d  Himself 
Through  all  their  souls,  but  not  in  njual  stream, 
Profuse  or  frugal,  of  the  inspiring  G(xl, 
As  his  wise  plan  demanded ;  and  when  past 
Their  various  trials,  in  their  varitiiLs  spheres, 
If  they  continue  rational,  Jis  made, 
Resorlis  tlieni  all  into  Hutiself  again, 
His  tlirone  their  centre,  and  his  smile  their  crown. 

"Why  doubt  we,  then,  the  glorious  Irutli  to  sinj;, 
Though  yet  unsung,  as  deemed,  |»i»rhaps,  too  bold? 
Angels  art^  men  of  a  suiterior  kind  ; 
Angels  are  men  in  lighter  habit  elad, 
Hi^h  o er  cebsliid  mountains  wingM  in  fiight; 
Aiul  nien  are  antrfls,  loaded  for  (tn  hour. 
Who  wade  this  miry  vide,  and  climb  with  pain, 
An*I  sli|»i»ery  sti'p,  the  bottom  of  the  steep. 
A»geUtln'ir  failings,  mortals  have  their  praise: 
While  here,  of  t-orps  ethereal,  such  enrolled 
A "4 1  summoned  to  the  glorious  staiulanl  soon, 
Which  Hanw  8  eternal  crimson  llin)U<j;!i  the  skies. 
T^K>T  are  our  brothers  tl:ongh!less  of  their  kin, 
Vi"t  abw  nt:  but  not  absent  from  tlnir  lovi*. 
^litrhael  hai«  fou'^'it  our  battles;  R:iphael  sung 
Our  iriumplis;  Gabri**!  on  our  errands  flinvn,         1 
Sent  uy  the  Soven-ign:  am:  arc  th«s<',  O  man! 


Thy  friends,  thy  warm  allies  7  and  tliou  (shamt 

burn 
The  cheek  to  cinder !)  rival  to  the  brute  7 

Religion's  all     Descending  from  the  skies 
To  wrt-iched  man,  the  ^cnldess  in  her  left 
FToldsout  this  world,  and  in  her  right  the  next. 
Religion!  the  sole  voucher  man  is  man; 
SupiMirter  sole  of  man  alwvc  himself; 
E'en  in  this  night  of  frailty,  change,  and  death, 
She  gives  the  s'^ul  a  soul  that  acts  a  god. 
Religi(m,  Providence,  an  after-state! 
Here  is  firm  footing ;  here  is  solid  rock ; 
Thisc^in  supi>ort  us;  all  is  sea  luMsidc; 
Sinks  under  us;  bestorms,  and  then  devours. 
His  hand  tiie  gixxJ  man  fastens  on  the  skies, 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  feels  her  idle  whiri. 

As  when  a  wretch,  from  thick  ))ollutiHl  air, 
Darkness  and  stench,  and  sulK)cating  damps, 
And  dungeon- horrors,  by  kind  Fate  discharged, 
Cliiidis  some  fair  eminence,  where  ether  pure, 
Surrounds  him,  and  Elysian  prosjx^ts  rise; 
His  heart  exuUs,  his  spirits  cast  their  load, 
As  if  new-lK)rn  he  triumphs  in  the  change: 
So  joys  the  s(»ul,  when  from  inglorious  aims 
And  sordid  sweets,  from  feculence  and  froth 
Of  ties  terrestrial  set  at  large,  she  mounts 
To  Reason's  region,  her  own  element. 
Breathes  ho{H^s  immortal,  and  affects  the  skie& 

Religion!  thou  the  soul  of  happiness, 
And,  irmanin:;  Calvary  I  of  thee:  there  shine 
The  noblest  truths    there  strongest  motives  .sing; 
There  sacred  violence  assaults  the  soul ; 
There  notliing  but  compulsion  is  forborne. 
Can  hno  allure  us  I  or  can  terror  awe  7 
He  wiM  ps! — the  falling  dri'p  puts  out  the  sun; 
He  sighs'. — the  sigh  earth's d«v|)  foundation  shakct. 
If  in  hii  love  s«)  trrrihie,  what  then 
His  wr.ith  infla:ne<l  ?  his  tenderness  on  fire  7 
Like  ftol>,  smooth  oil,  outbla/ing  ot!ierfires7 
(.\'in  ])rayer,  can  iiriiisc,  a\ert  it! — Thou,  myalll 
My  tlieme!  my  insjiiration!  and  my  crown  I 
My  strength  in  age  I  my  rise  in  low  estate! 
My  soul's  am!'iti«>n,  j)leasun\  \%ealth!— my  world! 
My  liiiht  in  darkness  I  and  mv  life  in  death! 
My  lioast  through  time!  hliss  through  eternity! 
Eternity,  too  slu)rt  to  speak  thy  praise, 
Or  fathom  thy  prolound  of  love  to  man! 
To  man  of  men  tlie  rm-anest,  even  to  me; 
My  sacrilieel  my  Go<l! — vvluil  things  arc  these! 

What  then  art  Thou 7  by  what  name  shall  I 
call  thee  7 
Knew  I  the  name  devout  arehangi'ls  use, 
Pcvvjut  archangrls  shouM  the  name  enjoy, 
r>v  me  unrivalle<l ;  thousands  more  sublime. 
None  half  HO  dnar  va  that  which,  though  uns{)okn, 
Still  ult.ws  nt  heart.     O  how  ()mnipotei>e.u 
Is  lost  in  lovei  thou  great  Phihinthropis! 
Father  of  angels  I  l>ut  the  tVuuA  of  m;u) ' 
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Like  Jacci'i^  fondest  of  the  younger  born ! 

Thoa  who  diJ'st  save  him,  snatch  the  smoking 

brand 
From  out  the  flames,  and  quench  it  in  thy  blood! 
How  art  thou  pleased  by  bounty  to  distress ! 
To  make  us  groan  beneath  our  gratitude. 
Too  big  for  birth !  to  favour  and  confound; 
To  challenge,  and  to  distance  all  return! 
Of  lavish  love  stupendous  heights  to  soar, 
And  leave  Praise  panting  in  the  distant  vale! 
Thy  right,  too  great,  defrauds  thee  of  thy  due ; 
And  sacrilegious  our  subliincst  song ! 
But  since  the  naked  will  obtains  thy  smile, 
Beneath  this  monument  of  praise  unpaid. 
And  future  life  symphonious  to  my  strain, 
(That  noblest  hymn  to  Heaven!)  for  ever  lie 
Intombed  my  fear  of  death!  and  every  fear, 
The  dread  of  every  evil,  but  thy  frown. 

Whom  sec  I  yonder  so  demurely  smile  1 
Laughter  a  lalwur,  and  mi^ht  break  their  rest. 
Ye  Gtuietists !  in  homage  to  the  skies! 
Serene!  of  sofl  address!  who  mildly  make 
An  unobtrusive  tender  of  your  hearts, 
Abhorrinir  violence!  who  halt  indeed, 
But,  for  the  blessing,  wrestle  not  with  Heaven  I 
Think  you  my  song  too  turbulent  ?  too  warm  1 
Arc  pas.sions,  then,  the  pagans  of  the  soull 
Reason  alone  Knptiz'd  ?  alone  ordained 
To  touch  things  sacred  1  Oh,  for  warmer  still ! 
Guilt  chills  my  zeal,  and  age]H?numba  my  jwwers: 
Oh,  for  an  huniblrr  heart  and  prouder  song ! 
Thou,  my  much  injured  Theme  !  with  tliat  soft  eye 
Which  melted  o'er  doomed  Salem,  dci^rn  to  look 
Compassion  to  the  coldness  of  my  breast 
And  panlon  to  the  winter  in  my  strain. 

Oh.  ve  cold-hearted,  frozen  Formalists ! 
On  such  a  theme  'tis  impious  to  Iwr  calm: 
Pas'iion  is  reason.  transi)ort  trniprr  here. 
Shall  Heaven,  whicli   gave  us  ardour,  and  has 

shown 
Her  own  for  man  so  stronirly,  not  disdain 
What  smooth  emollients  in  throlo^y, 
RejMimljcnl  Virtue's  downy  dtTctors,  preacli; 
That  prosit  of  piety,  a  lukewarm  praise? 
Rise  tnlours  swort  from  incrnsi'  uninflarned'? 
Devotion  when  lukewar:n  is  im  Irvout  ; 
nu*  wlirn  it  «Mt)Ws.  its  lu>\»  is  struck  ti»  Heaven: 
To  human  hearts  lur  ^oldoti  harps  are  ntrung; 
Hi^!i  Hraven'ri  oreln'j^traehaunts  Aiiu-n  t«>  man. 

n»'ar  I.  or  drr.nn  I  h«':ir.  tlieir  dist  :nt  SJtrain, 
Swell  to  tlie  sjul,  and  tii-tiii^  str.tii;;  of  Heaven, 
^uW  Wiirtf-d  on  rilestijl  Pitv's  [»UHi.e, 
Through  tln!  \ast  spiecs  of  tlu'  universe, 
Ti)  elirer  nn-  in  tlii-.  nn'hun'holy  ;iK>o:u'? 
OU,  when  will  df.tli  (now  ^tin:;^■ss)  like  u  friend 
Ad:i:it  Mje  of  liuir  riinir?  (Mi.whrn  will  deatli 
Ti.is  niDultferini;,  oM.  p.irtition  \vi«!l  t!jrow  down? 
'jii\»:  briniis.  one  in  nature,  ime  aKnle? 
Oh,  Death  iii\ine!  thai  giv'.st  us  lo  tlio  skies: 


Great  future !  glorious  patron  of  the  past 

And  present!  when  shall  I  thy  ehrine  adoro7 

From  nature's  continent,  immensely  wide, 

Immensely  blest,  this  little  isle  of  life, 

This  dark  incarcerating  colony, 

Divides  us.    Happy  day !  that  breaks  our  chain  i 

That  manumits :  that  calls  from  exile  homft 

That  leads  to  Nature's  great  metropolis, 

And  re-admits  us,  through  the  guardian  hand 

Of  elder  brothers,  to  our  Father's  thmne; 

Who  hears  our  Advocate,  and,  through  his  woundi 

Beholding  man,  allows  that  tender  niune. 

'Tis  this  makes  Christian-triumph  a  command; 

'Tis  this  makes  joy  a  duty  to  the  wise. 

'Tis  impious  in  a  good  man  to  be  sad. 

Seest  thou,  Lorenzo,  where  hangs  all  our  hopel 
Touched  by  the  Cross  we  live,  or  more  than  die; 
That  touch  which  touched  not  angels ;  moredi^ins 
Than  that  which  touched  confusion  into  form, 
And  darkness  into  glory:  partial  touch! 
Ineffably  pre-eminent  regard! 
Sacred  to  man,  and  sovereign  through  the  whols 
Lont;  j;olden  chain  of  miracles,  which  hanirs 
From  Heaven  through  all  duration,  and  support^ 
In  one  illustrious  and  amaung  plan, 
Thy  welfare,  Nature!  and  thy  God's  renown. 
That  touch,  with  charms  celestial,  heals  the  soul 
Diseased,  drives  pain  from  guilt,  lights  life  in  death, 
Turns  earth  to  heaven,  to  heavcniv  thrones  tnns- 

forms 
The  ghastly  ruins  of  the  mouldering  tomb. 

Dost  ask  me  when  ?     When  He  who  died,  r^ 
turns ; 
Returns,  how  changed !  where  then  the  man  of  irol 
In  Glorv's  terrors  all  the  Gotlhead  burns. 
And  all  his  courts,  exhausted  by  the  tide 
Of  deities  triumphant  in  his  train, 
Leave  a  stujK'udous  solitude  in  Heaven; 
Repleni.shed  .soon,  replenishwl  with  increase 
Of  jK)inp  and  multitude ;  a  radiant  band 
Of  angels  new,  of  angels  from  the  toni!>! 

Is  this  by  faney  thrown  remote  1  and  rise 
Dark  doubts  between  the  promis<'  and  event  "i 
I  send  thee  not  to  volumes  for  thy  euro; 
Read  Nature;  Nature  is  a  friend  to  truth; 
N.'iture  is  chri*<ti'in;  preaclu^  to  mankind, 
Anrl  bids  dead  matter  aid  us  in  our  creed. 
TList  thou  ni«'er  seen  the  comet's  flaniin:;  fliirht? 
The  illustrious  stranger  passing  tern^r  sheils 
(^n  irazin:'  nations  from  his  fierv  train. 
Of  len;;th  enormous;  takes  his  ample  round 
Through    depths   of  ether;   coasts    unnuir.^K red 

worMs 
Of  more  than  solar  glory;  doubles  wide 
Heaven's  mighty  caiH' ;  and  then  rovisit?*  earth, 
From  the  longtravil  of  a  thou-^und  years. 
Thus  at  the  destined  iH^riotl  shall  n-turn 
He,  onee  oti  earth,  who  bids  the  comet  blaze, 
And  witli  Him  all  our  triumph  oVf  tl»*  totnb. 
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Nature  18  dumb  on  this  im{>ortant  point, 
Or  Hope  precarious  in  low  whisper  breathes; 
Faith  speaks  aloud,  distinct ;  cv'n  ailders  hear, 
But  turn,  and  dart  into  the  dark  again. 
■  Faith  bcdids  a  bridge  across  the  gulf  of  death, 
To  break  the  shock  blind  Nature  can  not  shun, 
And  lands  Thought  smoothly  on  the  farther  shore. 
Death^s  terror  is  the  mountain  faitli  removes, 
That  mountain-barrier  between  man  and  peace. 
*Tis  faith  disarms  Destruction,  and  absolves 
From  every  clamorous  charge  the  guiltless  tomb. 

Why  disbelieved  Lorenzo! — *  Reason  bids; 
AII-«acred  Reason.' — Hold  her  sacred  still ; 
Nor  sholt  thou  want  a  rival  in  thy  dame : 
All-sacred  Reason !  source  and  soul  of  all 
Demanding  praise  on  earth,  or  earth  above ! 
My  heart  is  thine :  deep  in  its  inmost  folds 
Live  thou  with  life ;  live  dearer  of  the  two. 
Wear  I  the  blessed  Cross,  by  Fortune  stamp'd 
On  passive  Nature  before  Thought  was  born  ? 
My  birth's  blind  bigot!  fired  with  local  zeal! — 
No:  Reason  rebaptized  me  when  adult; 
Weighed  true  and  false  in  her  impartial  scale ; 
My  heart  became  the  convert  of  my  head, 
And  made  that  choice  which  one*  was  but  my  fate. 
•  On  argument  alone  my  faith  is  built,' 
Reason  pursued  is  Faith;  and  unpursued. 
Where  proof  invites,*  tis  reason  then  no  more : 
And  such  our  proof,  that  or  our  Faith  is  right, 
Or  Reason  lies,  and  Heaven  dcssigned  it  wrong. 
Absolve  we  this!  what  then  is  blasphemy? — 

Fond  as  we  are,  and  justly  fond  of  Faith, 
Reason,  we  grant,  demands  our  first  rogard ; 
The  mother  honoured,  as  tho  daughter  dear, 
jteason  the  root,  fair  Faith  is  but  the  flower ; 
The  fading  flower  shall  die,  but  Reason  lives 
Immortal,  as  her  Father  in  tlie  skies ! 
When  faith  is  virtue,  reason  makes  it  so. 
Wrong  not  the  Christian;  thnik  not  Reason  yours; 
Tis  Reason  our  great  Master  holds  so  dear; 
Tis  Reason's  injured  rights  Ids  wnth  resents; 
Tis  Reason's  voice  ol>eyed  his  glorious  r'own : 
To  give  lost  Reason  life  he  i>ourcd  his  own. 
Believe,  and  show  the  reason  of  a  man  ; 
Believe,  and  taste  the  pleasure  of  a  god  ; 
Believe,  and  look  with  triunipli  on  the  tomb. 
Through  Reason's  wounds  alone  thy  Faith  can 

die, 
Which  dying,  tenfold  terrors  gives  to  Death, 
And  dii»s  in  venom  his  twice-mortal  sting. 

Learn  hence  what  honours,  what  loud  psans, 
due 
To  those  wlio  push  our  antidote  aside ; 
Those  bnasted  friends  to  reason  anti  toman. 
Whose  fatal  love  stabs  every  jt)y,  and  leaves 
Death's  terror  heightened,  gnawin'4  on  his  heart. 
These  ptmiiwus  .«ons  of  Reason  id«>lized. 
And  vilifii  d  at  once;  of  Reason  dead, 
Then  diiiUd,  asmonarchs  were  of  old; 

u  2 


What  conduct  plants  proud  laurels  on  their  browl 
While  love  of  truth  through  all  their  camp  re- 
sounds. 
They  draw  Pride's  curtain  o'er  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Spike  up  their  incli  of  reason  on  the  |X)int 
Of  philosophic  wit,  called  Argument, 
And  then  exulting  in  their  taper,  cry, 
'  Behold  the  sun !'  and,  Indian-like,  adore. 

Talk  they  of  morals?  O  thou  bleeding  Level 
Thou  Maker  of  new  morals  to  mankind ! 
The  grand  morality  is  love  of  Thee. 
As  wise  as  Socrates,  if  such  they  were, 
(Nor  will  they  bate  of  that  sublime  renown,) 
As  wise  as  Socrates  might  justly  stand 
The  definition  of  a  modern  fool. 

A  Christian  is  the  highest  style  of  man! 
And  is  there  who  the  blessed  cross  wipes  ofT, 
As  a  foul  blot,  from  his  dishonoured  brow  1 
If  an<Tels  tremble,  'tis  at  such  a  sifjht: 
The  wretch  they  quit,  desjwnding  of  their  charge^ 
More  struck  with  grief  or  wonder  who  can  tell  1 

Ye  sold  to  sense !  ye  citizens  of  earth ! 
(For  such  alone  the  Christian  banner  fly) 
Know  ye  how  wise  your  choice,  how  great  your 

gain? 
Behold  the  picture  of  earth's  happiest  man: 
*  lie  calls  his  wish,  it  comes ;  he  sends  it  back, 
And  says  he  called  another :  that  arrives. 
Meets  the  same  welcome ;  yet  he  still  calls  on ; 
Till  one  calls  him,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
But  holds  him  fast,  in  chains  of  darkness  bound 
Till  Nature  dies,  and  Judgment  sets  him  free ; 
A  freedom  far  less  welcome  than  his  chain.' 

But  grant  man  happy;  grant  him  happy  long; 
Add  to  life's  highest  prize  her  latest  hour ; 
That  hour,  so  late,  is  nimble  in  approach. 
That,  like  a  iwst,  comes  on  in  full  career. 
How  swift  the  shuttle  flies  that  weaves  thy  shroud  I 
Where  is  the  fable  of  thy  former  years? 
Thrown  down  the  gulf  of  time;  as  far  from  thee 
As  they  had  ne'er  Ix-cn  thine :  the  day  in  hand, 
Like  a  bird  struggling  to  get  loose,  is  going; 
Scarce  now  jK)ssessed,  so  suddenly  'tis  gone ; 
And  each  swift  moment  fled,  is  death  advanced 
By  stri<les  as  swift,     Kternity  is  all ; 
And  whose  eternity?  who  triumphs  there? 
Bathing  for  evi-r  in  the  font  of  blLsa! 
For  ever  basking  in  the  Deity! 
Lorenzo!  who? — thy  conscience  shall  reply. 

O  give  it  leave  to  speak ;  'twill  sjK^ak  ere  long, 
Thy  leave  una>ked.     Lorenzo !  hear  it  now, 
While  useful  its  ad\ice,  its  accent  mild. 
By  the  great  edict,  the  divine  decree. 
Truth  Is  deposited  with  man's  last  hour; 
An  honest  Iioiir,  and  faithful  to  her  trust ; 
Truth  !  eldt  St  daugliter  of  the  Deity; 
Truth  !  of  liis  council  when  he  made  the  worlds ; 
Nor  less,  wln'U  he  shall  juilge  the  worlds  he  mad«  j 
Though  silent  long,  and  sleeping  ne'er  sti  sound. 
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SmnCheri'J  with  ctof!-,  am!  ojiprisstHl  with  loy«, 
ThiU  hcavcn-roniririiMioiKH]  hour  no  sooner  colls, 
But  froiu  hiT  cavern  in  tlie  muVs  abyss, 
Like  him  they  fiMe  under  Minn  whehne*!, 
The  gixldtrss  hiirstti  in  thunder  and  in  flanie, 
Lioudly  convince*,  and  sevcn-ly  imins. 
Dark  demon"*  I  (i'wcharjje,  ant!  hydrci-stinjjs; 
The  kern  \ibration  of  hrijjhl  truth— is  hell; 
JuFt  definition  !  tlion|rh  hy  m'IidoIs  untaught 
Ye  deaf  to  truth  I  j*eruse  this  pari-med  |>:i^e, 
And  trust,  fi»r  once,  a  projihct  and  a  prii'st ; — 
*^Ien  may  live  ftKiN,  hut  I'lXiU  tin  y  c;mi  not  die.* 


NIGHT  V. 


THE  Ri:i.APsii 


Tu  the  Right  Ilnn.  the  E:irl  of  LitclifleliL 


LoRF.NZo!  to  recriminrite  i.-«  just. 
*  Fon<!ncs«  for  fame  i.n  avarice  uf  air.' 
I  j;rant  the  man  is  vain  who  writi-s  for  praif^c: 
Praise  no  man  e'er  dewrvcd.  who  swUL'ht  no  more.'  Well  knows  hut  what  is  moral  nought  u  grott. 
As  just  thy  secoml  c!iar;:e.     !  unuit  tlie  Muse  '  Sing  jiyrens  only  1  do  not  angels  ■ingl 


At  war  eternal,  whi«  h  in  man  shall  n'i:jn, 
By  Wit's  address  patch  up  a  fatal  (leare, 
And  hand  in  hanil  lead  on  the  rank  deliauch. 
Fn>m  rank  refined  to  deliciiti*  and  gay. 
Art,  cursed  Art!  im]h-s  off  the'  indelitrd  hluah 
rn>m  Natun''s  c!iet*k,  at»d  hronzi^s  ever}*  shama 
Mun  stniles  in  ruin,  glorii-s  in  his  guilt, 
And  Infamy  stands  candidate  for  praise. 

All  writ  hy  man  in  favour  of  the  soul, 
Thes*'  si>nsual « t'lics  far,  in  Imlk,  transcend. 
The  flowers  of  t'hxjtience,  jmifustOy  {loured 
O'er  siK.ttrd  Vice,  fdl  half  the  letteret!  world. 
Can  i>ower8  of  genius  exorcise  tlieir  i>age, 
And  c<»nsecrate  enormities  with  songl 

Hut  let  not  theM>  inexpiable  strains 
fondemn  the  Muee  tliat  knows  her  dignity. 
Nor  meanly  stops  at  time,  but  holds  the  worid 
As  'tis,  in  Nature's  ani{iie  field,  a  {XHnt ; 
A  |Niint  in  heresttvm,  from  whence;  to  start, 
And  run  the  nnind  of  universal  space, 
To  vi^it  l>ein;j  universal  there, 
And  iM'ing's  Source,  that  utmost  flight  of  nundl 
Yet  spite  of  tliis  so  vast  circumference, 


Has  o!len  blushed  at  her  degenerate  sons, 
Retained  by  Sens4>  to  plead  her  fill'iy  cause, 
To  raise  the  low,  to  magfiify  tlie  mean, 
And  subtilizi!!  the  rrufsn  into  rerined  ; 
As  if  to  magic  numlKTs'  powerful  charm 
*Twa«  given  to  make  a  civit  of  tlicir  song 
01»scene,  and  sweeten  onlure  to  jHTfiune. 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifH^s  tin*  brute, 
And  lifts  our  swine-enjoyments  fn>m  th'?  mire. 

The  fact  notorious,  nor  olwcure  the  cause. 
We  wear  the  chains  of  ph?asiire  and  of  pride: 


Then^  is  in  I'oesy  a  decent  pride, 
Whic!)  W(  II  liecomes  her  when  she  speaks  to  Proi^ 
j  Her  younger  sister,  haply  not  more  wise. 

Thinkest  thou,  Lorenzo,  to  find  pastinriGS  heral 
No  guilty  passion  blown  into  a  flame, 
No  foible  flattiTed.  dignity  disgraced, 
No  fairy  field  of  fiction,  all  on  flower, 
No  rainU)w-coIours  here,  or  silken  tale; 
;  Bui  solemn  counsi»ls,  images  of  awe, 
i  Truths  which  !*!ternity  lets  fall  on  man, 
!With    double  weight,    through   these    n«vol%ing 


The.sc  share  the  man,  and  thi'se  distract  him  too;'  s]dieres, 

Draw  diflerent  ways,  and<'Iash  in  their  commands.  This  death-deep  silence,  and  incuml>ent  shade: 


Pride,  like  an  eai;le,  builds  amonithe  stars; 
Bui  Pleasure,  lark  like,  nests  u|>on  the  <:round, 
Joys,  shared  by  brute  creation,  Pride  resents; 
Pleasure  embraces:  man  would  Inith  eMJ«)y, 
An<l  l)olh  at  once:  a  |M>int  how  hard  to  gain ! 


Thou'Thtfi  such  as  shall  revisit  vour  last  hour. 
I  Visit  uncalled,  and  live  when  life  expiws; 
I  And  tliy  dark  )MMicil,  Midnight!  darker  still 
'  In  melancholy  dip|>ed,  imbrowns  t'le  wliole. 
Yet  this,  even  this,  my  laughter-loving  friends  I 


But  what  can't  Wit,  wJjen  stung  by  strong  desire  1  Lorenzti !  and  thy  brotliers  of  the  smile ! 

Wit  dart*s  ntti'mpl  this  arduous  enterprise.  \  If  what  im[)orts  you  most  can  most  engage. 

Since  joys  of  Sense  can't  rise  to  Reason's  taste,  'Shall  steal  your  ear,  and  chain  you  to  my  song. 

In  subtle  Sophistry's  lalM)rious  forge  -Or  if  you  fail  me,  know  the  wise  shall  t;i8tc 

W^il  hanuners  out  a  reason  new,  that  stooi^s  j  The  truths  i  sin«;  ;  the  truths  I  sing  shall  feel; 

To  sordid  scenes,  and  meets  them  with  applause.  And,  feeling,  give  assent;  and  their  ass4*nt 

Wit  c^lls  the  Grncj-s  the  cljaste  zi>ne  to  loose,  Is  ample  n'C«»m|)en8t^ ;  is  more  than  praise. 


Nor  less  than  a  plump  go<l  to  fill  llie  liowl : 
A  thousand  phantoms  and  a  tliousand  k^n'IIs, 
A  thousand  opiatt^  scatters  to  delude, 
To  liiscinate,  inebriate,  lay  aslei'p. 
And  tiie  fo«»led  mind  delightfully  confound. 


But  chiefly  thine,  ()  Litchfield! — nor  luiKtake; 

Think  not  unintnxluced  I  force  my  way : 
iNarcissa,  not  unknown,  nor  unallied 
jBy  \irtue,or  by  btood,  illu.strious  vouth! 
[To  thee,  from  blooming  amaranthine  l>o*ers. 


Thus  that  which  shocked  the  judgment  shocks  no  W^here  all  the  langi.a^e  harmony,  descentls 

nion\  Uncalled,  and  asks  admittance  for  the  Muse; 

Thai  which  gave  priile  oflt-nce,  no  irMire  oflTends.     A  Musi*  that  will  m  t  pain  thet»  with  thy  praiar 
Pleasure  ami  Pride,  by  nature  mortal  foes,  Thy  praise  she  dio{)H,  by  nobler  still  inspired. 
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O  than,  UefsM  Spirit !  whether  the  Supreme, 
Gxemt  ontemunduie  Father  t  in  whose  brcaat 
Embiyo-Creation,  unborn  being,  dwelt, 
And  all  its  Tarinui  mvoiutiont  mllcd 
Present,  though  future,  prior  to  themselves; 
Whose  breath  can  blow  it  into  nought  again. 
Or  firom  his  throne  some  delegated  power, 
Who,  studious  of  our  peace,  dost  turn  the  thought 
From  Tain  and  vUe  to-solid  and  sublime ! 
Unseen  thou  lead^st  me  to  delicious  draughts 
Of  inspiration,  from  a  purer  stream. 
And  fuller  of  the  God,  than  that  which  burst 
Prom  famed  Castalia  ,*  nor  is  yet  allayed 
Mj  sacred  thirst,  though  long  my  soul  has  ranged 
Through  pleasing  paths  of  moral  and  divine, 
Bj  thee  sustained,  and  lighted  by  the  stars. 

By  them  best  lighted  are  the  paths  of  thought; 
Nights  are  their  days,  their  most  illumined  hours. 
By  day  the  soul,  overborne  by  lifers  career. 
Stunned  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glare, 
Reels  hi  from  reason,  jostled  by  the  throng. 
By  day  the  soul  is  pasbive,  all  her  thoughts 
Imposed,  precarious,  broken,  ere  mature. 
By  night,  from  objects  free,  from  pat»ion  cool, 
Thoughts  uncontrolled  and  unimpressed,  the  births 
Of  pure  election,  arbitrary  range, 
Not  to  the  limits  of  one  world  confined ; 
But  from  ethereal  travels  light  on  earth. 
As  voyagers  drop  anchor,  for  re^xwc. 

Liet  Indians,  and  the  gay,  like  Indians,  fond 
Of  feathered  fopperies,  the  sun  adore : 
Daritness  has  more  divinity  for  me ; 
It  strikes  thought  inward ;  it  drives  back  the  soul 
To  settle  on  herself,  our  point  supreme! 
There  lies  our  theatre ;  there  sits  our  judge. 
Darkness  the  curtain  drops  o'er  life's  dull  scene; 
rrb  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  stretched  out 
Twixt  man  and  vanity ;  'tis  Reason's  reign. 
And  Virtue's  too;  these  tutelury  shades 
Are  man's  asylum  from  the  tainted  throng. 
Night  is  the  good  man  s  friend,  and  guardian  too; 
It  no  leas  rescues  virtue  than  inspires. 

Virtue,  for  ever  Irail  as  fair  below, 
Her  tender  nature  sulTors  in  tlic  crowd, 
Nor  touches  on  the  world  witliout  a  stain. 
The  worid's  infectious ;  few  bring  back  at  eve, 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  tlie  mom. 
Something  we  thought,  is  blotted ;  we  resolved, 
Is  shaken ;  we  renounced,  returns  again. 
Each  salutation  may  slide  in  a  sin 
Unthought  Ix^fore,  or  fix  a  firmer  flaw. 
Nor  is  it  strange ;  light,  motion,  concourse,  noise, 
All  scatter  us  abroad      Thouglit,  outward-bound. 
Neglectful  of  our  home-afiairs,  flies  off 
in  fume  and  dissipation,  qjiits  her  charge. 
And  leaves  tlie  bn-ast  unguarJixl  to  the  foe. 

Present  example  gets  witliin  our  guard. 
And  acts  witii  djiible  force,  Iiy  few  rf{)clled. 
Ambition  fires  pjubition ;  love  of  gain 


Strikes,  like  a  pestilence,  from  breast  to  breast; 

Riot,  pride,  periSdy,  blue  vajMurs  breathe; 

And  inhumanity  is  caught  from  man. 

From  smiling  man !     A  slight,  a  single  glancei 

And  shot  at  random,  often  has  brought  home 

A  sudden  fever  to  the  throbbing  heart 

Of  envy,  rancour,  or  impure  desire. 

We  see,  we  hear,  with  peril:  Safety  dwells 

Remote  from  multitude.     The  world's  a  school 

Of  wrong,  and  what  proficients  swarm  arouAd 

We  must  or  imitate  or  disapprove ; 

Must  list  as  their  accomplices  or  foes: 

That  stains  our  innocence,  this  wounds  our  peoe#. 

From  Nature's  birth,  hence,  Wisdom  has  been 

smit 
With  sweet  recess,  and  languished  for  the  shade. 

This  sacred  shade  and  solitude,  what  is  iti 
'Tis  the  felt  presence  of  the  Deity ! 
Few  are  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone ; 
Vice  sinks  in  her  alluremoits,  is  ungilt. 
And  looks,  like  other  obji»cL«i,  black  by  night 
By  niglit  an  atheist  half  believes  a  God ! 

Night  is  fair  Virtue's  immemorial  friend. 
The  conscious  Moon,  through  every  distant  age. 
Has  held  a  lamp  to  Wisdom,  and  let  fall. 
On  Contemplation's  eye,  her  purging  ray. 
The  famed  Athenian,  he  who  wooed  from  Heavea 
Pliilosophy  the  fair,  to  dwell  with  men. 
And  form  their  manners,  not  inflame  their  pride; 
Wiiilc  o'er  his  head,  as  fearful  to  molest 
His  labouring  mind,  the  stars  in  silence  slide 
And  seem  all  gazing  on  their  future  guest. 
See  him  soliciting  his  ardent  suit 
In  private  audience:  all  the  live-long  night 
Rigid  in  thought,  and  motionless,  he  stands^ 
Nor  quits  his  theme  or  posture  till  the  sun 
(Rude  drunkard!  rising  rosy  from  the  main) 
Disturbs  his  nobler  intellectual  l)eam, 
And  gives  him  to  the  tumult  of  the  world. 
Hail,  precious  moments,  stolen  from   the  black 

waste 
Of  murdered  time;  auspicious  Midnight,  haill 
The  world  excluded,  every  passion  hushed. 
And  0{)ened  a  calm  intercourse  with  Heaveni 
Here  tiie  soul  sits  in  council,  ponders  past. 
Predestines  future  action ;  sees,  not  fet*ls. 
Tumultuous  life,  and  reasons  with  the  storm, 
All  her  lies  answers,  and  thinks  down  her  charms* 

What  awful  joy !  what  mental  lil>erty ! 
I  am  not  pent  in  darkness;  ruther  say 
(If  not  Uk)  l)old)  in  darkness  I'm  ijnlwwered. 
Delightful  gloom !  the  clustering  thoughts  around 
Spontaneous  ritic,  and  blossom  in  the  shade; 
But  dri>opby  diiy,  and  sicken  in  the  sun. 
Thought  Iwrrovvs  light  elsewhere;  from  that  fini 

fire. 
Fountain  of  animation !  whence  descends 
Urania,  my  celestial  guest !  who  deigns 
Nightly  to  \isit  me,  so  mean;  and  now. 


I 


96 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


Coiudous  how  needful  discipline  to  man, 
From  pleasing  dalliance  with  the  charms  of  night, 
My  wandering  thought  recalls,  to  what  excites 
Far  other  beat  of  heart,  Narcissa's  tombl 

Or  is  it  feeble  nature  calls  me  back, 
And  breaks  my  spirit  into  grief  again? 
Is  it  a  Stygian  vapour  in  my  blood  7 
A  cold  slow  puddle,  creeping  through  my  veins  1 
Or  is  it  thus  with  all  men? — Thus,  with  all. 
What  arc  we?  how  unequal;  now  we  soar, 
And  now  we  sink.    To  be  the  same,  transcends 
Our  present  prowess.    Dearly  pays  the  soul 
For  lodging  ill ;  too  dearly  rents  her  clay. 
Reason,  a  baffled  counsellor!  but  adds 
The  blush  of  weakness  to  tlic  banc  of  wo. 
The  noblest  spirit,  fighting  her  hard  fate 
In  this  damp,  dusky  region,  charged  with  storms, 
But  feebly  flutters,  yet  untaught  to  fly; 
Or,  flying,  short  her  flight,  and  sure  her  fall: 
Our  utmost  strength,  wjien  down,  to  rise  again ; 
And  not  to  yield,  thougli  beaten,  all  our  praise. 

'Tis  vain  to  seek  in  men  fi)r  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promise,  big  in  previous  thought, 
Ex[)erience  damps  our  triumph.     I,  wlio  late 
Emerging  from  the  shadows  of  the  grave, 
Where  grief  detained  me  prisoner,  mounting  high, 
Threw  wide  the  gates  of  everlasting  day. 
And  called  mankind  to  glory,  shook  off  pain. 
Mortality  shook  off,  in  ether  pure, 
And  struck  the  stars;  now  feel  my  spirits  fail; 
They  drop  me  from  the  zenith;  down  I  rush, 
Like  him  whom  fable  fledged  witli  waxen  wings, 
In  sorrow  drowned — but  not  in  sorrow  lost. 
How  wretohed  is  the  mart  who  never  mourned! 
I  dive  for  precious  ix?arl  in  Sorrow's  stream : 
Not  80  the  thoujihtless  man  that  onlv  jirioves, 
Takes  all  the  torment,  and  rejects  the  gain, 
(Inestimable  gain !)  and  gives  Heaven  leave 
To  make  him  but  more  wretched,  not  more  wise. 

If  wisdom  is  our  lesson  (and  wliat  else 
Ennobles  man  7  what  else  have  angels  learned  ?) 
Grief!  more  proficients  in  thy  school  are  made, 
Than  Genius  or  proud  Learning  e'er  could  boast. 
Voracious  learning,  often  o'er-fed. 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  motley  meal. 
This  book-case,  with  dark  booty  almost  burst, 
This  forager  on  other's  wisdom,  leaves 
Her  native  farm,  her  reason,  quite  untilled ; 
With  mixed  manure  shesurfeit.s  the  rank  soil, 
Punged,  but  not  drest,  and  rich  to  beggary : 
A  jKjmp  untameable  of  weeds  prevails ; 
Her    Bt^rvant's    wealth,    incumbered.    Wisdom 
mourns. 

And  what  savs  Genius?  'Let  the  dull  be  wise:' 
Genius,  too  hard  for  right,  can  prove  it  wrong, 
And  loves  to  Iwast,  where  blnsh  men  less  inspired. 
It  pleads  exemption  from  the  laws  of  Sense, 
Considers  Reason  as  a  leveller, 
And  scorns  to  share  a  blessinij  with  the  crowd. 


That  wise  it  could  l)e,  thinks  an  ample  claim; 
To  glory  and  to  pleasure  gives  the  rest, 
Crassus  but  sleeps,  Ardelio  is  undone, 
Wisdom  less  shudders  at  a  fool  than  wit. 

But  Wisdom  smiles,  when  humbled  mortab 

weep. 
When  Sorrow  wounds  the  breast,  as  ploughs  the 

glebe. 
And  hearts  obdurate  feel  her  softening  shower, 
Her  seed  celestial,  then,  glad  Wisdom  sows ; 
Her  golden  harvest  triumphs  in  the  soil. 
If  so,  Narcissa,  welcome  my  relapse; 
I'll  raise  a  tax  on  my  calamity. 
And  reap  rich  compensation  from  my  pain. 
I'll  range  the  plenteous  intellectual  field. 
And  gather  every  thought  of  sovereign  power 
To  chase  the  moral  maladies  of  man ; 
Thoughts  which  may  bear  transplanting  to  tht 

skies, 
Though  natives  of  this  coarse  penurious  soil; 
Nor  wholly  wither  there,  where  seraphs  sing, 
Refined,  exalted,  not  annulled,  in  Heaven: 
Rea.son,  the  sun  that  gives  them  birth,  the  same 
In  either  clime,  though  more  illustrious  there. 
These  choicely  culleil,  and  elegantly  ranged, 
Shall  form  a  garland  for  Narcissa's  tomb, 
And,  peradventure,  of  no  fading  flowers. 
Say,  on  what  themes  shall  puzzled  choice  d©- 

scend? 
'  The  im|)ortance  of  contemplating  the  tomb ; 
Why  men  decline  it ;  suicide's  foul  birth  ; 
The  various  kinds  of  grief;  the  faults  of  age; 
And  death's  dread  character — invite  my  song.* 

And,  first,  the  importance  of  our  end  surveyed. 
Friends  counsel  quick  dismission  of  our  grief. 
Mistaken  kindness  !  our  hearts  heal  too  soon. 
Are  they  more  kind  than  lie  whostruck  the  blow 
Who  bid  it  do  its  errand  in  our  hearts, 
And  bnnish  peace  till  nobler  guests  arrive, 
And  bring  it  buck  a  true  and  endless  peace  « 
Calamities  are  friends,  as  Marin"-  day 
Of  these  unnumbered  lustres  rob  our  sight, 
ProsfM»rity  puts  out  unnuml>ered  thoughts 
Of  import  hi;Th,  and  light  divine  to  man. 

The  man  how  blessed,  who,  sick  of  gaudy  scenet 
(Scenes  apt  to  thrust  In^tween  us  and  ourselves!) 
Is  led  by  choice  to  take  his  favourite  walk 
Beneath  Death's  gloomy,  silent,  cypress  shades, 
Unpierced  by  Vanity's  fantastic  ray; 
To  read  his  monument-^,  to  weigh  his  du.st. 
Visit  his  vaults,  and  dwell  among  the  tombs ! 
Lorenzo !  read  with  me  Narcissa's  stone ; 
(Narcissa  was  thy  favourite)  let  us  read 
Her  moral  stone;  few  doctors  preach  so  well,* 
Few  orators  so  tenderlv  can  touch 
The  feeling  heart.     What  pathos  in  the  date! 
Apt  words  can  strike;  and  yet  in  them  we  see 
Faint  images  of  what  we  here  enjoy. 
What  cause  have  we  to  build  on  len^h  cf  life  1 


// 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


Sf7 


TempUtiora  seize  when  fear  is  laid  asleep, 
And  ill  foreboded  is  our  strongest  guard. 
*  See  from  her  tomb,  as  from  an  hiunble  shrine, 
Truth,  radiant  goddess !  sallies  on  ray  soul, 
And  puts  Delusion's  duuky  train  to  flight ; 
Dispels  the  mist  our  sultry  passions  raise, 
Fzom  objects  low,  terrestrial,  and  obscene, 
And  shows  the  real  estimate  of  things, 
Which  no  man,  unaiHlcted  ever  saw; 
Pulls  off  the  veil  from  Virtue's  rising  charms ; 
Detects  tem[ftation  in  a  thousand  lies. 
Truth  bids  me  look  on  men  as  autumn-leaves. 
And  all  they  bleed  for  as  the  summer's  dust 
Driven  by  the  whirlwind:  lighted  by  her  beams, 
I  widen  my  horizon,  gain  new  powers, 
See  things  invisible,  feel  things  remote, 
Am  present  with  futurities;  think  nought 
To  n^n  so  foreign,  as  the  joys  [losscssed, 
Nouglit  so  much  his  as  those  beyond  the  grave. 

Xo  folly  keeps  its  colour  in  her  sight; 
Pale  worldly  Wisdom  loses  all  her  charms. 
In  pompous  promise  from  her  schemes  profound, 
If  future  iatc  she  plans,  'tis  all  in  leaves, 
Like  sybil,  unsubstantial,  fleeting  bliss  ! 
At  the  first  blast  it  vanishes  in  air. 
Not  so  celestial.     Wouldst  thou  know,  Lorenzo ! 
How  diflfer  wordly  wisdom  and  divine  7 
Just  as  the  waning  and  the  waxing  moon, 
More  empty  worldly  wisdom  every  day, 
And  every  day  more  (air  her  rival  shines. 
When  later,  there's  less  time  to  play  the  fool. 
Soon  our  whole  turn  for  Wisdom  is  expired, 
(Thou  knowcst  she  calls  no  council  in  the  grave) 
And  everlasting  fool  is  writ  in  fire. 
Or  real  wisdom  wafts  us  to  the  skies. 

As  worldly  schemes  resemble  sybils'  leaves, 
The  good  man*s  days  to  sybils'  books  compare, 
(In  ancient  story  read,  thou  know  st  the  talc) 
In  price  still  rising  as  in  number  less, 
Inestimable  quite  his  final  hour. 
For  that  who  thrones  can  oflfer,  oflcr  thrones ; 
Insolvent  worlds  the  purchase  can  not  pay. 
'  Oh  let  me  die  his  death !'  all  Nature  cries. 
'  Then  Uve  his  life.' — All  Nature  falters  there; 
Oar  great  physician  daily  to  consult, 
To  commune  with  the  grave  our  only  cure. 

What  grave  prescribes  the  besti — A  friend's; 
and  yet 
FrcMn  a  friend's  grave  how  soon  we  disengage  I 
£▼"0  to  the  dearest,  as  his  marble,  cold. 
Why  are  friends  ravished  from  us  1  'tis  to  bind, 
By  soft  AflTcction's  ties,  on  human  hearts 
The  thought  of  Death,  which  reason,  too  supine, 
Or  misemployed,  so  rarely  fastens  there. 
Nor  Reason  nor  Afifection,  no,  nor  both 
Oombined,  can  break  the  witchcrafts  of  the  world. 
Behold  the  inexorable  hour  at  hand ; 
Behold  the  mexorable  hour  forgot ! 
And  to  forget  it  the  chief  aim  of  life, 


Though  well  to  ponder  it  is  life's  chief  end. 
Is  Death,  that  ever-threatening,  ne'er  remote, 
That  all-important,  and  that  only  sure, 
(Come  when  he  will)  an  unexpected  guest  1 
Nay,  though  invited  by  the  loudest  calls 
Of  blind  Imprudence,  unexpected  still* 
Though  numerous  messengers  arc  sent.  Jefore, 
To  warn  his  great  arrival !  ^Vllat  the  cause, 
The  wondrous  cause,  of  this  mysterious  ill  1 
All  Heaven  looks  down,  astonished  at  the  ught « 

Is  it  that  Life  lias  sown  her  joys  so  thick, 
We  can't  thrust  in  a  single  care  between  1 
Is  it  that  Life  has  such  a  swarm  of  cares. 
The  thought  of  Death  can't  enter  for  the  throng  1 
Is  it  that  Time  steals  on  with  downy  feet. 
Nor  wakes  Indulgence  from  her  golden  dream  1 
To-day  is  so  like  yesterday,  it  cheats; 
We  take  the  lying  sbter  for  the  same. 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo!  like  a  brook, 
For  ever  changing,  un[)erccivcd  the  change. 
In  the  same  brook  none  ever  bathed  him  twice ; 
To  the  same  life  none  ever  twice  awoke. 
We  call  the  brook  the  same;  the  same  we  think 
Our  life,  though  still  more  rapid  in  its  flow. 
Nor  mark  tlic  much  irrevocably  lapsed. 
And  mingled  with  the  sea.    Or  shall  we  say 
(Retaining  still  the  brook  to  liear  us  on) 
That  life  is  like  a  vessel  on  the  stream? 
In  life  embarked,  we  smoothly  down  the  tide 
Of  time  descend,  but  not  on  time  intent ; 
Amused,  unconscious  of  the  gliding  wave. 
Till  on  a  sudden  we  perceive  a  sliock ; 
Wo  start,  awake,  look  out:  what  see  we  there  ?« 
Our  brittle  bark  is  burst  on  Charon's  shore. 

Is  this  tlic  cause  Death  flies  all  human  thought^ 
Or  is  it  Judgment  by  the  Will  struck  blind, 
That  domineering  mistress  of  tho  soul! 
Like  him  so  strong,  by  Dalilah  the  fair  7 
Or  is  it  Fear  turns  startled  Reason  back. 
From  looking  down  a  precipice  so  steep  ? — 
'Tis  dreadful;  and  tho  dread  is  wisely  placed 
By  Nature,  conscious  of  the  make  of  man. 
A  dreadful  friend  it  is,  a  terror  kind, 
A  flaming  sword  to  guard  the  tree  of  Life. 
By  that  unawed,  in  life's  most  smiling  hour 
The  good  man  would  repine :  would  suflTer  joys 
And  burn  impatient  for  his  promised  skies, 
The  bad,  on  each  punctilious  pique  of  pride. 
Or  gloom  of  humour,  would  give  Rage  the  rein, 
Bound  o'er  the  barrier,  rush  into  the  liark. 
And  mar  the  scenes  of  Providence  below. 

What  groan  was  that,  Lorenzo  1 — Furie*  I  ris*, 
And  drown  in  your  less  execrabl9  yell, 
Britannia's  shame.    There  took  her  gloomy  flight, 
On  wing  impetuous,  a  black  sullen  soul. 
Blasted  from  hell,  with  horrid  lust  of  deaih. 
Thy  friend,  tho  brave,  the  gallant  Altamont, 
So  called,  so  tliought — and  then  he  fled  the  field ; 
Less  base  the  fear  of  death  than  fear  of  life. 
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O  Britain !  infainoiu  for  suiride ! 
An  island,  in  thy  Dianncn«:  fur  Jisjninod 
From  the  whole  world  of  rational  licMidcs  I 
In  ajiiUvnt  waves  [dunire  thy  pollutiHl  head, 
Wash  the  dire  i»tain,  iior  shock  the  continent. 

But  thou  lie  shucked,  while  I  detect  the  cause 
Of  Mrlf-ussault,  expose*  the  n:oni>t(T*s  hirth, 
And  hid  ahhorrencc  hiss  it  round  the  world. 
Blaiuc  not  thy  clhiie,  nor  chide  the  distant  sun; 
The  sun  is  innocent,  thy  cUine  abisolvcd. 
Injiioral  culm's  kind  Nature  nexcr  ni;ulc. 
The  cause  I  hing,  in  Hden  nii^Iit  |)revuil, 
And  proves  it  is  thy  fully,  not  thy  fate. 

The  boul  of  man,  (let  niun  in  homage  lx)W, 
Who  names  his  soul)  a  native  of  the  Kkies! 
High-lwrn  and  free,  her  freedom  should  maintain, 
Unsold,  unmor1ga(ve4l  for  earth's  Ihtle  brilics. 
The  illustrious  Htrunrrrr,  in  tlii^  forti^rn  land, 
Like  stranf;ers,  jealous  of  her  dignity. 
Studious  of  home,  and  anient  to  return. 
Of  earth  suspiciouM,  eartii's  enchanted  cup 
With  cool  reserve  li;;ht  tttuchiiiir,  should  indulge 
On  immortality,  hrr  godlike  taste  -, 
There  take  largo  draughts;  make  her  chief  ban- 
quet there. 

But  some  nject  this  sustenance  tlivine, 
To  beggarly  vile  apiM'tites  descend, 
Ask  alms  of  earth,  for  guests  that  came  from 

Heaven ! 
Sink  into  slavini,  and  sell,  for  pn^sent  hire. 
Their  rich  reversion,  and  (what  shares  its  fate) 
Their  native  freedom,  to  the  prince  who  sways 
This  nether  world:  and  when  his  payments  fail, 
When  his  foul  basket  gorges  them  no  more, 
Or  their  palled  palates  loath  the  basket  full, 
Arc  instantly,  with  wild  demoniac  rage. 
For  breaking  all  the  ciiainsof  Providence, 
And  bursting  their  con Hnement,  though  fast  barred 
By  laws  divine  and  human,  guanled  strong 
With  horrors  doubled  to  defend  the  pass. 
The  blackest  Natun*  or  dire  guilt  can  raise, 
And  moated  round  with  fathomless  destruction. 
Sure  to  receive  and  whelm  them  in  their  fall. 

Such,  Britons !  is  the  cause,  to  you  unknown. 
Or,  worse,  o'erlooktnl ;  o'erlooked  by  magistrates. 
Thus  criminals  themselves!  I  grant  the  di*cd 
la  madness;  but  the  madness  of  the  heart. 
And  what  is  thatl  our  utmost  bound  of  guilt. 
A  sensual  unreflecting  life  is  big 
With  monstrous  births,  and  Suicide,  to  crown 
The  black  infernal  brood.     The  bold  to  break 
Heaven  s  law  supreme,  and  desi)erately  rush 
Through  sarrcd. Nature's  murder,  on  their  own, 
Because  they  never  think  of  death,  they  die. 
*Ti-  equally  man's' duty,  glory,  gain, 
At  nice  to  shun,  and  meditate  his  end. 
When  by  the  IknI  uf  languishment  wc  sit, 
JTlic  sent  of  Wisilorii!  if  our  choice,  not  fate) 
Oi  o'er  our  dyiiig  friends  in  anguish  hon^ 


Wi|it*  the  cold  dew,  or  stay  the  rinking  bead; 

NumUr  their  moments,  and  in  every  clock 

Start  at  the  voice  of  an  eternity; 

See  the  dim  lamp  of  life  just  fcehly  lift 

An  agonizing  Warn,  at  us  to  gaze, 

Then  cink  again,  and  quiver  into  death, 

That  mo»t  pathetic  herald  of  our  own; 

Plow  read  we  such  sad  scenes?    As  sent  to 

In  |KTfect  vengeance?  no;  in  pity  sent, 

I'o  melt  him  down,  like  wax,  and  then  impiai^ 

Indelible,  Death's  image  on  his  heart, 

liliifling  for  others,  trenililing  for  himaelC 

We  WiihI,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  pmile, 

The  miiitl  turns  ftN>l  liefore  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Our  qnii-k-n^turning  folly  cancels  all, 

As  tlie  tide  rurthin:;  rail's  what  is  writ 

In  vielding  sands,  and  smoi^hes  the  lettered  shorn 

Lorenzo!  hast  thou  ever  weighci]  a  sighl 
Or  studied  the  philosophy  of  tears] 
(A  tkMence  yet  unkrturetl  in  our  schools!) 
Ilasl  tliou  descended  deep  into  the  breast, 
And  seen  their  source?  if  not,  descend  with  mt 
And  trace  these  briny  rivulets  to  tlieir  epringa. 

Our  funeral  tears  from  dilTerent  causes  rise: 
As  if  from  separate  cist4^rns  in  the  soul, 
Of  various  kinds  they  flow.     From  tender  hrait. 
]jy  soft  contagion  caIktl,8omc  burst  at  onc«, 
And  stream  obsequious  to  tlie  leading  eye: 
Some  ask  more  time,  by  curious  art  distilled. 
Some  hearts,  in  se<*n*t  hard,  una[it  to  nidt, 
Struck  by  the  nuigic  of  the  public  eye, 
Like  Moses'  smitten  rock,  gush  out  amain: 
Some  weep  to  share  the  fame  of  the  deceased, 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  so  dear: 
They  dwell  on  praises  which  they  think  they  shan^ 
And  thus,  without  a  blush,  commend  theinselvcib 
Some  mourn,  in  proof  that  something  tliey  could 

love ; 
They  weep  not  to  relieve  their  grief,  but  show. 
Some  weep  in  i)erfiHrt  justice  to  the  dead, 
As  conscious  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 
Si)me  mischievously  weep,  not  unapprised 
Tears  sometimes  aid  the  conquest  of  an  eye. 
With  what  adiln^ss  tlie  sod  Ephesians  draw 
Their  sable  network  o'er  entangled  hearts? 
As  seen  through  crystal,  how  their  roses  glow, 
While   liquid   pearl   runs  trickling  down   thdr 

cheek  1 
Of  her's  not  prouder  Egypt's  wanton  qik^n, 
Canmsing  gems,  herself  dissolvetl  in  love. 
Some  weep  at  death,  abstracted  from  the  dead, 
And  celebrate,  like  Charles,  their  own  decease. 
By  kind  construction  some  are  fleemed  to  wecp^ 
Because  a  decent  veil  conceals  their  joy. 
Some  weep  in  earnest,  and  yet  weep  in  vain, 
As  deep  in  indiscretion  as  in  wo. 
Passion,  blind  paseion!  impotently  pours 
Tears  that  deserve  more  tears;    while 
sleeps, 


// 


THE  COMPLAINT. 


Or  gazes,  like  an  idiot,  unconcerned, 
Nor  oooiprchends  the  nicaninir  of  the  Btorm; 
Knows  not  it  sjicakfl  to  hor,  and  her  alone. 
Irrationals  all  sorrows  are  beneath, 
That  noble  gift !  that  ])rivilego  of  man ! 
From  sorrow's  pang,  the  Inrth  of  endless  joy: 
But  these  arc  Imrrcn  of  that  birth  divine ; 
They  weep  impetuous  as  the  suinmrr-storm, 
And  full  as  stiorl  *  the  cruel  grief  soon  tam'd, 
They  make  a  pastime  of  .he  stingless  tnle; 
Far  as  the  deep-resounding  knell  they  spread 
The  dRMulfuI  news,  and  liartHy  feel  it  more: 
No  grain  of  wisdom  pays  them  for  their  wo. 
Half-round  the  globe  the  tears  pumped  up  by 
death 
Are  spent  in  watering  vanities  of  life; 
In  making  folly  flouriHh  still  more  fair. 
When  the  sick  soul,  her  wonted  Htay  withdrawn, 
Reclines  on  earth  and  sorrows  in  the  dust ; 
Instead  of  learning  there  her  true  supiK>rt, 
(TfarKJgh  there  tlirown  down  her  true  support  to 

learn,) 
Without  lieavcn^s  aid,  impatient  to  lie  blest. 
She  crawls  to  the  next  shrub  or  bramble  vile. 
Though  from  the  stately  cedar's  arms  she  fill; 
With  stale  fort?aworn  embraces  clings  anew, 
The  stranger  weds,  and  blosisoms  as  before, 
f  In  all  the  Iruitlcss  fopperies  of  life, 
Pments  her  weed,  well-fancied  at  the  hall. 
And  raffles  for  the  death's-head  on  the  rin;;. 

So  wept  AuTolia,  till  the  destined  youth 
Slept  in  with  Ids  Tccei]>t  for  making  smiles, 
And  hlanchinff  sables  into  bridal  bloom. 
So  wept  Lorenzo  fair  Clarissa's  fate. 
Who  gave  that  angel-boy  on  whom  ho  dotes. 
And  died  to  give  him,  orphaned  in  his  birth ! 
Not  such,  Narcissa !  my  distress  for  thee. 
Ill  make  an  altar  of  thy  sacred  tomb, 
To  SACxifice  to  Wisdom. — What  wast  thou  1 
'  Young,  gay,  and  fortunate!'  Each  yields  a  theme: 
111  dwell  on  each,  to  shun  thought  more  severe ; 
(Heaven  knows  I  labour  with  severer  still  1) 
111  dwell  on  each,  and  quite  exhaust  thy  death. 
A  soul  without  reflection,  like  a  pile 
Without  inhabitant,  to  ruin  runs. 
And,  fiist,  thy  youth:  what  says  it  to  gray 
haini 
Naxciasa !  I'm  become  thy  pupil  now. 
Early,  bright,  transient,  chaste,  as  morning  dew. 
She  sparkled,  was  exhaled,  and  went  to  Heaven  ! 
Time  on  this  head  has  snowed,  yet  still  'tis  borne 
Aloft,  nor  thinks  but  on  another's  grave. 
Covered  with  shame  I  speak  it,  age  sevcro 
Old  worn-out  vice  sets  down  for  virtue  fair; 
With  graceless  gravity  chastising  youth, 
That  youth  chastised  surpassing  in  a  fault, 
Father  of  ail,  fbrgetfulness  of  death ! 
As  if,  like  objects  pressing  on  the  sight, 
Ueilh  had  advanced  too  near  us  to  be  seen ; 


Or  that  hfe's  loan  Time  ripenwl  into  right, 
And  men  might  plead  pn^scription  from  the  grave; 
Deathless,  from  repetition  of  reprieve. 
Deathless  ]  far  from  it !  such  are  dead  already ; 
Their  hearts  arc  burieil,  and  the  world  their  grave. 

Tell  me,  some  god !  my  guardian  angel !  tell 
What  thus  infatuates  1  wha\  enchantment  plants 
The  phantom  of  an  age  'twixtus  and  Death, 
Already  at  the  door  1  He  knocks ;  we  hear  him, 
And  yet  we  will  not  hear.     What  mail  defends 
Our  untouches]  hearts  1  what  miracle  turns  off 
The  pointed  thought,  which  from  a  tliousaud 

quivers 
Is  daily  darted,  and  Ls  daily  shunned? 
We  stand,  as  in  a  battle,  t?irongs  on  throngs 
Around  us  falling,  wounded  oil  ourselves. 
Though  blt>eding  with  our  wounds,  immortal  still) 
We  see  Time's  furrows  on  another's  'orow. 
And  Death  intrenched,  preparing  his  assault  j 
IIow  few  thems(>Ives  in  that  just  mirror  see ! 
Or,  sei'ing,  draw  their  inference  as  strong ! 
There  death  is  errtain ;  doubtful  here :  he  must, 
And  «M)n:  we  may,  within  an  age,  expire. 
Though  gray  our  heads,  our  thoughts  and  aims  are 

green : 
Like  damaged  elixks,  wIios«.»  hand  and  bell  dissent, 
Fully  sings  six,  while  Nature  points  at  twelve. 

Al)surd  longevity!  more,  more,  it  cries: 
More  life,  more  wealth,  more  trash  of  every  kind. 
And  vvhen'fore  mad  for  more,  when  relish  fails? 
Object  and  a[»iK*tite  nuist  club  for  joy: 
Shall  Follv  labour  hard  to  mend  the  lx)w, 
Bawbles,  I  mean,  that  strike  us  from  without. 
While  Nature  is  relaxing  every  string! 
Ask  Thought  for  joy;  grow  rich,  and  hoanl  within, 
Tliink  you  the  sonl,  when  this  life's  rattles  ceasfl^ 
Has  nothing;  of  more  manly  to  succeed  1 
Contract  the  taste  innnortal ;  learn  even  now 
To  relish  what  alone  sul>sist4  hereafter. 
Divine,  or  none,  henceforth,  your  joys  for  ever; 
Of  age,  the  glorj'  is  to  wish  to  die: 
That  wish  is  praise  and  promise ;  it  applauds 
Past  life,  and  promises  our  future  bliss. 
What  weakness  see  not  children  in  their  sires . 
Grand  elimaeterical  alwunlities ! 
Grav-hair'd  authority,  to  faults  of  youth 
How  shocking !  it  makes  folly  thrice  a  fool ; 
And  our  first  chiMhootl  might  our  last  despise 
Peace  and  esteem  is  ad  that  age  can  hope: 
Nothing  but  wbwloiu  gives  tlie  first ;  the  lant 
Nothing  but  the  repute  of  being  wise. 
Folly  bars  lioth :  our  age  is  quite  undone. 

What  folly  can  lie  ranker?  like  our  shadows, 
Our  wishes  lenjithen  as  our  sun  declines. 
No  wish  shouUl  loiter,  then,  this  side  the  grave. 
Our  hearts  should  leave  the  world  l)efore  tnc  knell 
Calls  for  our  carcasses  to  mend  the  soil. 
Enough  to  live  in  tempest— <lie  in  port : 
Age  should  fly  concourse,  cover  in  retreat 
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Defects  of  judgment,  and  the  will  subdue : 
Walk  thoufTQtfuI  on  the  silont  Bolcmu  shore 
Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon, 
And  put  good  works  on  board,  and  wait  the  wind 
That  shortly  blows  us  into  worlds  unknown : 
If  unconsidered,  too,  a  dreadful  scene ! 

All  should  bo  prophets  to  themselves — forcsco 
Their  future  fate — their  future  fate  foretaste : 
This  art  would  waste  the  bitterness  of  death. 
The  thounht  of  death  alone  the  fear  destroys: 
A  disalTi'ction  to  that  precious  thought 
Ts  more  thnn  midnight  darkness  on  tlie  soul, 
Wliich  sleeps  beneath  it  on  a  pn^ci;)ice, 
PuflTe*!  off  bv  the  first  blast,  antl  lost  for  ever. 

Dost  ask,  Lorenzo,  why  so  warmly  prest, 
By  Te|x^tition  hnmmercd  on  thitie  ear, 
The  thoucrht  of  Deaths  that  thought  is  the  ma. 

chine. 
The  grand  machine,  that  heaves  us  from  the  dust, 
And  rears  us  into  men.  The  thought,  ply\l  home. 
Will  soon  reduce  the  gbnstly  precipice 
O'erhanging  hell,  will  soften  the  descent, 
And  gently  slope  our  passage  to  the  grave. 
How  warmly  to  Ik;  wish'd ;  what  heart  of  flesh 
Would  trifle  with  tremendtuisl  dare  extremes'? 
Vawn  over  the  fate  of  infinite  1  what  hand, 
Beyon<l  the  blackest  brand  of  censure  lx)ld, 
(To  sjx'ak  a  language  too  well  known  to  thee) 
Would  nt  a  moment  give  its  all  to  Gjftince, 
And  stamp  the  dye  for  an  Eternity. 

Aid  me,  NarcLssa ;  aid  me  to  keep  pace 
With  Destiny,  and,  ere  her  scissars  cut 
Mv  thread  of  life,  to  break  this  toiijTber  thread 
Of  moral  death  that  ties  me  to  the  world. 
Btiim  thou  my  slumlwrini;  Reason,  to  send  forth 
A  tlmuuht  of  olwjervation  on  the  foe ; 
To  sally  and  survey  the  rapid  march 
Of  his  ten  thousand  m»^sengers  to  man. 
Who,  Jehu-like,  l>ehind  him  turns  them  all. 
All  accident  apart,  by  Nature  sign'd. 
My  warrant  U  gone  out,  though  dormant  yet; 
Perhaiw  l»ehind  one  moment  lurks  my  fate. 
Must  I  tnei.  forward  only  look  for  Death  1 — 
Backward  I  turn  mine  eye,  and  find  him  there. 
Man  is  a  self  sur\ivor  every  year. 
Man,  like  a  stream,  is  in  perpetual  flow. 
Death's  a  destroyer  of  quotidian  prey: 
My  youth,  my  noon-tide  his — my  yesterday: 
The  bold  invader  shares  the  present  hour : 
Each  moment  on  the  former  shuts  the  grave. 
While  man  is  growing,  life  is  in  decrease, 
And  cradles  rock  us  nearer  to  the  tomb. 
Our  birth  is  nothing  but  our  death  begun, 
As  tapers  wa«!tc  that  instant  they  take  fire. 

Shall  we  then  fear  lest  that  should  come  to  pass, 
Which  comes  to  pass  each  moment  of  our  lives'? 
If  fear  we  must,  let  that  Death  turn  us  pale 
Which  murders  strength  and  ardour;  what  re- 
mains 


Should  rather  coll  on  Death  than  dread  his  calL 
Ye  partners  of  my  fault,  and  my  decline, 
Thoughtless  of  death  but  when  your  neighbour'i 

knell, 
(Rude  \-isitant)  knocks  hard  at  your  dull  sense, 
And  with  its  thunder  scarce  obtains  your  ear. 
Be  death  your  theme,  in  every  place  and  hour  j 
Nor  longer  want,  yc  monumental  sires, 
A  brother-tomb  to  tell  you — ^\'ou  shall  die. 
That  death  )*ou  dread,  (so  great  is  Nature's  skill  j) 
Know  you  shall  court,  before  you  shall  enjoy. 

But  you  are  learned:  in  volumes  deep  you  sit, 
In  wisdom  shallow.     Pompous  ignorance ! 
Would  you  lx»  still  more  learned  than  thclcarned? 
Learn  well  to  know  how  nnich  need  not  he  knovm, 
And  what  that  knowledge  which  impairs  yo«ir 

sen*je. 
Our  needful  knowledge,  like  our  needful  food, 
TTiihed«:;M,  lies  open  in  Life's  common  field, 
And  bids  all  wolrome  to  the  vital  feast. 
You  scorn  what  lies  Ix^fore  you  in  the  page 
Of  Nature  and  ExiHrience,  moral  truth  ; 
Of  indUpensable  eternal  fruit ; 
Fruit  on  whicli  mortals  feeding,  turn  to  gods, 
And  dive  in  science  for  distinguish'd  names, 
Dishonest  fomentation  of  your  pride, 
Sinkinrj  in  virtue  as  vou  rise  in  fame. 
Your  learning,  like  the  lunar  lieam,  afllbrdd 
liight,  but  not  heat;  it  leaves  you  undcvout, 
Frozen  at  heart  while  speculation  shines. 
Awake,  ye  curious  Indagators!  fond 
Of  knowing  all  but  what  avails  you,  known. 
If  you  would  learn  Death's  character,  attend. 
All  casts  of  cx)nduct,  all  degrees  of  health. 
All  dves  of  ft)rtune,  and  all  dates  of  offe, 

•  '  Of 

Together  shook  in  his  impartial  urn, 
Come  forth  at  random:  or,  if  choice  is  made, 
The  choice  is  quite  sarcastic,  and  insults 
All  bold  conjecture  and  fond  hopes  of  man. 
What  countless  multitudes  not  only  leave, 
But  deeply  disap()oint  us,  by  their  deaths ! 
Though  great  our  sorrow,  greater  our  surprise. 

Like  other  tyrants,  Death  delights  to  smite 
What,  smitten,  most  proclaims  the  pride  of  po^ti 
And  arbitrary  nod.     His  joy  supreme, 
To  bid  the  wretch  sun'ive  the  fortunate; 
The  feeble  wrap  the  athletic  in  his  shroud ; 
And  weeping  fathers  build  their  children's  tomb: 
Me  thine,  Narcissa! — What,  though  short  thy 

datel 
Virtue,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 
That  life  is  long  which  answers  life's  great  end. 
The  time  that  l)ears  no  fruit  deserves  no  name. 
The  man  of  wisdom  is  the  man  of  years, 
hi  hoary  youth  Methusalems  may  die ; 
O  how  misdated  on  their  flattering  tombs ; 

Narcissa's  youth  has  lectured  me  thus  fax , 
And  can  her  gaiety  give  counsel  too'' 
That  like  the  Jews'  famed  oracle  ot  gems 
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Sparkles  inBtniction ;  such  as  throws  new  light, 
And  opens  more  the  character  of  Death, 
111  known  to  thee,  Lorenzo !  this  thy  vaunt ! — 
'Give  death  his  due,  the  wretched  and  the  old; 
Et^  let  him  sweep  his  ruhhish  to  the  grave; 
Let  him  not  violate  kind  nature's  law?, 
But  own  man  bom  to  live  as  well  as  die,' — 
Wretched  and  old  thou  giv'st  him ;  young  and  gay 
He  takes;  and  plunder  is  a  tyrant's  joy. 
What  if  I  prove, '  the  farthest  from  the  fear 
Are  often  nearest  to  the  stroke  of  fate  V 

All,  more  than  common,  menaces  an  end. 
A  blaze  betokens  brevity  of  life : 
As  if  bright  embers  should  emit  a  flame, 
Glad  spirits  sparkled  from  Narcissa's  eye, 
And  made  Youth  younger,  and  taught  life  to  live. 
As  natures  opposites  wage  endless  war. 
For  this  oficncc,  as  treason  to  the  deep 
Inviolable  stupor  of  his  reign, 
Where  lust  and  turbulent  ambition  sleep. 
Death  took  swift  vengeance.    As  he  life  detests. 
More  life  is  still  more  odious;  and,  reduced 
Bj  conquest,  aggrandizes  more  his  \)ovfCT. 
But  wherefore  aggrandized? — By  Heaven's  decree 
To  plant  the  soul  on  her  eternal  guard, 
In  awful  expectation  of  our  end. 
Thus  runs  Death's  dread  commission ;  '  Strike, 

but  so 
Ab  most  alarms  the  living  b}'  the  dead.' 
Hence  stratagem  delights  him,  and  surprise, 
And  cruel  sport  with  man's  securities. 
Not  simple  conquest,  triumph  is  liis  aim ; 
And  where  least  feared,  tlicrc  conquest  triumphs 

most. 
This  proves  my  bold  assertion  not  too  bold. 

What  are  his  arts  to  lay  our  fears  asleep? 
Tiberian  arts  his  purposes  wrap  up 
In  deep  Dissimulations  darkest  night. 
Like  princes  unconfess'd  in  foreign  courts, 
Who  travel  under  cover,  Death  assumes 
The  name  and  look  of  Life,  and  dwells  among  us : 
He  takes  all  shapes  that  ser\'e  his  black  designs: 
Though  master  of  a  wider  empire  far 
Than  that  o'er  which  the  Roman  eagle  flew. 
Like  Nero,  he's  a  fiddler,  charioteer : 
Or  drives  his  phaSton  in  female  guise ; 
daite  ansuspected,  till,  the  wheel  beneath. 
His  disarray'd  oblation  he  devours. 

"ELe  most  affects  the  forms  least  like  himself| 
His  slender  self:  hence  burly  corpulence 
Sm  his  familiar  wear,  and  sleek  disguise. 
Behind  the  rosy  bloom  he  loves  to  lurk. 
Or  ambush  in  a  smile ;  or,  wanton,  dive 
In  dimples  deep;  Lore's  eddies,  wliich  draw  in     '• 
Vnwmrj  hearts,  and  sink  them  in  despair. 
Such  cm  Narcissa's  couch  he  loitered  long 
Unknown,  and  when  detected,  still  was  seen  i 

To  »mXUi :  such  peace  has  Innocence  in  death ! 
JJif^.  happy  they,  whom  least  his  arts  dnmivc ! 
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One  eye  on  death,  and  one  full  fixed  on  heaven, 
Becomes  a  mortal  and  immortal  man. 
Long  on  his  wiles  a  piqued  and  jealous  spy, 
I've  seen,  or  dreamed  I  saw,  the  tyrant  dress, 
Lay  by  his  horrors,  and  put  on  his  smiles. 
Say,  Muse !  for  thou  rcmember'st,  call  it  back 
And  show  Lorenzo  the  surprising  scene ; 
If  'twas  a  dream,  his  genius  can  explain . 

'Twas  in  a  circle  of  the  gay  I  stood : 
Death  would  have  entered ;  Nature  pushed  hinoi 

back: 
Supported  by  a  doctor  of  renown, 
His  pdnt  he  gained ;  then  artfully  dismissed 
The  sage ;  for  Death  designed  to  be  concealed : 
He  gave  an  old  vivacious  usurer 
His  meagre  aspect,  and  his  naked  bones. 
In  gratitude  for  plumping  up  his  prey, 
A  pampered  spendthrift,  whose  fantastic  air, 
Well-fashioned  figure,  and  cockaded  brow. 
He  took  in  change,  and  underneath  the  prido 
Of  costly  linen  tucked  his  filthy  shroud. 
His  crooked  bow  he  straightened  to  a  cane. 
And  hid  his  deadly  shafts  in  Myra's  eye. 

The  dreadful  masquerader,  thus  equipped, 
Out-sallies  on  adventures.    Ask  you  where  ? 
Where  is  he  not?  For  his  peculiar  haunts 
Let  this  suffice ;  sure  as  night  follows  day. 
Death   treads  in    Pleasure's  footsteps  round  the 

world 
When  Pleasure  treads  the  paths  which  Reason 

shuns. 
When  against  Reason,  Riot  shuts  the  door, 
And  gaiety  supplies  the  place  of  sense. 
Then  foremost  at  the  banquet  and  the  ball. 
Death  leads  the  dance,  or  stamps  the  deadly  dye, 
Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carousing  to  hb  gay  compeers 
Inly  he  laughs  to  see  them  laugh  at  him. 
As  absent  far;  and  when  the  revel  bums. 
When  Fear  is  banished,  and  triumphant  Thoughl 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon. 
Against  him  turns  the  key,  and  bids  him  sup 
With  their  progenitors — he  drops  his  mask. 
Frowns  out  at  full :  they  start,  despair,  expire. 

Scarce  with  more  sudden  terror  and  surprise, 
From  his  black  mnsk  of  nitre,  touched  by  fire. 
He  bursts,  expands,  roars,  blazes,  and  devours. 
And  is  not  this  triumphant  treachery, 
And  more  than  simple  conquest  in  the  fiend  ? 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  dost  thou  wrap  thy  soul 
In  soft  security,  l)ccausc  unknown 
"Which  moment  is  commissioned  to  destroy? 
In  death's  uncertainty  thy  danger  lies. 
Is  death  uncertain  ?  therefore  thou  be  fixed, 
Fixed  as  a  sentinel,  all  eye,  all  ear, 
All  expectation  of  the  commg  foe. 
Rouse,  stand  m  arms,  nor  lean  against  thy  spear 
Lest  slumber  steal  one  moment  o'er  thv  soul« 
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And   Fate  sarprise   thcc  nodding.    \Vutch,  be 

Btrong, 
Thuii  give  each  day  the  merit  and  renown 
Of  dying  well,  though  doomed  but  once  to  die  j 
Nor  let  life's  period,  hidden,  (as  from  most) 
1  lide,  too,  from  thee  the  precious  use  of  life. 
Sarly,  not  sudden,  was  Narcissu's  fate ; 
Soon,  not  surprising,  Death  his  vidit  paid  : 
Iler  thought  went  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way, 
Nor  Gai(  ty  forgot  it  was  to  die. 
Though  Fortune,  too,  (our  third  and  final  theme,) 
As  an  accomplice,  played  her  gaudy  plumes, 
And  c\ery  glittering  gewgaw,  on  her  sight, 
To  dazzle  and  debauch  it  from  its  mark. 
Death's  dreadful  advent  is  the  mark  of  man^ 
And  every  thought  that  misses  it  is  blind. 
Fortune  with  Youth  and  Gaiety  conspind 
To  weave  a  triple  wreath  of  hnppiness, 
(If  happiness  on  earth)  to  crown  her  brow: 
And  couM  Death  charge  through  such  a  shining 
shield  1 

That  shining  shield  invites  the  tyrant^s  b\)Cslt. 
As  if  to  damp  our  elevated  aims, 
And  strongly  preach  humility  to  man. 
O  how  portentous  is  prosperity ! 
How,  comet-like,  it  threatens  while  it  shines  I 
Few  years  but  yield  us  proof  of  Death's  ambition, 
To  cull  his  victims  from  the  fairest  fold, 
And  sheathe  liis  shafts  in  all  the  pride  of  life. 
When  flooded  with  abundance,  ]>uri)Ied  o'er 
With  recent  honours,  bloomed  with  every  bliss. 
Set  up  in  ostentation,  made  the  gaze. 
The  gaudy  centre  of  the  public  eye ; 
Wlu-n  Fortune,  thus,  has  tossed  her  child  in  air 
Snatched  from  the  covert  of  an  humble  state. 
How  often  have  I  seen  him  dropt  at  once, 
Our  morning's  envy  !  and  our  evening's  sigh! 
As  if  her  l>ounties  were  the  signal  given, 
The  flowery  wreath,  to  mark  the  sacrifice, 
And  call  Death's  arrows  on  the  destined  prey. 

High  Fortune  seems  in  cruel  league  with  Fate. 
Ask  you  for  what  1  to  give  his  war  on  man 
I'he  deeper  dread,  and  more  illustrious  sixjil ; 
Thus  to  keep  daring  mortals  more  in  awe. 
And  burns  Lorenzo  still  fur  the  sublime 
Of  life  1  to  hang  hb  airy  nest  on  high. 
On  the  slight  timber  of  the  topmost  bough, 
flocked  at  each  bR>cze,  and  menacing  a  fall  ? 
Granting  grim  Di*ath  at  equal  distance  there, 
Yet  peace  begins  just  where  ambition  ends. 
What  makes  man  wretched  1  happiness  deiued  1 
Lorenzo !  no ;  'tis  happiness  disdained ! 
She  comes  too  meanly  dressed  to  win  our  smile, 
And  calls  herself  Content,  a  homely  name ! 
Our  flame  is  tran8{)ort,  and  Content  our  scorn ! 
Andiition  turns,  and  shuts  the  door  against  her, 
And  wcdx  a  toil,  a  tem]iest,  in  her  stead ; 
A  tempest  to  Warm  trans[)ort  near  of  kin. 
UiUDuwing  what  our  mortal  state  admits 


j  Life's  modest  joys  we  ruin  while  we  raise, 
And  all  our  ecstasies  arc  wounds  to  peace ; 
Peace,  the  full  portion  of  mankind  belnw. 

And  since  thy  peace  is  dear,  ambitious  youl 
Of  fortune  fond !  as  thoughtless  of  thy  fute  I 
As  late  I  drew  Death's  picture,  to  stir  up 
Thy  wholesome  fears ;  now,  drawn  in  contrast 
Gay  Fortune's,  thy  vain  hopes  to  n*primaxid. 
See,  high  in  uir  the  sportive  goddess  hangs, 
Unlocks  her  casket,  spreads  her  glittering  wau 
And  calls  the  giddy  winds  to  puff  abroaid 
Her  random  bounties  o'er  the  gaping  throng. 
All  rusli  rapacious ;  friends  o'er  trodden  frien 
Sous  o'er  their  fathers,  subjinrts  o'er  tljeir  kinj 
Prirs*^  o'er  tlieir  gods,  and  lovers  o'er  the  fair 
(Still  more  adored)  to  snatch  the  golden  slioin 

Gold  glitters  most  where  virtue  shines  no  m 
As  stars  from  absent  suns  have  leave  to  shine 
O  what  a  precious  pack  of  votaries. 
Unkennelled  from  the  prisons  and  the  stews, 
Pour  in,  all  o^tening  in  their  idol's  praise! 
All,  ardent,  eye  each  wafture  of  her  hand, 
And,  wide-ex iuiiidiiig  their  voracious  jaws, 
Morsi'l  on  morsel  swallow  down  imchcwcd, 
Untasted,  through  mad  ap(HUito  for  more 
Gorged  to  tlie  throat,  yet  lean  and  ravenous  st 
Sagacious  all  to  trape  the  smallest  game, 
And  bold  to  seiz«;  the  greatest.     If  (blest  chan 
Court-zephjTs  sweetly  breathe ;  they  launch,  1 

O'er  just,  o'er  sacred,  all-forbidden  ground, 
Drunk  with  the  burning  scent  of  place  or  pon 
Staunch  to  tlie  foot  of  Lucre — till  they  die. 

Or,  if  for  men  you  take  them,  as  I  mark 
Thiir  manners,  tiiou  their  various  fates  sur\'e^ 
With  aim  mismcasured  and  imjK'tuous  speed, 
Some,  darting,  strike  their  ardent  wish  far  oiT, 
Through  fury  to  possi^ss  it:  some  succeed, 
But  8tun)Me,  and  let  fall  the  taken  prize. 
From  some,  by  sudden  blasts,  'tis  whirled  awa 
And  lodged  in  liosoms  that  ne'er  dreamed  of  g 
To  some  it  sticks  so  close,  that,  when  torn  ofl!^ 
Torn  is  tiie  man,  and  mortal  is  the  wound. 
Some,  o'er-cnumoured  of  their  bags,  run  mad; 
Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread 
Together  some  (unhappy  rivals !)  seize. 
And  rend  abundance  mto  poverty ; 
I^oud  croaks  the  raven  of  the  law,  and  smiles 
Smiles,  too,  the  goddess ;  but  smiles  most  at  tl 
(Just  victims  of  exorbitant  desire !) 
Wlio  perish  at  their  own  request,  and,  whckni 
Beneath  her  load  of  lavish  grants,  expire. 
Fortune  is  famous  for  her  numbers  slain ; 
The  numlwr  small  wluch  happiness  can  licar« 
Though  various  for  awhile  their  fates,  at  lost 
One  curse  involves  them  all :  at  Death's  apprc 
All  read  their  riches  backward  into  loss, 
And  mourn  in  just  proportion  to  their  store. 

And  Death's  approach  (if  orthodox  %^  mn 
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In  hastciici!  by  the  lure  of  Fortune's  smiles. 
And  art  thou  still  a  glutton  of  brif;ht  irold  7 
And  art  thou  still  rapacious  of  thy  ruin  ? 
Death  loves  a  shinini;  mark,  a  signal  blow; 
A  blow  which,  whil(>  it  executes,  alarms, 
And  startleji  thousands  with  a  signal  fall. 
As  when  sonic  stately  growth  of  oak,  or  pine, 
Which  notls  aloft  and  proudly  spreads  her  shade, 
The  sun*s  defiance,  and  the  flock's  defence, 
Bv  the  strong  strokes  of  lalwuring  hinds  subdued, 
Loud  groans  her  last;  and,  rushing  from  her  height, 
In  cumbrous  ruin  thunders  to  the  ground ; 
The  conscious  forest  trembles  at  the  shock, 
And  hill,  and  stream,  and  distnnt  dale,  resound. 

These  liigh-aime<l  dartsof  Denlh,  a  nd  tliese  alone, 
Should  I  collect,  my  quiver  would  Iw  full ; 
A  quiver  which,  susjiendtnl  in  mid  air. 
Or  near  Heaven's  archer,  in  the  zo<linc,  hung, 
(So  could  it  lx»)  should  draw  the  jiublie  eye, 
The  gaze  and  conten^iJation  of  mankind ! 
A  constellation  avjf'i*,  yet  benign. 
To  guide  the  way  through  life's  tcmpcfituous  wave, 
'Sot  suflTer  the»n  to  strike  the  con  in  ion  rock ; 
•  From  ffreater  danjjer  to  ctow  more  secure, 
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And,  wrapt  in  happiness,  forget  their  fiitc.* 

Lysander,  happy  post  tlie  common  lot. 
Was  wameil  of  datiijer,  but  too  gay  to  fear. 
He  wooed  the  fair  Ai^pasia ;  she  was  kind. 
In  Touth,  form,  fortune,  fame,  they  both  were  bless- 

'  ed: 
AD  who  knew,  cuMed ;  yet  in  envy  loved : 
Can  Fancy  form  more  finished  happiness  1 
Fixed  was  tho  nuptial  hour.    Her  stately  dome 
Roae  on  the  sounding  beach.   The  glittering  spires 
Float  in  the  wave,  and  break  against  the  shore ; 
So  break  those  glittering  shadows,  human  joys. 
The  faithless  morning  smiled :  he  takes  his  leave 
To  re^mbrace,  in  ecstacics,  at  eve : 
The  rlbing  storm  forbids :  the  news  arrives ; 
Untold  she  saw^it  in  her  servant's  eye. 
She  fult  it  seen,  (her  heart  was  apt  to  feel) 
And  drowned,  without  the  furious  ocean's  aid, 
In  anfibcating  sorrows  shares  his  tomb. 
Xow  round  the  sumptuous  bridal  monument 
The  guilty  billows  innocently  roar, 
And  the  rough  sailor  passing,  drojw  a  tear. 

A  tear  ? — can  tears  suflSc^.? — but  not  for  me. 

How  Tain  our  ofTorts  !  and  our  arts  how  vain ! 

The  distant  train  of  thought  I  took,  to  shun. 

Has  thrown  me  on  my  fate. — These  died  togetiicr; 

IIapp%'  in  ruin!  undivorcedby  death! 

Or  TieVr  to  meet,  or  ncVr  to  [»art,  is  i^ace. — 

Narci«*a!  Pity  bleeds  at  thougiit  of  tiiee; 

Yet  ihoa  wast  only  near  me,  not  mysf^lf 

Survive  myself? — that  cures  all  other  wo. 

Narrtjwa  lives:  Philander  is- forgot. 

O  the  wjft  commerce ! — O  the  tender  ties. 

Close  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 

Which,  broken,  break  them,  and  drain  off  the  soul 


Of  human  joy,  an<l  make  it  pain  to  live. — 
And  is  it  then  to  live  1  When  such  friends  part, 
'Tis  the  survivor  dies. — My  heart !  no  nxirc. 
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TIIE  INFTOEL  KErLAIMEIX 

In  T^po  Parts. 

CGN'TAIMNQ    THE    VATURK,    PROOF,  AN*D   IMPORT 

AN'CE,  or   IMMORTALITY. 


PART  I. 

WHERE,  AMONO  OTHER  THINGS, 

CLORY  AM)  RICHES  ,\RE  PARTICUI^RLY  CON 

8IDERED. 


To  tlie  Right  ITon.  Henry  rcUiam,  Fin*  Lord  Commiariooer 
iif  Uie  Treasurj",  ami  Chancullur  of  ihc  Exciiequcr. 

PREFACE. 

Few  ages  have  l>een  deeper  in  dispute  alwut  re- 
li«|:ion  thnn  this.  The  dispute  about  religion,  and 
the  jirariice  of  it,  sehlom  go  together.  Tho  short- 
er, therefore,  tiic  dispute,  the  l>etter.  I  think  it 
may  be  reduced  to  this  single  question,  *  Is  man 
immortal,  or  is  he  notl  If  he  is  not;  all  our  dis- 
putes are  mere  amusements,  or  trials  of  skill.  In 
this  ease,  truth,  reason,  religion,  wiiich  give  our 
diseourst^s  such  pomp  and  solemnity,  are  (aswil. 
be  shown.)  mere  empty  sounds,  without  any  mean- 
ing in  tliem:  but  if  man  is  immortal,  it  will  behove 
him  to  Ik*  very  serious  al)Out  eternal  consequences; 
or,  in  other  words,  to  Ik?  truly  religious.  •  And  tliis 
great  fundamental  truth,  unestablished,  or  una- 
wakened  in  the  minds  of  men,  is,  I  concave,  tho 
real  source  and  sup[K>rt  of  all  our  infidelity,  how 
remote  soever  the  ])articular  objections  advanced 
may  seem  to  be  from  it. 

Sensible  appearances  affect  most  men  much 
more  than  abstract  reasonings ;  and  we  daily  sea 
IkmHcs  drop  an)nnd  us,  but  the  soul  is  invisible 
The  jwwer  which  inclination  has  over  the  judg- 
ment, is  greater  than  can  be  well  conceived  by 
those  that  have  not  had  tho  exiK'rience  of  it ;  and 
of  whnt  numlK'rs  is  it  the  snd  interest  that  souls 
should  not  survive  1  The  Heathen  world  confess- 
ed that  they  rather  ho|»ed,  than  firmly  believed, 
immortality  I  an«l  how  many  Heathens  have  we 
still  amongst  us?  The  Sacred  page  assures  us,  that 
*Iife  and  immortalitv  Is  broujrht  to  liirlit  by  the 
Go.'spel:'  but  by  how  many  is  the  Gosjk-I  rejected 
or  overlooked  1  From  these  cx»nsi(lerations,  and 
from  my  being,  aeeidentally,  privy  to  the  senti- 
ments of  some  jKirticular  persons,  1  have  l>een  long 
l)or'<iiaded  that  most,  if  not  all  our  infidels  (what- 
ever name  they  take,  and  whatevpf  scheme  for  ai- 
gument's  sake,  and  to  keep  themselves  in  counti;- 
nance,  they  patronize,)  are  supported  in  their  de- 
plorable error  by  some  doubt  of  their  immo.'talitf 
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At  the  bottom :  and  I  am  tatisficd,  that  men  once 
thoroughly  convinced  of  their  immortality,  are  not 
far  from  bemg  Christiana:  for  it  is  hard  to  con- 
ceive that  a  man,  fully  conscious  eternal  pain  or 
liappiness  will  certainly  be  his  lot,  should  not  ear- 
nestly and  impartially  inquire  after  the  surest 
means  of  escaping  one,  and  securing  the  other : 
and  of  such  an  earnest  and  impartial  inquiry  I 
well  know  the  consequence. 

Here,  therefore,  in  proof  of  this  most  funda- 
mental truth,  some  plain  arguments  are  offered ; 
arguments  derived  from  principles  which  infidels 
admit  in  common  with  believers;  arguments  which 
appear  to  me  altogether  irresistible  *,  and  such  as, 
I  am  satisfied,  will  have  great  weight  with  all  who 
give  themselves  the  small  trouble  of  looking  se- 
riously into  their  own  bosoms,  and  of  observing, 
with  any  tolerable  degree  of  attention,  what  daily 
passes  round  about  them  in  the  world.  If  some 
arguments  shall  here  occur  which  otliers  have  de- 
clined, they  are  submitted,  with  all  deference,  to 
better  judgments,  in  this,  of  all  points,  the  most 
important !  for,  as  to  the  being  of  a  God,  that  is 
no  longer  disputed ;  but  it  is  undisputed  for  this 
reason  only,  viz.  because  where  the  least  pretence 
to  reason  is  admitted,  it  must  for  ever  be  indisput- 
able; and,  of  consequence,  no  man  can  be  betray- 
ed into  a  dispute  of  that  nature  by  vanity,  which 
has  a  principal  share  in  animating  our  modem 
combatants  against  other  artiolcs  of  our  belief. 


She*  (for  1  know  not  yet  hor  name  in  Heaven) 
Not  early,  like  Narcissa,  left  the  scene. 
Nor  sudden,  like  Philander.     What  avail  1 
This  seeming  mitigation  but  inflames ; 
This  fancied  medicine  heightens  the  disease. 
The  longer  known,  the  closer  still  she  grew, 
And  gradual  parting  is  a  gradual  death. 
'Tia  the  grim  tyrant's  engine  which  extorts, 
By  tardy  pressure's  still  increasing  weight. 
From  hardwt  hearts  confession  of  distress. 

O  the  long  dark  approacli,  through  years  of 
pain. 
Death's  gallery!  (might  I  dare  to  call  it  so) 
With  dismal  doubt  and  sable  terror  hung. 
Sick  Hope's  pale  lamp  its  only  glimmering  ray: 
There  Fato  my  melancholy  walk  ordained, 
Forbid  self-love  it.sclf  to  flatter  there. 
How  oil  I  gazed,  prophetically  sad : 
How  ofl  I  saw  her  dead,  while  vet  in  smiles: 
In  smiles  she  sunk  her  grief  to  lessen  mine: 
She  s}X)ke  me  comfort,  and  increased  my  pain. 
Like  powerful  armies  trenching  at  a  town, 
I)y  slow  and  silent,  but  resistless  sap. 
In  his  pale  progress  gently  gjuning  ground, 
Death  urged  his  deadly  siege;  in  spite  of  art, 
01  all  the  balmy  blessings  Nature  lends 
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To  succour  frail  humanity.    Yo  stan! 
(Not  now  first  made  familiar  to  my  nght) 
And  thou,  O  moon!  bear  witness;  many  a  nig 
He  tore  the  pillow  from  beneath  my  Iiead, 
Tied  down  my  sore  attention  to  the  shock, 
By  ceaseless  depredations  on  a  life 
Dearer  :han  that  he  left  me.     Dreadful  post 
Of  observation !  darker  every  hour; 
Less  dread  the  day  that  drove  me  to  the  brink, 
And  pointed  at  eternity  below ; 
When  my  soul  shuddered  at  futurity ; 
When,  on  a  moment's  point,  the  important  diA 
Of  life  and  death  spun  doubtful,  ere  it  fell, 
And  turn'd  up  life;  my  title  to  nwre  wo. 
But  why  more  wo  ?  more  comfort  let  it  be. 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  that  which  wished  to  d^ 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  wretchedness  and  paii^— . 
Nothing  is  dead,  but  what  incumbered,  gal"***« 
Blocked  up  the  pass,  and  barred  from  real  ^^ 
Where  dwells  that  wish  most  ardent  of  tk^ , 
Too  dark  the  sun  to  sec  it;  highest  stars 
Too  low  to  reach  it;  Death,  great  Death  at/oar, 
O'er  stars  and  sun  triumphant,  lands  us  thera 

Nor  dreadful  our  transition,  though  the  011114 
An  artist  at  creating,  self-alarms, 
Rich  in  exjiedients  for  inquietude, 
Is  prone  to  ])aint  it  dreadful.     AVlio  can  tab 
Death's  portniit  true?  the  tyrant  never  sit 
Our  sketch  all  random  strokes,  conjecture  all; 
Close  shuts  the  grave,  nor  tells  one  single  tak. 
Death  and  his  iiiiajrc  risinix  in  the  brain 
Bear  faint  restMuhlance;  never  are  alike: 
Fear  shakes  the  pencil :  Fancy  loves  excess; 
Dark  Ijjnorance  is  lavish  of  her  shades; 
And  these  the  formidable  picture  draw. 

But  grant  the  worst,  'tis  the  past;  new  pi 
j)ects  rise, 
And  drop  a  veil  eternal  o'er  her  tomb. 
Far  other  views  our  contemplation  claim, 
Views  that  o'erpay  the  rigours  of  our  life; 
Views  that  susptMid  our  agonies  in  death. 
Wrapt  in  the  thought  of  immortality, 
Wrapt  in  the  single,  tlie  triumphant  thought: 
Long  life  might  laj)se,  age  unperrrivcil,  c«)meo 
And  find  the  soul  uns&ted  with  her  theme 
Its  nature,  proof,  importance,  fire  my  son'^. 
O  that  my  song  could  emulate  my  soul! 
Like  her  immortal.     No: — the  8*>nl  disdains 
A  mark  so  mean;  far  nobler  ho|»o  inflames; 
If  endless  agra  can  outweigh  an  hotir. 
Let  not  the  laurel,  but  the  palm  inspire. 

Thy  nature  Immortality!  who  knows  1 
And  yet  who  knows  it  not?  it  is  but  life 
In  stronger  thread  of  brighter  colour  spun 
And  spun  forever;  dipt  by  cruel  Fate 
In  Stygian  dye,  how  black,  how  brittle,  herf ; 
How  short  our  correspondence  with  thr  sun! 
And  while  it  lasts,  inglorious :  our  liost  deeds 
How  wanting  in  their  weight :  our  highest  joj 
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Small  cordiftls  to  sunoort  us  in  our  pain, 

And  give  us  strength  to  suflTer.    But  how  great 

Tu  minglo  interests,  convcrec,  amities, 

With  all  the  sons  of  Reason,  scattered  wide 

Through  habitable  space,  wherever  born, 

Howc'er  endowed:  to  live  free  citizens 

Of  universal  Nature:  to  lay  hold,    • 

By  more  that  feeble  faith,  on  the  Supreme : 

To  call  Heaven^s  rich  unfathomable  mines 

(Alines  which  support  archangels  in  their  state) 

Our  own !  to  rise  in  science  as  in  bliss, 

Initiate  in  the  secrets  of  the  skies : 

To  read  creation ;  read  its  migiity  plan 

In  the  bare  bosom  of  the  Deity : 

The  plan  and  execution  to  collate: 

To  see  before  each  glance  of  piercing  thought, 

All  cloud,  all  shadow,  blown  remote;  and  leave 

No  mystery — but  that  of  love  Divine, 

Which  lifts  us  on  the  seraph's  flaming  wing, 

From  earth's  acehlama,  this  field  of  blood, 

Of  inward  anguish,  and  of  outward  ill, 

FTom  darkness  and  from  dust,  to  such  a  scene : 

LoTc*s  element:  true  joy's  illustrious  home :  i 

From  earth's  sad  contrast  (now  dc[ilorcd)  more 

fair! 
What  exquisite  vicissitude  of  fate ! 
Blessed  alMolution  of  our  blackest  hour ! 

Lorenzo!  thcs<*are  thouglitsthat  make  man  man, ! 
The  wise  illumine,  aggrandize  the  great. 
How  great,  (while  yit  we  tread  the  kindred  clod, 
And  every  moment  fear  to  sink  beneath 
The  clnd  we  tread,  soon  trodden  by  our  sons) 
How  great,  in  the  wild  whirl  of  time's  ]>ursuits, 
To  stop,  and  pause ;  involved  in  high  presage, 
Tliruugh  the  long  \ista  of  a  thousand  years, 
To  stand  contemplating  our  distant  selves, 
As  ill  a  magnifying  mirror  s(mmi, 
Enlargtd,  ennobled,  olovatr,  divine: 
To  prf>phtsy  our  own  futurities : 
To  gazn  ill  thought  on  what  all  thought  trans- 
cends : 
To  t"dk,  with  fellow-candidates,  of  joys 
As  far  bryond  conception  as  desert, 
Oarstlvcs  the  astonished  talkers  and  the  tale! 
Lorc-nzo,  swells  thy  bosinn  at  the  thought  1 
The  swell  becomes  thee :  'tis  an  honest  pride: 
Revf:rc  thyself; — and  yet  thyself  despise. 
His  nature  no  man  can  o'er-rate,  and  none 
Can  uiiJcr- rate  his  merit.     Take  g^xxl  heed, 
^or  there   bo  modest  where  tUou  slumldst   be 

]»rouil ; 
Thiit  almost  universal  error  shun. 
IIow  ju9(t  our    pride,   when    we    behold    those 

h<i;;hts: 
SiA.  tliutw  ambition  paints  in  air,  but  those 
ReA^on  (lointK  out,  and  ardent  Virtue  gains, 
Ani]  aii;{eU  euiulute.     Our  pride  how  just: 
Wlien    uiount   wel    when  these  siiacklcs  cast] 
when  quit 
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Th^s  cell  of  the  creation?  this  small  nest, 
Stuck  in  a  comer  of  the  universe, 
Wrapt  up  in  fleecy  cloud  and  fine-spun  airl 
Fine-spun  to  sense,  but  gross  and  feculent 
To  souls  celestial;  souls  ordaiiunl  to  breathe 
Ambrosial  gales,  and  drink  a  purer  sky; 
Greatly  triumphant  on  Time's  farther  shore, 
Where  Virtue  reigns,  enriched  with  full  arrean, 
While  Pomp  imperial,  begs  an  alms  of  Peace. 

In  empire  high,  or  in  proud  science  deep, 
Ye  born  of  earth,  on  what  can  you  confer. 
With  half  the  dignity,  with  half  the  gain. 
The  gust,  the  glow,  of  rational  delight, 
As  on  this  theme,  which  angels  praise  and  sharol 
Man's  fates  and  favours  are  a  theme  in  Heaven. 

What  wretched  repetition  cloys  us  here: 
What  periodic  {Nations  for  the  sick : 
Distempered  Inxlies  and  distemfx^red  minds: 
In  an  eternity  what  scenes  shall  strike! 
Adventures  thicken;  novelties  surprise: 
What  webs  of  wonder  shall  unravel  there? 
What  full  day  i»our  on  all  the  paths  of  HeaMcn, 
And  light  the  Almighty's  footsteps  in  the  de«p: 
How  shall  the  blessed  day  of  our  discharge 
Unwind,  at  oner,  tlie  labyrinths  of  fate. 
And  strni^jhten  its  inextricable  maze. 

If  inextinguishable  thirst  in  man 
To  know;  how  rich,  hovv  full,  our  banquet  there 
There,  not  the  moral  world  alone  unfolds; 
The  world  material,  lately  seen  in  shades. 
And  in  those  shades  by  fragments  only  seen, 
And  seen  those  fragments  by  the  labouring  eye, 
Unbroken,  then,  illustrious  and  entire, 
Its  ample  sphere,  its  universal  frame. 
In  full  dimensions,  swells  to  the  survey. 
And  enters,  at  one  glance,  the  ravished  sight. 
From  some  superior  point,  (where,  who  can  tcllt 
Suflice  it  'tis  a  jKjint  where  gods  reside) 
How  shall  the  stranger  man's  illumined  eye, 
In  the  vast  (KTean  of  unlwundrd  space. 
Behold  an  infinite  of  floating  worlds 
Dixide  the  crystal  waves  of  ether  ]>ure. 
In  en<lles3  voyage  without  port?  The  least 
Of  these  disseminated  orbs  how  great 
Great  as  they  are,  vvh.tt  numbers  these  surpaw, 
Huge  as  leviathan  to  that  small  race, 
Those  twinkling  nmlliludes  of  little  life, 
lie  swallows  unperceived.     StU|)endous  these. 
Yet  what  are  these  stupendous  to  the  whole] 
As  j)articU's,  as  atoms,  ill  |M^rce>»*Hl; 
As  circulating  globules  in  our  veins; 
So  vast  the  plan.     Fecundity  divine! 
Exuberant  Source!  {H'rhaps  I  wrong  thee  still. 

If  admimtion  Is  a  source  of  joy. 
What   transport   hi*nccl    yet  this   the   loast    lo 

Heaven. 
What  this  to  that  illustrious  robe  He  wears, 
Who  tossed  this  mass  of  wonders  from  his  hand, 
A  s|iecimen,  an  earnest  of  his  \vjwes  I 
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'Tis  to  that  gW/,  whence  all  glory  flows, 
As  the  mead's  meanest  floweret  to  the  sun, 
Which  gave  it  birth.    But  what  this  sun  of 

Heaven  1 
This  bliss  supreme  of  the  supremely  blest? 
Death,  only  death,  the  question  can  resolve. 
By  death  cheap  bought  the  ideas  of  our  joy; 
The  bare  ideas!  solid  happiness 
So  distant  from  itfe  shadow  chased  below. 
And  chase  we  still  the  phantom  through  the 
fire, 
O'er  ]jog,  and  brake,  and  precijuce,  till  death? 
And  toil  we  still  for  sublunary  i>ay? 
Defy  the  dangers  of  the  field  and  flood, 
Or,  spider-like,  spin  out  our  precious  all, 
Our  more  than  vitals  spin,  (if  no  regard 
To  great  futurity)  in  curious  webs 
Of  subtle  thought  andexquUite  design, 
(Fine  net-work  of  the  brain !)  to  catcli  a  fly! 
The  momentary  buzz  of  vain  renown ! 
A  name!  a  mortal  immortality! 

Or  (meaner  still)  instead  of  graspiftg  air, 
For  sordid  lucre  plunge  we  in  tiic  mire? 
Drudge,  sweat,  through  every  shame,  for  every 

gain: 
For  vile  contaminating  trash !  throw  up 
Our  ho\ic  in  Heaven,  our  dignity  with  man. 
And  deify  the  dirt  matured  to  gold  ] 
Ambition,  Avarice,  the  two  demons  these 
Which  goad  through  every  slough  our  human 

herd, 
Hard-travelled  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 
How  low  the  wretches  stoop!    how  steep  they 

climb! 
These  demons  burn  mankind,  but  most  possess 
Lorenzo's  l)osom,  and  turn  out  the  skies. 

Is  it  in  time  to  hide  eternity? 
And  why  nut  in  an  atom  on  the  shore 
To  cover  ocean  1  or  a  mote,  the  sun  1 
G  lor}' and  wealth!  have  they  this  blinding  power? 
What  if  tc  them  I  prove  Lorenzo  blind? 
Would  it  8ur|)risc  thee?  be  tiiou  tlien  surprised; 
Thou  neither  know'st:  their  nature  learn  from  me. 

Mark  well,  as  foreign  as  these  subjectH  seem, 
What  close  connexion  tics  them  to  my  theme. 
Fiwt,  what  is  true  ambition  1     The  pursuit 
Of  glory  nothing  less  than  man  can  share. 
Were  they  as  vain  as  gaudy-minded  man, 
As  flatulent  with  fumes  o^  sclf-applausc. 
Their  arts  and  conquests  animals  might  boast, 
And  claim  their  laurel-crowns  as  well  as  we, 
15ut  not  cek'fitial.     Here  we  stand  alone, 
As  in  our  form  distinct,  pre-eminent: 
If  prone  in  thought,  our  stature  is  our  shame : 
And  man  should  blush  his  forehead  meets  the 

The  vi-ihlc  and  present  are  for  brutes: 
A  slender  i>ortion,  and  a  narrow  l)ound! 
Tlu'sc  Ro;u«on5,  with  an  energy  divijie, 


OVrleaps,  and  claims  the  future  and  unseen. 
The  vast  unseen!  the  future  fathomless! 
When  the  great  soul  buoys  up  to  tliis  high  fciill, 
Leaving  gross  Nature's  sedinipnta  l«low, 
Then,  and  then  only,  Adam's  oflfspring  quitJ 
The  sage  and  hero  of  the  fields  and  woodk 
Asserts  liis  rank,  and  rises  into  man. 
This  is  ambition;  this  is  human  fire! 

Can  parts  or  place  (two  bold  pretenders)  maks 
Lorenzo  great,  and  pluck  him  from  the  throng? 

Genius  and  art,  ambition's  boabted  wings. 
Our  lioost  but  ill  deserve:  a  feeble  aid! 
Dedalian  enginer}*!     If  these  alone 
Assist  our  flight,  Fame's  flight  is  Glory's  falL 
Heart -merit  wanting,  mount  we  ne'er  so  high. 
Our  height  is  but  the  gibbet  of  our  name. 
A  celebrated  wretch  when  I  bcliold. 
When  I  behold  a  genius  bright  and  base. 
Of  towering  talents  and  terrestrial  aims, 
Methinks  I  see,  as  thrown  from  her  high  sphere, 
The  glorious  fragments  of  a  soul  immortal, 
With  rubbish  mixed,  and  glittering  in  the  dust: 
Struck  at  the  splendkl  melancholy  sight, 
At  once  compascdon  sod  and  envy  rise 
But  wherefore  env}-?  talents  angel-bright, 
\f  wanting  worth,  arc  sliining  instruments 
In  false  Ambition's  hand,  to  finish  faults 
Illustrious,  and  give  Infamy  renown. 

Gn'at  ill  is  an  achievement  of  great  poiren. 
Plain  sense  but  rarely  lends  us  far  sstray. 
Reason  the  means,  Afll^cticns  choose  our  end. 
Means  have  no  merit,  if  our  end  amiss. 
If  wrong  our  hearts,  our  heads  arc  right  in  vain. 
What  is  a  Pelham's  head  to  Pelham's  heart? 
Hearts  are  proprietors  of  all  applause. 
Right  ends  and  means  make  wi«dom,  Worldly- 
wise 
Is  but  half-wittt^d  nt  its  highest  praise. 

Let  geniu.^,  then,  despair  to  make  thee  great^ 
Nor  flutter  station.     What  is  station  hi<rli? 
*Tis  a  proud  mendicant:  it  boasts  and  Ivgs: 
It  bejjfl  an  alms  of  homajje  from  the  thronir. 
And  oft  the  throng  den'es  its  charity. 
Monarchs  and  ministers  are  awful  names! 
Whoever  wear  them  challenge  our  devoir. 
Religion,  public  Order,  both  exact 
External  homage  and  a  supple  knee, 
To  beings  pompously  set  up,  to  serve 
The  meanest  slave:  all  more  is  Merit's  due, 
Her  sacred  and  inviolable  right ; 
Nor  ever  paid  the  monarch,  but  the  man. 
Our  hearts  never  Iww  but  to  sujierior  worth ; 
Nor  ever  fail  of  their  allegiance  there. 
Fools,  indecil.  drop  the  man  in  their  account, 
And  vote  the  mantle  into  majesty. 
Let  the  small  savage  Iwost  his  silver  fur, 
IJis  royid  rolx*,  imlMrrowed  and  unbovght. 
His  own,  descending  fairly  from  his  sires; 
Shall  man  be  proud  to  wear  his  livery, 
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And  soul*  in  ermine  scorn  a  soul  witliout  1 

Can  place  or  lesarn  us  or  a^ramlizcl 

Pities  arc  pignucs  still,  tliougli  }M>rcUcd  on  AIiwi, 

And  pyramids  are  pyramids  in  vales. 

Ejtch  man  makes  his  own  stature,  builds  himself. 

Virtue  alone  outbuilds  the  pyramids; 

Her  monmncnts  shall. last,  when  Egypt's  fall. 

Of  these  sure  truths  dost  thou  demand  the  cause? 
The  cause  is  lodged  in  immortality. 
Hear,,  and  assent.     Thy  bosom  bums  for  power; 
Wliat  station  charms  theo7  Vl\  install  thee  there ; 
'Tis  thine.     And  art  thou  greater  than  before  t 
Tlicn  thou  before  wast  something  less  than  man. 
Has  tliy  new  post  betrayed  thee  into  pridn? 
Tliat  treacherous  pride  betrays  ttiy  dignity; 
That  pride  defames  humanity,  and  calls 
'     Tlie  being  mean  which  staffs  or  strings  can  raise; 
That  pride,  Uke  hooded  liawks,  in  darkness  soars, 
From  blindness  bold,  and  towering  to  the  skies. 
Tis  bom  of  Ignorance,  which  knows  not  man : 
An  angel's  second,  nor  his  second  long. 
A  Nero,  quitting  his  imperial  throne, 
And  courting  glory  from  the  tinkhng  string 
But  faintly  shadows  an  immortal  soul. 
With  empire's  self  to  pride  or  rupture  fired. 
If  nobler  nuitivos  minister  no  cunt. 
Even  vanity  forbids  thee  to  be  vain. 

Iliflh  worth  is  elevated  place :  'tis  more, 
it  makes  the  poKt  stand  candidate  for  thee; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honest  man. 
Though  no  exchequer  it  commands,  'tis  wealth; 
And,  though  it  wears  no  riblmn,  'tis  renown : 
Renown  that  would  not  quit  thee,  though  dis- 
graced, 
Nor  leave  thee  pendent  on  a  master's  smile. 
Other  aniliitiim  Nature  intenlicts ; 
Nature  proclaims  it  most  almird  in  man, 
Bv  pointing  at  his  oriijin  and  end; 
Alilk  and  a  swathe,  at  first,  his  vvhttle  demand; 
His  whole  domain,  at  last,  a  turf  or  stone; 
To  whom,  between,  a  world  may  seem  too  small. 

Soufji.  truly  ereat,  dnrt  forward  on  the  wing 
Of  JMrt  Ambition,  to  the  grand  result, 
The  milain's  fall:  there  see  the  bn«»kinetl  cliief 
l'n*hoil  lichind  his  momentary  scene, 
Rofliirei!  to  bis  own  stature,  low  or  liiirh, 
As  vice  or  virtue  sinks  him, or  sublimes; 
And  laush  at  this  fantastic  mummery, 
rhi«»  antic  prelude  of  grotesque  events, 
Wlierp  dwarfs  are  often  stilted,  and  betray 
A  litt!*'ne««  of  soul  by  worlds  o'er-run, 
An*?  n.ilions  laid  in  bloo<1.     Dread  sacrifice 
T'>Chri!4ian  pride!  which  had  with  horror  shocked 
The  darkest  Pagans,  offered  to  their  gods. 

O  thou  mo^t Christian  ennniy  to  peace! 
A^sin  in  arms?  air-iin  ])rov()kin;;j  Fate? 
That  princ«»,  and  that  alrme,  is  truly  great, 
WIso  draws  the  sword  reluctant,  glirlly  slieathes; 


On  empire  build.4  what  empire  far  outweighs, 
And  makes  his  throne  a  scaffold  to  the  skies! 

Why  this  so  rare? — lH?cause,  forgot  of  all 
The  day  of  death,  that  venerable  day 
Which  sits  OS  judge;  that  day  wliich  shall  pt^ 

nounce 
On  all  our  days,  absolve  tliem,  or  condi'mn. 
liOrenzo!  never  shut  thv  thousht  ajiainst  it: 
Bo  le^vees  ne'er  so  full,  afford  it  room ; 
And  give  it  audience  in  the  cabinet. 
That  friend  consulted,  flatteries  apart, 
Will  tell  thee  fair  if  tJiou  art  great  or  mean. 

To  dote  on  aught  may  leave  u.i,  or  be  left, 
Ts  that  ambition  1  then  let  flames  detsccnd. 
Point  to  the  centre  their  inverted  spires, 
And  learn  humiliation  from  a  soul 
Which  boasts  her  lineage  from  celestial  fire. 
Yet  these  arc  they  the  world  pnmounccs  wise: 
The  world,   which  cancels   Nature's  right  and 


wrong. 


And  casts  new  wisdom:  cv'n  the  grave  manlcndi 
Ilia  solemn  face  to  countenance  the  coin. 
Wisdom  ft»r  parts  isniadness  to  the  whole. 
This  stam[>s  the  paradox,  and  gives  us  leave 
To  call  the  wisest  weak,  the  richest  jxwr, 
The  most  ambitious  unambitious,  mean, 
In  triumph  mean,  and  abjrct  on  a  throne. 
Notliing  can  make  it  los.-*  than  mad  in  man 
To  put  forth  all  his  ardour,  all  his  art. 
And  give  his  aoxi]  lu-r  full  unl>ounded  fiiirht. 
But  n'arhing  ITim  ^^ho  gave  her  wing^to  fly. 
When  blind  ambition  quite  mistakes  her  road, 
Anddownwanl  iK)re.-*  for  that  which  shines  abov^ 
Substantial  hapi'.inr?;!?  and  true  renown; 
Then,  like  an  idit)t  jrazini;  on  the  brook. 
We  leap  at  st:ir.s,  and  fast«'n  in  the  mud; 
At  glory  grn«p,  and  sink  in  infamy. 

AiJibilio!iI  i»owerful  source  of  good  and  ill! 
Thy  strength  in  man,  like  Ictigth  of  wing  in  birdii 
When  di«n;Ta'jod  from  e;«rtli  with  nreater ease. 
And  swilb'r  fliijht,  trnn}«|K>rtf«  us*  to  the  skies: 
Hy  toys tntangird,  in  guilt  beruired, 
It  turns  a  curso:  it  is  t»ur  ch;iin  and  scourrre. 
In  this  dark  duu^i'ou,  where,  confined  we  lie, 
Clost?-irr.itr<l  bv  tiic"  sonlid  bars  of  sense, 

es  •  I 

All  pri>s[)ect  of  eternity  nhut  tuit. 
And.  but  fiir  exefull*)n.  ne'er  set  free. 

With  error  in  ambition  justly  charged, 
rind  we  Lorenzo  wi<er  in  his  wealth] 
What  if  thy  rental  I  reform,  and  draw 
An  inventorv  new  to  .set  thee  ri^iht  ] 
Where  thy  true  treasure  ?  Gold  .xays,  *  Not  in  mo; 
And,  *  Not  in  nje,'  the  Diam<»nd.     Gold  Is  ixxir; 
India's  insjilvent:  sctk  It  in  thyself; 
Set k  in  thy  naked  silf,  and  find  it  then^; 
In  being  no  deseenrliMl,  fiirnied,  endowed; 
Skv  born,  skv  guidrrl    .skv  returnin;:  race! 
F.reet,  innnortal,  ratioMal,  divine! 
In  senses,  wliich  inherit  earth  and  Heavens: 
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Enjoy  th'i  various  riches  Nature  yields: 
Far  nobler!  give  the  riches  they  enjoy; 
Give  tast4)  to  fruits,  and  harmony  to  groves ; 
Their  radiant  beams  to  gold,  and  gold's  bright  fldre ; 
Take  in,  at  once,  the  landscape  of  the  world, 
At  a  small  inlet  which  a  grain  might  close, 
And  half  create  the  wondrous  world  they  see; 
Our  senses,  as  our  reason,  are  divine. 
But  for  the  magic  organ's  powerful  charm. 
Earth  were  a  rude  uncolourcd  chaos  still. 
Objects  are  but  the'  occasion,  ours  the*  exploit; 
Ours  is  the  cloth,  the  pencil,  and  the  paint, 
"Which  Nature's  admirable  picture  draws. 
And  beautifies  Creation's  ample  dome. 
Like  Milton's  Eve,  when  gazing  on  the  lake, 
iMan  makes  the  matchless  image  man  admires. 
Say  then,  nhall  man,  his  tlioughts  all  sent  abroad, 
Superior  wonders  in  himsttlf  forgot, 
His  admiration  waste  on  objects  round, 
When  Heaven  makes  him  tlie  soul  of  all  ho  sees  ? 
Absurd !  not  rare !  so  great,  so  mean,  is  man. 

What  wealth  in  scnaessuch  as  these !  what  wealth 
In  fancy,  fired  to  form  a  fairer  scene 
Than  scuhc  sur\eys !  in  Memory's  firm  record, 
Which,  should  it  [lerish,  could  this  world  recall 
From  the  dark  shadows  of  o'er\n'helming  years ! 
In  colours  fresh,  originally  bright. 
Preserve  its  i>ortrait,  and  re|x)rt  its  fate ! 
What  wealth  in  intelleet!  that  soveri'ign  power! 
Which  sense  and  fancy  sunmu»nsto  tiie  bar; 
Interrogates,  approvi^,  or  reprcheiids; 
And  fn)m  tlic  mass  tho!;(^  utulrrlin^s  imi)ort, 
From  their  materials  sifted  and  rffined, 
And  in  Truth's  balance  aHuiratcly  wei«rhed, 
Forms  art  and  science,  government  and  law, 
The  solid  basis,  and  tlie  lM*ant<'ons  frame. 
The  vitals,  and  the  «;race  of  civil  life! 
And  manners  (8a<l  exception  !)  set  aside, 
Strikes  out,  with  master-hand,  a  copy  fair 
Of  his  idi-n.  \vlio:;e  indiilixi-nt  tlioii^iht 
Lon«T,lon":  ere  C'liaos  teemrd.  iilaniied  hnrnan  bliss. 

What  vvealtli  in  sovds  that  s*\ar,  dive,  range 
around, 
Disilaining  limit  or  fr«)ni  place  or  time. 
Am!  hear,  at  once,  in  thoii;^I:t  extrnsive,  liear 
The'  AInii'Mitv  Fiat,  and  t!>e  truiMiM-t's  sound! 
Bold,  on  (^rcation's  outsi<Ie  waliv,  and  view 
What  was,  and  i«,  uiul  nu)n*  than  e'er  sljall  be; 
('omiiuindiiiij,  ^^itli  oinnijjolenfe  of  tliought. 
Creations  nrw,  in  Faric^s  lli-ld  to  rise! 
Siiuls  that  can  jira.sp  whati'i  r  the'  AI/niL|:hty  made, 
And  wandi'f  \%ild  lhnt;i;fh  tl)iiij^s iiiipossi!>le! 
Wjjat  wealth  in  faculties  of  endless  growth. 
In  i|nenchiess  passions  >ii>!ent  to  crave. 
In  libiTty  to  chctoM  ,  in  [Kiwer  t»)  rfach, 
Anil  in  duratit>n  (liow  thy  riclu's  rise!) 
Duration  to  |M»r|K  tnale — lvi»vindlrss  Miss! 

Ask  you  what  jtower  rr^ides  in  feible  man, 
Thai  bliss  to  jjainl    la  Virtue's,  tlu-n,  unknown'- 


Virtue !  our  present  peace,  our  future  prize. 
Man's  unprecarious,  natural  estate, 
Improveable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies; 
Its  tenure  sure,  its  income  is  divine. 

High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap !  for  what  1 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  lieggar  us  the  more, 
Then  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  throng  1 
Soon  as  this  feeble  pulse,  which  leaps  so  long, 
Almost  by  miracle,  is  tired  with  play. 
Like  rubbish,  from  disploding  engines  thxown, 
Our  magazines  of  hoarded  trifles  flj ; 
Fly  diverse ;  fly  to  foreigners,  to  (bes; 
New  masters  court,  and  call  the  former  fool, 
(How  justly  I)  for  dejfiondencc  on  their  slay. 
Wide  scatter,  first,  our  playthings ;  then  our  dmL 

Dost  court  abundance  for  the  sake  of  peace  1 
Loam,  and  lament  thy  self-defeated  scheme. 
Riches  enable  to  be  richer  still. 
And  richer  still  what  mortal  can  resist  1 
Thus  Wealth  (a  cruel  task-mastci!)  enjoins 
New  toils,  succeeding  toils,  an  endless  train ! 
And  murders  Peace,  which  taught  it  finctto  sIunA 
The  poor  are  half  as  wretchetl  as  the  rich. 
Whose  proud  and  painful  privilege  it  is 
At  one<'  to  lH»ar  a  double  load  of  wo, 
To  fwl  the  stings  of  envy  and  of  want, 
Outrageous  want !  lioth  Indies  can  not  cure. 

A  competence  i»  vital  to  Content ; 
iVf  ueh  wealth  is  corpulence,  if  not  disease : 
Sick,  or  incumberetl,  is  our  hnppini^ss. 
A  compi'tencc  is  all  we  can  enjoy. 
O  l>c  content,  where  Heaven  can  give  no  morel 
More,  like  a  flash  of  water  from  a  K>ck, 
duickens  our  spirit's  movement  f(»r  an  hour, 
But  soon  its  force  is  spent;  nor  rise  our  joys 
Alvove  our  native  tem|K'r's  common  stn-am. 
Hence  Disapi»ointment  Inrks  in  every  prize, 
As  bees  in  fl(»wers^  and  stings  us  \%itli  surrossL 

The  rich  man,  who  <lerru»s  it,  proudly  feitrns, 
XoT  knows  the  wise  are  privy  to  the  lie. 
Much  learning  shows  how  little  mortals  know; 
Much  wialtli.  how  little  wiirldlings  can  enjoy; 
At  In-st  it  babies  ns  with  endless  tovs. 
And  keejw  ns  children  till  we  drop  to  dust. 
As  monkeys  at  a  mirror  stand  amazed, 
Tliey  fail  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  sec: 
Thus  men,  in  shining  riches,  s»m;  the  face 
Of  happiness,  nor  know  it  is  a  shade ; 
But  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  nnd  \iccp  agaic 
And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  al>sent  still. 

I  low  few  can  rescue  opulence  fn>in  want ! 
Who  lives  to  nature  rarely  can  1h»  |NX>r; 
Who  lives  to  fancy  never  can  l>e  rich. 
Poor  is  t!ie  man  in  debt;  the  man  of  goM, 
In  debt  to  Fortune,  tn^nblrs  at  her  jn^wer: 
The  man  of  n'as«in  srniles  at  fier  a«>il  death. 
O  what  a  patrimony  this!  a  U'int; 
Of  such  inhenMit  stn'iigtli  and  niajestv. 
Not  worlds  j>ossest  can  raise  it ;  worlds  th'sfiov*^^ 
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Can't  injure ;  which  holds  on  its  glorious  course 
When  thine,  O  Nature !  ends :  too  blest  to  mourn 
Creation's  ol>8equies.     What  treasure  this ! 
Tlie  roonarcli  is  a  beggar  to  tlie  man. 

Immortal !  ages  past,  yet  nothing  gone ! 
Mom  without  eve !  a  race  without  a  goal ! 
Unshortcned  by  progression  infinite ! 
Futurity  for  ever  future !  life 
Beginning  still  where  computation  ends  I 
Tiii  the  d<*8cription  of  a  deity ! 
Tu  the  description  of  the  meanest  slave ! 
The  meanest  slave  dares  then  Lorenzo  scorn  7 
The  meanest  slave  thy  sovereign  glory  shares. 
Proud  youth !  fastidious  of  the  lower  world ! 
Man*8  lawful  pride  includes  humility ; 
Stoops  to  the  lowest ;  is  too  grt*at  to  find 
Infi[^riors!  all  immortal!  brothers  all ! 
Proprietors  eternal  of  thy  love ! 

Immortal !  what  can  strike  the  sense  so  strong, 
As  this  the  soull  it  tlmnders  to  the  tliought, 
Reason  amazes,  gratitude  o'erwlielms : 
No  more  we  slumber  on  the  brink  of  Fatt , 
Roused  at  the  sound,  the'  exulting  soul  ascends, 
And  breathes  her  native  air,  an  air  that  feeds 
Ambitions  high,  and  funs  ethereal  fire?  , 
Gtnick-kindles  all  that  is  divine  witliin  us. 
Nor  leaves  one  loitering  thought  brueatli  the  stars. 

Has  not  Lorenzo's  Iiosom  cuuixlit  the  flame  1 
ImnK)rtaI !  were  but  one  iinniortiil,  how 
Would  others  envy!  how  would  thrones  adore  I 
Because  His  common,  is  the  blessing  lostl 
How  this  tics  up  the  bounti*ous  hand  of  Heaven ! 
O  vain,  vain,  vain,  all  els*?!  eU'rnity! 
A  glorious  and  a  needful  refuge  that, 
From  vile  imprisonment  in  al>ject  views. 
*Ti*  immortality,  'tis  that  alone, 
Amid  life's  pain.s,  abasements,  emptiness. 
The  soul  can  comfort,  elevate,  and  fill  : 
That  only,  and  that  amply,  this  jM-rforms ; 
Li/l^*  us  aliove  lifes  pains,  lier  jovs  aliovr  ; 
T.*icir  terror  ihoHC,  and  these  their  lustre  lose  j 
Etcniity  depending  covers  all ; 
Eternity  de|M'ndin;;  all  a<;Iiieves; 
Set*  oarth  at  distance  ;  casts  her  into  shades; 
Blend«  lier  d  i^t^  net  ions ;  abrojjatts  her  |V)wer8j 
The  luw,  the  lof^y,  joyous,  and  severe. 
Fortune's  drea*!  frowns,  and  fascinating  smiles. 
Make  one  promiscuous  and  neglected  heap. 
The  man  Iwneath ;  it'  1  may  call  him  man, 
Whom  Inunjrtality's  full  force  inspires. 
NoOiinjT  lerreslrial  touches  his  lii«;h  thought; 
Suiks  si  line  unseen,  and  lhuncl(>rs  r»ll  unheard. 
By  niiiiJs  quite  conscious  of  th<'ir  descent, 
Thfir  pr**s».*nt  provmee,  and  tlnir  future  prize; 
Divinely  d;irting  upward  every  wish, 
Warm  on  tlie  wing,  in  giorinus  al>s^.«n<v  l4)st ! 

Duubt  you  this  truth?  why  IalM)urs  your  belief? 
If  earth's  whole  orb,  by  H)n»e  ilue  distant  eye 
Were  seen  at  once,  her  towering  Aljis  vvu  dd  sink, 


And  levellcnl  Atlas  leave  an  even  sphere. 
Thus  earth,  and  all  that  earthly  minds  admix«, 
Is  swallowed  in  Kternity's  vast  round. 
To  that  btuj)endnus  view,  when  souls  awake, 
So  largo  of  late,  so  mountainous  to  man. 
Time's  toys  sul>side,  and  equal  all  below. 

Enthusiastic  this? — then  all  arc  weak 
But  rank  enthusiasts.     To  this  godlike  height 
Soipe  souls  have  soar'd,  or  martyrs  ne'er  had  bled  ^ 
And  oil  may  do  what  has  by  man  been  done. 
Who,  beaten  by  these  sublunary  storms. 
Boundless,  interminable  joys  can  weigh 
Unraptured,  unexalted,  yninflamed? 
What  slave  unblessed,  who  from  to-morrow's  dawn 
Exi)ectsan  empire?  he  forgets  his  chain, 
And,  throi.ed  in  thought,  his  absent  sceptre  wavct. 

And  what  a  sceptre  waits  us !  what  a  throne  I 
Her  own  immense  appointments  to  compute, 
Or  comprehend  her  high  prerogatives. 
In  this  her  dark  mitiority,  how  toils, 
How  vainly  pants,  the  human  soul  divine ! 
Too  great  the  bounty  st'ems  for  earthly  joy; 
What  heart  but  tnMubles  at  so  strange  a  bliss  1 

In  spite  of  all  the  truths  the  Muse  has  sung, 
Ne'er  to  Iv  prized  enough !  enough  revolved ! 
Arc  there  who  wrapt  the  world  so  close  about 

tliem, 
Tly?y  see  no  farther  than  the  clouds,  and  dance 
On  heedlinjs  Vanity's  fantastic  toe, 
Till,  stumbling  at  a  straw,  in  their  career. 
Headlong  they  plunge,  where  end  both  dance  and 

song? 
Arc  there,  Lorenzo?  is  it  iKWRible? 
Arc  there  on  earth  (let  me  not  call  them  men) 
Who  lodge  a  soul  inunortal  in  their  breasts, 
Unconscious  as  the  mountain  of  its  ore, 
Or  rock  of  its  inestimable  gem? 
When  rocks  shall  melt,  and  mountains  vanishi 

these 
Shall  know  their  treasure  ;  treasure  then  no  more. 

Are  there  (still  more  amazi.ig!)  who  resist 
The  rising  thought  1  who  siiother,  in  its  birth. 
The  filorious  truth  7  who  struijjjle  to  Ik;  brutes? 
Who  through  this  l>os<mi-barrieT  burst  their  way, 
And,  wiih  reversed  ambition,  strive  to  sink: 
Who  labour   downwards   through   the  opposing 

jiowers 
Of  instinct,  n-ason,  and  the  world  agaimr:  them. 
To  dismal  Iiojh's,  and  slielter  in  the  shock 
Ofcnillcss  night  ?  night  darker  than  the  grave's] 
Who  fight  the  [inwfs  of  Inmiortality? 
Witli  horrid  zeal,  and  exeerablc  arts, 
Work  all  their  engines,  le\el  their  black  firei 
To  blot  from  man  this  attriiiutiMlivine, 
j(T!ian  vital  blood  far  dearer  to  the  wise) 
I  Dlaspliemers,  and  rank  atheists  to  themselves? 

'Vo  c«>ntr.idi«'t  t!»em,  see  all  Nature  rise! 
,  Whal«»bj«rl,  what  event,  the  moon  benfMith, 
I  But  arijuos,  or  j.'ndeurs,  an  af^er-pcere  "* 
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The  lilistt  of  liiiiirTj  or,  with  prcviiius  pahi, 
Dq)K»re  its  jK-rioil  by  the  spleen  of  Fate, 
Scvtri'ly  doiuuM  Death's  sin;Tlc  uiiredcit^ijied  ( 
If  Xuturc-'s  rmolut  14111  speiiku  nlouil 


To  reason  proves,  or  wedii  it  to  drrsirr  7 

All  thiiign  pr(x;Iuiiu  it  iieodful;  snmr  udvnnco 

One  pn-ciousc  step  l>eyoiid,  und  prove  it  sure. 

A  thousand  arnnnicnts  HWiirin  round  my  |>rn, 

From  Heaven,  and  earth,  iUid  man.     Indulj^c  a'ln  her  j;r:idatioii,  heiir  her  louder  istill. 

few,  i  L(K)k  Nature  throu;;h,  \U  neat  gradation  all. 

By  Nuturc,  as  her  common  habit,  worn ;  .  By  wlwit  nsinute  deirrees  her  seale  ascends ! 

So  pressin^r  Providene-i^  a  truth  to  teach,  •  Eueli  ndddle  natun*  joined  at  each  extreme; 

Which  trutli  untau^rht  all  other  trutlis  were  vain. 'To  that  above  it  joined,  to  tJiat  beneath. 

Thou!  wliose  all-providential  eye  survevis,  Parts  into  j»arld  reciprocally  shot. 

Whose  hand  directs,  wliose  spirit  fills  and  warms  Abhor  divori'e.     What  lo\e  of  union  rt'ignsl 


Creation,  and  liulds  empire  fur  beyond! 

Eternity's  Inhabitant  august! 

Of  two  eternities  amazing  Lord ! 

Oni)  past,  ere  man  s  or  angel's  had  begun. 

Aid !  while  I  rescue  from  the  foe's  assault 

Thy  glorious  immortality  in  man ; 

A  theme  for  ever,  and  for  all,  of  weight,      • 

Of  moment  infinite  !  but  relished  must 

By  those  wlio  love  thee  most,  who  niitst  adore. 

Nature,  thy  daughter,  e\er-chunging  birth 
Of  thee  the  Great  Inmmtable,  to  man 
Speidcs  wisdom ;  is  his  oracle  aupreme ; 
And  he  who  most  consults  her  la  most  wise. 
Lorenzo!  to  tliis  heavenly  l>elphos  haste, 
And  come  back  all-immorud,  all-divine. 
Look  Nature  through,  'lis  revulution  all; 


I  lire  dormant  matter  waits  a  call  to  life; 
Half-life,  half-death,  join  there:  here  life  and  bcjxbb^ 
Tliore  sensi*  fwm  rear^n  steals  a  glimmering  ra.yj 
Reason  shines  out  in  man.     But  how  ]>n*serv*d 
The  chain  uniiroken  upward,  to  the  realms 
Of  incorporeal  life?  those  ri'alms  of  bliss 
Where  Death  hath  no  dominion?  Grant  a  niako 
Half  mortal,  half  immortal;  earthy  part, 
And  part  ethereal:  grant  the  soul  of  man 

,  Eternal,  or  in  man  the  si'ries  ends. 
Wide  yawns  llie  gap;  connection  is  no  more; 

, Cluxrk'd  reason  halts;  her  next  step  wants  sup* 

Striving  to  climb,  slic  tumbles  from  her  scheme, 
!  A  scheme  Antilogy  jironounced  so  true; 
■  Analogy — man's  sun^st  guide  Mow. 


All  change,  no  death:  day  follows  night,  and  night       Thus  far  all  Nature  calls  on  thy  UTief ; 
The  dying  day:  stars  rise,  and  set,  and  rise:  ,  And  will  Lorenzo,  careless  of  the  call. 

Earth  takes  tiie  example.     See,  the  Summer  gay,  raise  alte»tation  on  all  Nature  charge, 
With  her  green  chaplet  and  amltro>ial  tlowers,       ^  Rather  than  violate  his  league  with  Death  1 
Droops  into  pallid  Autunm:  Winter  gray,  Rt^nounce  his  reason  rather  than  nMumnco 

Horrid  witii  frost,  and  turbuUnt  wilii  hlorm,  :Tlie  dust  b(>]ov\l,  and  run  the  risk  of  Heaven] 

Blows  Autunm  and  his  golden  fruits  away,  i  O  what  indignity  to  deathless  souls! 

Then  melts  into  the  Spring:  soft  Spring,  with  Wliat  trea.<on  to  liie  uiajesty  of  man! 


breath 

Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  soutli. 
Recalls  the  IJrst.     AH,  to  rellourish,  fiides : 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks  to  reascend: 
Emblems  of  man,  who  pass<-s,  not  expires. 
With  this  minute  distinction,  emblems  just. 
Nature  revolves,  but  man  advances ;  botii 
Eternal :  that  a  circle,  this  a  line : 
That  gravitates,  this  soars,     'i'he  <is])iring  soul, 
Ardent  and  tremulous,  like  llame,  ascends. 
Zeal  and  humility  her  wings,  to  Heaven. 
The  world  of  matter,  with  its  various  forms, 
All  dies  into  new  life.    Life  lH)rn  from  Death 
Rolls  the  vast  mass,  and  shall  for  ever  roll. 
No  single  atom,  once  in  being,  lost. 
With  change  of  counsel  charges  the  Most  High. 

What  hence  infers  Lorenzo!  can  it  be  1 
Matter  immcrtal}  and  shall  spirit  did 
AU^ve  the  nobler  shall  less  noble  rise  7 
Bhull  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  revives. 
No  resurrLVtion  know  }  shall  man  alone, 
lni|ierial  man  !  be  sown  in  barren  ground, 
Less  pnvile(Te<I  than  srain  on  which  he  feeds! 
U  man,  i&  whom  alone  is  |iower  to  prize 


I  Of  man  immortal  I  hear  the  lofty  style  : 

'  If  so  lUcreed,  tlie  Almighty  Will  l»c  done. 

Let  earth  dis.S()lvr,  yon  |ionderous  orbs  di^sC4?nd, 
I  And  grind  us  into  dust.     The  si^ul  is  safe ; 
I  The  man  emerges;  mounts  above  the  wreck, 
.  As  towering  llajnc  from  Nature's  funeral  pyre; 

OVr  devastation,  as  a  gainer,  smiles; 

His  charter,  hu>  inviolable  rights, 
I  Will  pleased  to  learn,  from  Thunders  inipotenop, 
I  Death  s  jHjintUss  darts, and  Hell's  defeated  storinfl.* 
But  these  chimeras  touch  not  tliet\  Li^rcnzo; 

The  glories  of  tiie  world  thy  sevenfold  shield. 

Other  and>ition  than  of  crowns  in  air, 
I  And  sujjcrlunary  felicities, 
j  Thy  bosom  warms.     I'll  cool  it  if  I  can ; 

And  turn  those  glories  that  inchant  against  thee. 

What  ties  tluH)  to  this  life  proclaims  the  next. 

If  wise,  the  causi>  that  wounds  thee  Is  tliv  cure. 
Come,  my  Ambitious!  let  us  mount  together, 

(To  mount  Lorenzo  ni'ver  can  refuse,) 
j  And  from  the  clouds,  where  Pride  delights  to  d  wcll^ 
'  Look  dow  11  on  earth. — What  seest  lhou7  wondroui 

iUW'Tiil 

Terrestrial  wonders,  that  eclipse  the  skies. 
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What  lengths  ofloIjourM  lands ;  wlial  1  MuIed  leag  1 
Loaded  by  man  for  pleasure,  wealth,  or  war ! 
Seas,  winds,  and  planets  into  service  brought, 
His  art  acknowledge,  and  promote  his  ends. 
Kor  can  the  eternal  rocks  liis  will  withstand : 
What  levell'd  mountains  I  and  what  lifled  \'ales! 
O'er  vales  and  mount^dns  sumptuous  cities  sweU, 
And  gild  our  landscape  with  their  glittering  spires. 
Some  'mid  tho  wondering  waves  majestic  rise. 
And  Neptune  holds  a  mirror  to  their  charms. 
Far  greater  still;  (what  can  not  mortal  might?) 
Sec  wide  dominions  ravished  from  the  deep : 
The  narrow'd  deep  with  indignation  foams. 
Or  acuthward  turn,  to  delicate  and  grand, 
The  finer  arts  there  rijicn  in  the  sun. 
How  the  tall  tem])It'8,  as  to  meet  their  gods, 
Ascend  the  skies!  the  proud  triumphal  arch 
Shows  half  heavn  beneath  its  ample  bimd. 


NIGHT  VII. 

THE  INHDEL  RCCLAIME  J. 

PAKT  II. 

CONTIININO   THE  NATURE,   PROOF,    AND    iM??R^ 
ANCE   OP   IM.MORTALITT. 

PREFACE. 

As  wc  arc  at  war  with  the  power,  it  were  woF 
if  we  were  at  war  with  the  manners,  of  France.  A 
land  of  levity  is  a  land  of  guilt.  A  serious  mind 
is  the  native  soil  of  every  virtue,  and  the  single 
character  that  dtN's  true  honour  to  mankind.  The 
soul's  immortality  hiis  kvn  the   favourite  theme 


I: 


with  the  serious  of  all  ages.     Nor  in  it  strange:  it 


is  a  subject  by  far  the  most  interesting  and  iniiwxt* 
High  through  mid  air,  here  streams  are  taught  to  ant  that  can  enter  the  mind  of  man.     Of  highest 

flow;  'moment  this  subj(>ct  always  was,  and  always  will 

Wliole  rivers  there,  laid  by  in  basins,  sleep.  Ik?  :  yet  tliis  its  highest  mouuMit  seems  to  admit  of 

Here  plaii:8  turn  oci>:ins;  there  vast  oceans  join  ,  increase  at  this  day;  a  sort  of  occasional  im|)ort- 
Through  kingdoms  channeled  deep  from  shore  to  ance  is  superadibnl  to  the  natural  weight  of  it,  if 

shore,  I  that  opinion  which  is  advanced  in  the  Preface  to 

And  change<1  Creation  takes  its  face  from  man.  the  prt»co<ling  Night  W  just.  It  is  therefore  sup- 
Beats  thy  brave  breast  for  formidable  scenes,  i)os<.>J  that  all  our  Infidels,  (whatever  scheme,  for 


Where  fame  and  empire  wuit  upon  the  sword  1 
See  ileitis  in  flooil ;  hear  naval  thunders  rise ; 
Britannia's  voice !  that  awes  tho  worM  to  i>eacc. 
How  yon  enormous  mole  projecting  breaks 
The  mid-sea,  furious  waves !  their  roar  amidst 
Out-speaks  the  Deity,  and  says,  '  O  Main ! 
Thus  far,  nor  farther;  new  restraints  oU'y.* 
Earth*s  dis(*mlH)weIed !  measun'd  are  tlie  hkies ! 
Stars  arc  dttoctod  in  their  d«'ep  u^csa  ! 
Creation  widens!  vanquished  Nutun;  yields! 
Her  secrets  arc  extorted !  Art  |)re vails ! 
What  monument  of  gmius,  sfiirit,  power! 

And  now,  Lorenzo,  raptured  at  this  scene, 
Wbofii*  glories  render  Heaven  suitcrfluous!  sa}', 
WhoMi   fuotbteps  these? — Innnortals  huvo  been 
here; 

Could  less  than  souls  immortal  this  have  done? 

£aTth'B  co^cretl  oVr  witli  proof  of  s«)uls  innnortal. 

And  proofs  of  Immortality  for^^ot. 
To  flaiU'T  thy  grand  foible,  I  confess 

The«c  arc  Ambition's  works ;  and  tlicse  are  great ; 

But  this,  the  least  immortal  souU  can  do. 

Transcends  them  all. — But  what  can  these  tran- 

jyott  a»k  inc  what?— one  sigh  for  the  distressed. 
"What  then  for  Infulels?  a  deeper  si<;h. 
Ti*  moral  grandeur  makes  the  mighty  man : 
XIow  little  they,  wh'»  thii»k  aui^ht  gn'.it  below  1 
All  our  ambitions  Death  (lefi«;its  but  one, 
And  tliiit  it  rrowns.-^TliTc  cease  we;  hut, ere  long, 
I^lore  [M^wcrtuI  proof  s!i:ill  take  t!io  lield  against 

ihoe, 
Stronger  than  ueutli.  and  i<:jiilini;  at  tlieto:nb. 


argument's  sake,  and  to  keep  themselves  in  counte- 
nance, they  patroni7x*)  arc  lietrayed  into  their  de- 
plorable error  by  S4')inc  doubt  of  their  immortality 
at  tlie  l>uttom:  and  tho  more  I  consider  this 
jKiint,  the  more  I  nm  jtersuaded  of  the  truth  of  that 
opinion.  Though  the  distru.st  of  a  futurity,  is  a 
strange  error,  vet  it  is  an  error  into  wliicli  bad  men 
may  naturally  lie  distressed ;  for  it  is  imjiossiblc  to 
bid  defiance  to  final  ruin,  without  some  refuge  in 
imagination,  some  presumption  of  escaix*.  And 
wliat  presumption  is  there  ?  there  are  but  two  in 
Nature;  but  two  within  the  compass  of  human 
tlionght ;  and  lhe<ie  an', — That  either  God  will  not 
or  can  not  punish.  Pt^nsidering  the  divine  attri- 
butes, the  first  is  too  <in)ss  to  Ik-  dijjested  by  our 
strongest  wishes;  and  sinc4^  onmiiK>tencc  is  at 
nmch  a  divine  attrihute  as  holiness,  that  Gixl  can 
not  |Minish,  is  as  a})surd  a  sup[)osition  as  the  former. 
God  certainly  can  punish.,  as  long  as  wicked  men 
exist.  In  non  existence,  then^fore,  is  their  only 
refuge;  and,  consetpiently,  n<«i-e,\ijftence  is  their 
strongest  wish:  and  strong  wishes  havi^  a  strange 
influence  on  our  ojnnions;  they  biiuttlie  judgment 
in  a  manner  almost  incredible.  And  since,  on  this 
member  «>f  t^heir  alternative  there  are  some  very 
small  ap|K*arances  in  their  favour,  and  none  at  all 
on  the  other,  tliey  catch  at  this  reed,  they  lay  hold 
on  this  chimera,  to  save  themselves  from  the  shock 
and  horror  of  an  immediate  and  aln^olute  despair 
On  revi«'wing  my  subject  hy  the  light  whicU 
this  argument,  and  others  of  like  tendency,  threw 
ufion  it,  I  was  more  inclined  *han  ever  to  punue 
it,  as  it  apiK*ared  to  me  to  strike  directly  at  Ji« 
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main  root  of  all  our  in/idclity.  In  the  Mowing 
pages  it  \a,  accordingly,  pursued  at  large,  and  some 
arguments  for  immortality,  new  at  least  to  me,  are 
▼enturcd  on  in  them.  There,  also,  the  writer  has 
made  an  attempt  to  set  the  j^rosa  absurdities  and 
horrors  of  annihilation  in  a  fuller  and  nrare  alTect- 
mg  view,  than  is  (I  think)  to  be  met  with  else- 
where. 

The  gentleman  for  whose  sake  this  attempt  was 
chiefly  made,  profess  great  admiration  for  tlie  wis- 
dom of  Heathen  antiquity :  what  pity  it  is  they 
are  not  sincere !  If  they  were  sincere,  how  would 
it  mortify  them,  to  consider  with  what  contempt 
and  abhorrence  tlieir  notions  would  have  been  re- 
ceived by  those  whom  they  so  much  admire. 
What  degree  of  contempt  and  abhorrence  would 
fall  to  their  share  may  be  conjectured  by  tlie  fol- 
k)wing  matter  of  fact,  (in  my  opinion)  extremely 
memorable.  Of  all  their  Heathen  wortliies,  So- 
crates (it  is  well  known)  was  the  most  guarded, 
dispassionate,  and  composed ;  yet  tliis  great  nias- 


».— The  souPs  viuK  importance ;  ffom  whence  U  i 
—The  diflkulty  of  brim:  an  InfSfdel;  ihe  In&iny;  (he 
and  the  character  of  an  infidel  stale.— What  true  free-thlnUn| 
is;  the  necesaery  puniaiinient  of  the  false.— *Man*S  nilD  I 
from  liiinaelf.— An  infidel  accuses  hinsKlf  of  guilt  and  hypo 
crisy,  and  that  of  the  worst  soft ;  his  obUgolioR  lo  Chriaiu-J 
what  danger  he  Incun  by  virtue ;  vice  zecommended  to  him 
his  high  pretences  to  vinue  and  benevolence  expVjdcd.— Tb 
conclusion,  on  the  nature  of  laith;  rcoKin ;  and  hope ;  will 
an  apology  for  itiis  attempt. 


Heaven  gives  the  needful,  but  neglected  calL 
What  day,  what  hour,  but  knocks  at  human  heazti 
To  wake  the  soul  to  sense  of  future  seencs  1 
Death  stands,  like  Mercury,  in  every  way, 
And  kindly  points  us  to  our  journey *s  end. 
Pope,  whocouldst  make  immortals!  art  thou  dead 
1  give  thee  joy;  nor  will  I  take  my  leave, 
So  soon  to  follow.     Man  but  dives  in  death, 
Dives  from  the  sun,  in  fairer -day  to  rise ; 
'J'he  grave,  Iiis  subterranean  road  to  bliss. 
Yes,  infinite  indulgence  planned  it  so; 


Thn)urrli  various  parts  our  glorious  story  runs 
tcr  of  temper  was  angry,  and   angry  at  Ids  last .  Tiiiw  gives  the  preface,  endless  age  unrols 


hour;  and  angry  with  his  friend ;  and  angry  for 
what  deserved  acknowl'-Hlginent ;  angry  for  a  right 
and  tender  instance  of  true  friendship  towards  him. 
Is  not  this  surprising!  what  could  bo  the  cause? — 
The  cause  was  for  his  honour:  It  was  a  truly  no- 
ble, though,  perhaps,  a  too  punctilious  regard  for 
Immortality :  for  liis  friend  asking  him,  with  such 
an  affectionate  concern  as  became  a  friend, '  Where 


The  volume  (ne'er  unrolled)  of  human  fate. 

I'his,  earth  and  ski(»*  already  have  proclaimec 
The  world  s  a  prophecy  of  worlds  to  come, 
And  who,  what  G(k1  foretells,  (who  speaks  in  thinj; 
Still  louder  than  in  words)  shall  dare  dcnyl 
If  Nature  s  arguments  appear  too  weak, 
Turn  a  new  leaf,  and  stronger  read  in  man. 
If  man  sleeps  on,  untaught  by  what  he 
Can  he  prove  infidel  to  what  he  feels ! 
He,  whoso  blind  thoucrht  futurity  denies, 


he  should  deposit  his  remains  1'  it  was  n>sented  by 
Socrates,  as  implying  a  dishonourable  supposition 
that  he  could  be  so  mean  as  to  have  n*gard  for  any  Unconscious  bears,  Bellerophon !  like  thee, 

His  own  indictment;  he  condemns  himself; 

Who  reads  his  bosom,  reads  immortal  life; 


thing,  even  in  himself,  that  was  not  innnorlal. 

This  fact,  well  considered,  would  make  our  m- 
fidels  withdraw  their  admiration  from  Socrates,  or  j  Q)^  ]yatiiro  there,  imposing  on  her  sons, 
make  them  endeavour,  by  their  imitation  of  his  il-  xias  written  fables  u  man  was  made  a  lie. 
lustrious  example,  to  share  his  glory;  and  conse-       Why  discontent  for  ever  harboured  there? 
quently,  it  would  incline  them  to  peruse  the  fol-.  Incurable  consumption  of  our  peace! 
lowing  pages  with  candour  and  imparUality,  which  |  Resolve  me  why  the  cottager  and  king, 
is  all  I  desire,  and  that  for  their  sukes;  for  I  am  He  whom  sea-scvortHl  realms  obey,  and  he 
persuaded  that  an  unprtg'udiced  inildel  must,  ne-.  Who  steals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  waBte, 
cessarily,  receive  some  advantageous  impressions.  RcpeUing  winter-blasts  with  mud  and  straw, 


Irom  them. 
July  7, 174-4. 
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In  the  Sixth  Night,  arguments  were  drawn  from  Nature  in 
proofuTIinmortaUiy:  here,  others  are  drawn  from  Man;  from 
hli  (lUcontfini;  from  Iila  pawioas  nnd  jxiwcw;  from  the  gra- 
dual gmwili  of  roawMi ;  fmm  his  fi'-ir  of  iloaih;  flrom  the  na- 
ture ofJinpT!,  and  of  virn:e;  fn»m  knowl"di:c  and  love,  as  be- 
Inc  ih*».  most  essicntial  pmpfnles  of  the  *hiI  ;  from  tlie  order 
ofcieation;  from  the  nature  of  ambition;  avarice;  pleasure. 
—A  digrcdsion  on  ihe  grandeur  of  the  passion*.— Immonallty 
alonu  render!)  our  prcyscni  state inicn»;:ili|e.— An  objection  from 
(he  Stoir's  dish.Mief  of  Inimortnliiy  answ^rwl.— KridJess  qties- 
.iofiB  unit!i«>lvaUH,  but  on  Buppooition  of  our  Immortality. — 
riw  natural,  nnvtL  melanrholy,  and  pathetic  complaint  of  a 
«vonhy  man,  lu^ler  ilio  pen«uasioii  of  no  futurity.— The  groM 
siminlitiee  and  tuirron  of  annihilation  urged  lioine  on  Loren* 


Disquieted  alike,  draw  sigh  for  sigh, 
In  fate  so  distant,  in  complaint  so  near  1 

Is  it  that  things  terrestrial  can't  content  1 
Deep  in  rich  pasture,  will  tiiy  flocks  complain  1 
Not  so;  but  to  their  master  is  denied 
To  share  their  sweet  serene.     Man,  ill  at  ease 
In  this,  not  his  own  place,  this  foreign  field, 
Where  nature  fodders  him  with  other  food 
Than  was  onlained  his  cravings  to  sutHce, 
Poor  in  abundance,  famishetl  at  a  feast, 
Sigiis  on  for  sometliing  more,  when  mort  enjoyi 
Is  Heaven  then  kinder  to  thy  flocks  than  theel 
Not  so;  thy  pasture  riclier,  but  remote, 
In  part  remote;  for  that  remoter  part 


'See  Night  the  Sijnh. 
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lian  blcaj  from  instinct,  thouj^h,  perhaps,  de- 
bauched 
Bj  sense,  his  reason  sleeps,  nor  dreams  the  cause. 
I'he  cause  how  obvious,  when  his  reason  wakes: 
His  prief  is  but  his  grandeur  in  disguise, 
'And  discontent  is  immortality. 

Shall  sons  of  Ether,  shall  the  blood  of  Heaven, 
Set' up  their  hopes  on  earth,  and  stable  here, 
With  brutal  acquiescence,  in  the  mire  1 
Lorenzo,  no!  they  shall  be  nobly  pained; 
The  glorious  forrigners,  distreued,  shall  sigh 
On  tlirones,  and  thou  congratulate  the  sigh. 
Man's  misery  declares  him  born  for  bliss; 
His  anxious  heart  asserts  the  truth  I  sing. 
And  givcB  the  sceptic  in  his  head — the  lie. 
Our  heads,  our  hearts,  our  passions,  and  our 

powers, 
Spedc  the  same  language;  call  us  to  the  skies: 
(Juripencd  these,  in  this  inclement  clime. 
Scarce  rise  above  conjecture  and  mistake; 
And  for  tliis  land  of  trifles  those,  too  strong. 
Tumultuous  rise,  and  tempest  human  life. 
What  prize  on  earth  can  pay  us  for  the  storm  1 
l^Icet  objects  for  our  passions  Heaven  ordained. 
Objects  that  challenge  all  their  fire,  and  leave 
No  fault  but  in  defect.     Blessed  Heaven!  avert 
A  bounded  ardour  fur  unbounded  bliss. 
O  for  a  hUm  unbounded!  far  beneath 
A  soul  immortal  is  a  mortal  joy. 
Nor  arc  our  powets  to  perish  immature; 
Bat  afler  feeble  effort  here,  lioneath 
A  brighter  sun,  and  in  a  nobler  soil, 
Transplanted  from  this  sublunary  l)ed, 
Shall  flourish  fair,  and  put  forth  all  their  bloom. 

Reason  progressive,  instinct  is  complete; 
Swift  instinct  leaps;  slow  Reason  feebly  climbs. 
Brutes  soon  their  zenith  reach;  their  httle  all 
Flows  in  at  once;  in  ages  they  no  more 
Could  know,  or  do,  or  covet,  or  enjoy. 
Weru  man  to  live  coeval  with  the  sun. 
The  patriarch-pupil  would  be  learning  still. 
Vet,  dying,  leave  hislesson  half  unlearr^. 
Men  perish  in  advance,  as  if  the  but 
Should  set  ere  noon,  in  eastern  oc^a^^  drowned; 
If  fit  with  dim  illostrious  to  co*ipim, 
The  sun's  meridian  with  tl^  soul  of  man. 
To  noan,  why,  stepdam«  Nature,  so  severe  1 
"Why  thrown  aside  »hy  masterpiece  half-wrought. 
While  meaner  eilbrts  thy  last  hands  enjoy  1 
Or  if,  abortively,  poor  man  must  die, 
Nor  reach  what  reach  he  might,  why  die  in  dread  1 
"Why  cursed  with  foresight 7  wise  to  misery! 
IVhy  of  his  proud  prerogative  the  preyl 
Why  less  pre-eminent  in  rank  than  paini 
His  immortality  alone  can  tell ; 
FuD  ample  fond  to  balance  all  amlK, 
And  turn  the  scale  in  favour  of  the  juf*.  ! 

His  immortality  alone  can  solve 
That  darkest  of  enigmas,  human  hope; 


Of  all  the  darkest,  if  at  death  we  die. 
Hope,  eager  Hope,  the  assassin  of  our  joy, 
AH  present  blessings  treading  under  foot, 
Is  scarce  a  milder  tyrant  than  Despair. 
With  no  past  toils  content,  still  planning  new, 
Hope  turns  us  o  er  to  Death  alone  for  ease. 
Possession,  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuitl 
Why  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown  1 
That  wish  accomplished,  why  the  grave  of  bli«4 1 
Because  in  the  great  future  buried  deep. 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire  and  renown. 
Lies  all  that  man  with  ardour  should  pursue ; 
And  he  who  made  him  bent  him  to  the  right. 

Man's  heart  the  Akuighty  to  the  future  sets, 
By  secret  and  inviolable  springs. 
And  makes  his  ho]X!  his  sublunary  joy. 
Man's  heart  cats  all  things,  and  is  hungry  still; 
'  More,  more!'  the  glutton  cries:   for  something 

new 
So  rages  appetite.     If  man  can't  mount. 
He  will  descend.     He  starves  on  the  possessed; 
Hence,  the  world's  master,  from  Ambition's  spire, 
In  Caproa  plunged,  and  dived  beneath  the  brute. 
In  that  rank  sty  why  wallowed  Empire's  son 
Supreme? — Because  he  could  no  higher  fly: 
His  riot  was  Ambition  in  despair. 

Old  Rome  consulted  birds ;  Lorenzo,  thou 
With  more  succc^  the  fliglit  of  Hope  survey. 
Of  restless  Hope,  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
High-perched  o'er  every  thought  that  falcon  sits. 
To  fly  at  all  that  rises  in  her  sight: 
And  never  stooping,  but  to  mount  again 
Next  moment,  she  betrays  her  aim's  mistake. 
And  owns  her  quarry  lodged  beyond  the  grave. 

There  should  it  fail  us,  (it  must  ful  us  there, 
If  being  faiLs)  more  mournful  riddles  rise. 
And  virtue  vies  with  hope  in  mystery. 
Why  virtue?  wht-rc  its  praise,  its  being,  fled*? 
Virtue  is  true  self-interest  pursued; 
What  true  st'lf-interest  of  quite  mortal  manl 
To  close  with  all  that  makes  him  happy  heio. 
If  vice  (as  sometimes)  is  our  friend  on  earth. 
Then  vice  is  \irtue;  'tis  our  sovereign  good. 
In  self  applause  is  virtue's  golden  prize? 
No  self-applause  attends  it  on  thy  scheme. 
Whence  self-applause?    from  conscience  of  \bm 

right; 
And  what  is  right,  but  means  of  happiness? 
No  means  of  happiness  when  virtue  yields; 
That  basis  failing,  falls  the  building  tou, 
And  lays  in  ruin  every  virtuous  joy. 

The  rigid  guanlian  of  a  blameless  heart, 
So  long  revered,  so  long  reputed  wise. 
Is  weak,  with  rank  knight-errantries  o'er-run. 
Why  beats  thy  bosom  with  illustrious  dreams 
Of  self-exposure,  laudable,  and  great  '* 
Of  gallant  enterprise,  and  glorious  death? 
Die  for  thy  county? — thou  romantic  fool! 
Seize,  seize  the  plank  thyself,  and  let  her  dnk. 


\ 
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Thy  country !  wliat  to  thee  1— the  Godhead,  whatl 
(I  tfpoak  with  awe!)  though  he  should  bid  thee 

bleed, 
If,  with  thy  blood,  thy  final  hope  is  spilt 7 
Nor  can  Oinni)iOtcncc  reward  the  blow. 
Ro  deaf;  preserve  thy  being;  disobey. 

\ur  is  it  disobedience.     Know,  Lorenzo, 
Wliatc'cr  the  Ahiii<rhty*8  {subsequent  command, 
Hi?  first  command  is  this: — '  Man,  love  thyseUl' 
In  (his  alone  free  agents  are  not  free.      ^ 
Existence  is  the  basis,  bliss  the  prize; 
If  virtue  costs  existence,  His  a  crime; 
Bold  violation  of  our  law  supreme; 
Black  suicide ;  though  nations,  which  consult 
Their  gain  at  thy  expense,  resouml  applause. 

Since  virtue's  recompense  is  doubtful  here,     • 
If  man  dies  wholly ;  well  may  we  demand 
Why  is  man  suffered  to  l»e  good,  in  vain  1 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  enjoined? 
Why  to  be  good  in  vain,  is  man  l»etrayed  7 
Betrayed  by  traitors  lodged  in  his  own  breast, 
By  sweet  complacencies  from  virtue  felt? 
Why  wliisi)er8  Nature  lies  on  Virtue's  part? 
Or  if  blind  Instinct  (which  assumes  thenama 
Of  sacred  Consilience)  plays  the  fool  in  man, 
Why  reason  made  accomplice  in  the  cheat? 
Why  are  the  wisest  loudest  in  her  praise? 
Can  man  by  reason's  beam  be  led  astray ! 
Or,  at  his  peril,  imitate  his  God  ? 
Since  virtue  sometimes  ruins  us  on  earth, 
Or  both  are  true,  or  man  survives  the  grave. 

Or  man  survives  the  grave ;  our  own,  Lorenzo, 
Thy  Inmst  supreme  a  wild  absurdity. 
Dauntless  thy  spirit,  cowards  are  thy  scorn; 
Grant  man  immortal,  and  thy  scorn  is  just. 
The  man  immortal,  rationally  brave. 
Dares  rush  on  dcalh — btK-ause  he  can  not  die! 
But  if  man  loses  all  when  Ufe  is  lost. 
Tic  lives  a  coward,  or  a  fool  expires. 
A  daring  infidel  (and  such  there  are. 
From  pride,  example,  lucre,  rage,  revenge, 
Or  pure  heroical  defect  of  thought) 
Of  idl  earth's  madmen  most  deserves  a  chain. 

When  to  the  grave  we  follow  the  renowned 
t'or  valour,  virtue,  science,  all  wc  love. 
And  all  wc  praise;   for  worth  whose  noon-tide 

Iieam, 
Enabling  us  to  think  in  higher  style, 
Mends  our  ideas  of  ethereal  powers; 
Dream  we,  that  lustre  of  the  moral  world 
Goes  out  in  stench,  and  rottenness  the  close? 
Why  was  ho  wise  to  know,  and  warm  to  praise. 
And  strenuous  to  transcribe,  in  human  life. 
The  mini  Almighty?    Could  it  be  that  Fate, 
Just  when  the  lineaments  l>egan  to  shine. 
And  dawn  the  Deity,  should  snatch  the  draught. 
With  night  eternal  blot  it  out,  and  give 
Th(.  skies  alarm,  lest  angels  too  might  die? 
if  buman  loulii  why  not  angelic,  too, 


'  Extinguished;  and  a  solitary  God, 
O  er  ghastly  ruin  frowning  from  his  throne? 
Shall  we  this  moment  gaze  on  God  in  man. 
The  next  lose  man  for  e^-er  in  the  dust? 
From  dust  we  disengage,  or  man  nustakea, 
And  there,  where  least  his  judgment  fean  a  fl 
Wisdom  and  worth  how  boldly  he  commendi 
Wisdom  and  worth  are  sacred  names,  Te\tni 
"Where  not  embraced;  applavdcd,  deified; 
Why  not  com[»assione<l  too?  if  spirits  die, 
Both  are  calamities,  inflicted  both 
To  make  us  but  more  wretched.    Wisdom's  c 
Acute,  for  what?  to  spy  more  miseries; 
And  worth,  so  iecom|)ensed,   new-points  H 

stinjTs. 
Or  man  surmounts  the  grave,  or  gain  is  loos, 
And  worth  exalted  humbles  us  the  more. 
Thou  wilt  not  patronize  a  scheme  that  makes 
Weakness  and  vice  the  refuge  of  mankind. 

'  Has  virtue,  then,  no  joys?' — Yes,  joys  c 
l)OUght. 
Talk  ne'er  so  long,  in  this  imperfect  state 
Virtue  and  vice  are  at  eternal  war. 
Virtue's  a  combat;  and  who  fights  for  nought 
Or  for  precarious,  or  for  small  reward  ? 
Who  virtue's  self-reward  so  loud  resound, 
Would  take  dcgrcH^  angelic  here  lielow. 
And  virtue,  while  they  compliment,  betray, 
By  feeble  motives  and  unfaithful  guards. 
The  crown,  the  unfading  crown,  her  soul  inspij 
'Tis  that,  and  that  alone,  can  countervail 
The  IkmIv's  treacheries  and  the  world's  assanlti 
On  earth's  \x)ot  pay  our  famished  virtue  dies; 
Truth  incontcstible !  in  sjiite  of  all 
A  Bayle  has  preached,  or  a  Voltaire  believed. 

In  man  the  more  we  dive,  the  more  we  see 
Heaven's  signet  stamping  an  immortal  make. 
Dive  io  the  bottom  of  his  soul,  the  base 
Sustainnig  all,  what  find  we?  knowledge,  Ion 
As  light  and  heat,  essential  to  the  sun, 
These  to  the  soul;  and  why,  if  souls  expire? 
How  little  lovely  here?  how  little  known? 
Small  knowledge  we  dig  up  with  endlefs  toil. 
And  love  unfeigned  may  purchase  perf(>ct  hale 
Why  star\'od,  on  earth,  our  angel-appetites, 
While  brutal  are  indulged  their  fulsome  fill? 
Were  then  capacities  di%ine  conferred. 
As  a  mock  diadem,  in  savage  sport, 
Rank  insult  of  our  {x>i(ipous  poverty. 
Which  reaps  but  pain  from  seeming  claims  so  f: 
In  future  ajxe  lies  no  reilress  ?  and  slmts 
Eternity  the  door  on  our  complaint  ? 
If  so,  for  what  strange  ends  were  mortals  mad( 
The  worst  to  wallow,  and  the  best  to  weep : 
The  man  who  merits  most,  must  most  complai 
Can  we  conceive  a  disregard  in  Heaven 
What  the  worst  perpetrate,  or  best  endure? 

This  can  not  bo.    To  love  and  know,  in  tn 
Is  boundless  appetite  and  boundleai  ptwer 
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Aim!  these  demonstrate  boundloss  objects  too. 
Objcctn,  powera,  appetites,  Heaven  suits  in  all. 
Nor,  nature  through,  e'er  violates  tliis  sweet 
Eternal  concord  on  her  tuneful  string. 
[f  man  the  sole  exception  from  her  laws ! 
Eternity  struck  off  from  human  ho])e, 
(I  speak  with  truth,  but  veneration  too) 
Man  is  a  monster,  the  reproach  of  Heaven, 
A  stain,  a  dark,  impenetrable  cloud 
On  Nature^s  beauteous  aspect,  and  deforms 
(Amazing  blot!)  deforms  her  with  her  lord. 
If  such  is  man's  allotment,  what  is  Heaven  1 
Or  own  the  soul  immortal,  or  blaspheme. 

Or  own  the  soul  immortal,  or  invert 
All  order.    Go,  mock-majesty !  go,  man ! 
And  bow  to  thy  superiors  of  the  stall, 
Through  every  scene  of  sense  superior  iar 
They  graze  the  turf  untilied,  they  drink  the  stream 
tJnbrcwed,  and  ever  full,  and  uneuibittered 
"With  doubts,  fears,  fruitless  hopes,   regrets,  de- 
spairs, 
Mankind's  peculiar!  Reason's  precious  dower! 
No  foreign  clime  they  ransack  for  their  robes, 
Nor  brothers  cite  to  the  litigious  bar ; 
Their  good  is  good  entire,  unmixed,  unmarred; 
Thoy  iiud  a  paradise  in  every  field. 
On  boughs  forbidden  where  no  curses  hang: 
Their  ill  no  more  than  strikes  the  sense,  un- 

itretched 
By  pfTvious  dread,  or  murmur  in  the  rear: 
When  the  worst  comes,  it  comes  unfcared ;  one 

stroke 
Begins  and  ends  their  wo :  they  die  but  once; 

Blewcd,  incommunicable  privilege !  fur  which 

Froad  man,  who  rules  the  globe  and  reads  the 

■tar*, 

Philoaopher  or  hero,  sighs  in  vain. 

Account  fcyr  t)us  prerogative  in  brutes. 
No  day,  no  glimpse  of  day,  to  solve  the  knot, 
Bui  what  beams  on  it  from  Eternity. 
•  O  sole  and  sweet  solution !  that  unties 
The  diflficult,  and  softens  the  severe; 
The  cloud  on  Nature's  beauteous  face  dispels; 
Rnftorea  bright  order ;  casts  the  brute  beneath. 
And  reinthrones  ns  in  supremacy 
Of  joy,  even  hero.    Admit  immortal  life, 
And  virtue  is  knight-errantry  no  more; 
E«ch  irirtoe  brings  in  hand  a  golden  dower, 
Far  richer  in  reversion:  hope  exults, 
And  though  much  bitter  in  our  cup  is  thrown, 
Predominates,  and  gives  the  taste  of  Heaven. 
O  wherefore  is  the  Deity  so  kind  ? 
Avtoniffhing  beyond  astonishment ! 
Heaven  our  reward — for  heaven  enjoyed  below. 

Stin  unsubdued  thy  stubborn  heart  1 — for  there 
The  traitor  lurks,  who  doubts  the  truth  I  sing : 
Reason  is  guiltless ;  Will  alone  rcliels. — 
What^  in  that  rtubborn  heart,  if  I  should  find 
New  nnezpected  witnesses  against  thee  1 


j  Ambition,  Pleasure,  and  the  Love  of  gain ! 
Can'st  thou  susi>cct  tliatt  hose,  which  make  the  soui 
The  slave  of  earth,  should  own  ht-r  heir  of  Hear- 

en? 
Can'st  thou  suspect  what  makers  us  di>«believo 
Our  immortality  should  prove  it  sure  1 

First,  then,  Ambition  summon  to  the  bar. 
Ambition's  f.!iaine,  extravagance,  disgust. 
And  inoxtinguidhabic  nature,  s|)oak : 
Each  much  deixises;  hear  them  in  tlieir  turn. 

Thv  soul  how  i>assionateIv  fond  of  fame! 

^  1  ^ 

How  anxious  that  fond  pas-^ion  to  conceal ! 
We  blush,  (litrctt'd  in  designs  on  praise. 
Though  for  lust  deeds,  and  from  the  best  of  men  j 
And  why  1  lH?cause  immortal.     Art  divine 
Has  made  the  \toi]y  tutor  to  the  soul ; 
Heaven  kindly  gives  our  bloo<l  a  moral  flow, 
Bids  it  ascend  the  jrlowinir  cheek,  and  there 
Upbraid  that  liltk»  heart's  inglorious  aim 
Wliic!i  «!toops  to  court  a  character  from  man; 
While  o'er  us,  in  tremendous  judgment,  sit 
Far  more  them  man,  with  endless  praise  and  blame. 

Ambition's  lH)«ndless  ap]x^tlte  outs])eaks 
The  verdict  of  its  shame.     When  souls  takefira 
At  high  presumptions  of  their  own  desert. 
One  age  is  juK^r  apjilaust'?:  the  mighty  shout, 
The  thunder  by  tlie  living  few  l>egun. 
Lute  time  must  echo,  worlds  iml>orn  resound. 
We  wb^h  our  names  eteniallv  to  live ; 
Wild  dream !  which  never  had   haunted  human 

thought. 
Had  not  our  natures  Iven  eternal  too. 
Instinct  {)oints  out  an  interest  in  hereafter. 
But  our  blind  reason  sees  not  where  he  liw. 
Or,  seeing,  gives  the  substance  for  the  .shade. 

Shame  is  the  shade  of  Immortality,  • 

And  in  itself  a  sliadow;  soon  as  caught 
Contemned,  it  shrinks  to  nothing  in  the  grasp. 
Consult  the  ambitiuus,  'tis  ambition's  cure. 
*  And  is  this  all  ?  jcricd  Ciesar,  at  his  height, 
Disgusttnl.     Tliis  third  proof  Ambition  brings 
Of  immortality.     The  first  in  fame, 
Observe  him  near,  your  envy  will  abate: 
Shamed  at  the  disprt'>portion  vast  between 
The  passion  and  tlie  jmrchase,  he  will  sigh 
At  such  success,  nn«l  blush  at  his  renown. 
And  why  7  l>ecau9e  far  richer  \m7jct  invites 
His  heart ;  far  more  illustrious  glory  calls; 
It  calls  in  whisspers,  yet  the  deafest  hear. 

And  can  Ambition  a  fourth  proof  supply  1 
It  can,  and  stronger  than  the  former  three. 
Yet  quite  o'erlooked  by  some  reputed  wise. 
Though  disapiwintments  in  ambitum  pain, 
And  though  success  disgusts,  yet  still,  Losenzo! 
In  vnin  we  strive  to  pluck  it  from  our  hearts, 
By  Nature  planted  for  the  noblest  ends.     • 
Altsurd  the  famed  axlviceto  Pj-rrhus  given, 
More  praised  than  ^wndered*   specious,  but  on 
sound: 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


Soauer  that  hero's  sword  tho  world  had  quelled, 

Than  reason  his  ambition.     Man  must  soar; 

An  obstinate  activity  within, 

An  insuppressive  spring,  will  toss  him  up 

In  spite  of  Fortune's  load.    Not  kings  alone, 

Each  \iUagcr  has  his  ambition  too : 

No  sultan  prouder  than  his  fettered  slave. 

Slaves  build  their  little  Babyloiis  of  straw, 

Echo  tho  proud  Assyrian  ni  tlieir  hearts. 

And  cry, — '  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might !' 

And  wily  1  because  immortal  as  their  lord ; 

And  souls  immortal  must  for  ever  heave 

At  something  great ;  the  glitter  or  the  gold ; 

The  praise  of  mortals,  or  the  praise  of  Heaven  I 

Nor  absolutely  vain  is  human  praise, 
Wiien  human  is  supported  by  divine. 
I'll  introduce  Lorenzo  to  himself; 
Pleasure  and  Pride  (bad  masters !)  sliarc  our  hearts. 
As  love  of  pleasure  is  ordained  to  guard 
And  ft^d  our  bodies,  and  extend  our  race ; 
The  love  of  praise  is  planted  to  protect 
And  propagate — the  glories  of  the  mind ! 
What  is  it,  but  the  love  of  praise,  inspires. 
Matures,  reflnes,  embellishes,  exalts, 
Earth's  happiness  ?  from  that  the  delicate. 
The  grand,  the  marvellous,  of  civil  life. 
Want  and  convenience,  under- workers,  lay 
The  basis  on  wiiich  love  of  glory  builds. 
Nor  is  thy  life,  O  Virtue !  less  in  debt 
To  praise  thy  secret-stimulating  friend. 
Were  men  not  proud,  what  merit  should  we  miss ! 
Pride  made  the  virtues  of  the  Pa:;an  world. 
Praise  is  the  salt  that  seasons  right  to  man, 
A  nd  whets  his  ap|)etite  for  moral  good. 
Thirst  of  applause  is  Virtue's  second  guard, 
Reason  iier  first ;  but  reason  wants  an  aid ; 
Our  private  reason  is  a  flatterer ; 
Thirst  of  applause  calls  public  judgment  in 
To  poise  our  own,  to  keep  an  even  scale. 
And  give  endangered  Virtue  fairer  play. 

Here  a  fifth  proof  arises,  stronger  still. 
Why  this  so  nice  construction  of  our  hearts  ? 
These  delicate  moralities  of  sense. 
This  constitutional  reserve  of  aid 
To  succour  Virtue  when  our  reason  fails, 
If  virtue,  kept  alive  by  care  and  toil. 
And  oft  the  mark  of  injuries  on  earth 
When  laboured  to  maturity  (its  bill 
Of  disciplines  and  pains  unpaid)  must  die  1 
Why  freighted  rich  to  cash  against  a  rock  1 
Were  man  to  perish  when  most  fit  to  hvc, 
O  how  misspent  were  all  these  stratagems. 
By  skill  divine  inwoven  in  our  frame  ? 
Where  arc  Heaven's  holiness  and  mercy  fled  7 
Laugiip  Heaven,  at  once,  at  virtue  and  at  man  ? 
[f  not,  why  that  discouraged,  this  destroyed  7 — 

Thus  far  Ambition :  what  says  Avarice? 
Ihiff  bcr  chief  maxim,  which  has  long  been  thine : 
The  wwc  and  wealthy  arc  the  same.' — I  grant  it 


To  store  up  treasure,  with  incessant  tci\. 
This  is  man's  province,  this  liis  highest  pnu 
To  this  great  end  keen  Instinct  stings  him  oi 
To  guide  that  instinct.  Reason !  is  thy  dung 
'Tis  thine  to  tell  us  where  true  treasure  lies; 
But  Reason,  failing  to  discharge  he^  trust, 
Or  to  the  deaf  discharging  it  in  vain, 
A  blunder  follows,  and  blind  Industry, 
Galled  by  the  s])ur,  but  stranger  to  the  coun 
(The  course  where  stakesof  more  than  qM  »ze ' 
Overloading  with  the  cares  of  distant  age 
Tlie  jaded  spirits  of  the  present  hour, 
Provides  for  an  eternity  below. 

'  Thou  shalt  not  covet,'  is  a  wise  command. 
But  l)ounded  to  the  wealth  the  sun  surveys. 
Look  farther,  tho  c^unnand  stands  quite  revc 
And  avarice  is  a  virtue  most  divine. 
Is  faith  a  refuge  for  our  happiness  ? 
Most  sure ;  and  is  it  not  for  reason  too  1 
Nothing  this  world  unriddles  but  the  next. 
Whence  incxlinguishablo  lliirst  of  gain? 
From  inextinguishable  life  in  man : 
Man,  if  not  meant,  by  wortli,  to  reach  the  sk 
Had  wanted  win^  to  lly  s<.>  far  in  guilt. 
Sour  gra])es,  I  grant,  ninbition,  avarice; 
Yet  still  their  root  is  immortality : 
The:?c  its  wild  growths,  so  bitter  and  so  hate, 
(Pain  and  reproach  !)  religion  can  reclaim, 
Refine,  exalt,  throw  down  their  poisonous  lee, 
And  make  them  sparkle  in  the  bowl  of  blin. 

Sec,  the  third  witness  laughs  at  bliss  remol 
And  falsely  promises  an  Eden  here : 
Truth  she  shall  s|)eak  for  once,  though  prone  1 
A  common  cheat,  and  Pleasure  is  her  name. 
To  Pleasure  never  was  Lorenzo  deaf; 
Then  hear  her  now,  now  first  thy  real  frieni 

Since  Nature  made  us  not  more  fond  than  p 
Of  happiness,  (whence  hypocrites  in  joy  I 
Makers  of  mirth  !  artificers  of  smiles !) 
Why  should  the  joy  moat  poignant  sense  aflft 
Burn  us  with  bluslies,  and  rebuke  our  pride? 
Those  heaven-born  blushes  tell  us  man  dcso 
Even  in  the  zenith  of  his  earthly  bliss : 
Should  Reason  take  her  infidel  repose, 
This  honest  instinct  speaks  our  lineage  high 
This  instinct  calls  on  darkness  to  conceal 
Our  rapturous  relation  to  the  stalls. 
Our  glory  covers  us  with  noble  shame. 
And  he  that's  unconfounded  is  unmanned. 
The  man  that  blushes  is  not  quite  a  brute. 
Thus  far  with  thee,  Lorenzo !  will  I  close,-— 
Pleasure  is  good,  and  man  for  pleasure  msule 
But  ])leasurc,  full  of  glory  as  of  joy ; 
Pleasure,  which  neither  blushes  nor  expire*. 

The  witnesses  are  heard,  the  cause  Is  o*ct; 
Let  Conscience  file  the  sentence  in  her  coun 
Dearer  than  deeds  that  half  a  realm  convey, 
Thus,  sealed  by  Truth,  the' authentic  record 

*  Know  all ;  know  Infidels^ — ^unapt  to  kno 
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yonioftalily  your  nature  mIvm; 
nrk  fanmoitality  dedphen  man, 
And  openi  all  the  mysteries  of  his  make : 
Without  it,  half  his  instincts  are  a  riddle ; 
Without  It,  all  his  virtues  are  a  dream : 
Bm  tery  crimes  attest  his  dignity ; 
His  sateless  thirst  of  pleasure,  gold,  and  fame, 
Declares  him  bom  for  blessings  infinite. 
What  less  than  infinite  makes  unabsuid 
Passions,  which  all  on  earth  but  more  inflames  ? 
Fierce  passions,  so  mismeasured  to  this  scene, 
Stretched  out,  like  eagles'  wings,  beyond  our  nest, 
Far,  far  beyond  the  worth  of  all  below, 
For  earth  too  large,  presage  a  nobler  flight, 
And  evidence  our  title  to  the  dues.' 

Ye  gentle  theologues  of  calmer  kind ! 
Whose  constitution  dictates  to  your  pen, 
Wlio^  cold  yourselves,  think  ardour  comes  from  hell ! 
'Think  not  our  passions  from  corruption  sprung. 
Though  to  corruption  now  they  lend  their  wings : 
That  B  their  mistress ;  not  their  mother.    All 
(And  justly)  Reason  deem  divine :  I  see, 
I  feel  a  grandeur  in  the  passions  too, 
Which  speaks  their  high  descent  and  gbrious  end ; 
Which  speaks  them  rays  of  an  eternal  fire : 
in  Parai&e  itself  they  burnt  as  strong 
Ere  Adam  fell,  though  wiser  in  their  aim. 
like  the  proud  Eastern,  struck  by  Providence, 
Wbat  though  our  passions  are  run  mad,  and  stoop, 
With  low  terrestrial  appetite,  to  graze 
On  tnuth,  on  toys,  dethroned  from  on  high  1 
Yet  stin,  through  their  disgrace,  no  feeble  ray 
Of  greatness  shines,  and  tells  us  whence  they  fell : 
Bat  theBe(likethat  fidlen  monarch  when  reclaimed) 
When  Reason  moderates  the  reign  aright. 
Shall  le-asoend,  remount  their  former  sphere, 
Where  once  they  soared  illustrious,  ere  seduced, 
By  wanton  Eve's  debauch,  to  stroll  on  earth, 
And  set  the  sublunary  world  on  fire. 

But  grant  their  frenzy  lasts ;  their  frenzy  fails 
To  £sappoint  one  providential  end 
For  wideh  Heaven  blew  up  ardour  in  our  hearts. 
Wete  Reason  silent,  boundless  Passion  speaks 
A  fotnn  scene  of  boundless  objects  too, 

And  Inngi  glad  tidings  of  eternal  day. 

Etcmil  day !  'tis  that  enlightens  all, 

^"^  dl,  by  that  enlightened,  proves  it  sure. 

^^"■Ueriiian  as  an  immortal  being, 

lB><B|iblein,andanisgreat; 

A  ei}ili|liiie  transparency  prevails, 

And  «i3ui  ^  lustre  through  the  human  sphere  : 

^^^""der  man  as  mortal,  all  is  dark 

Aid  wniched ;  Reason  weeps  at  the  survey, 
"^feamed  Lorenzo  cries,  *  And  let  her  weep ; 

^^  nodem  Reason :  ancient  times  were  wise. 

AiMty,  that  venerable  guide, 

Attdb  on  my  pait ;  the  famed  Athenian  Porch 

(Aad  who  for  wisdom  so  renowned  as  they  1) 
=^|    naJBd  this  immortality  to  man.' 
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I  grant  it ;  but  afHrm,  they  proved  it  too. 

'  A  riddle  this !' — Have  patience ;  111  cxplakL 

What  noble  vanities,  what  moral  flights, 
Glittering  through  their  romantic  wisdom's  pag^, 
Make  us,  at  once,  despise  them  and  admire  1 
Fable  is  flat  to  these  high-seasoned  Sires ; 
They  leave  the'  extravagance  of  song  below. 
'  Flesh  shall  not  feel,  or,  feeling,  shall  enjoy 
The  dagger  or  the  rack ;  to  them  alike 
A  bed  of  roses,  or  the  burning  bull.' 
In  men  exploding  all  beyond  the  grave, 
Strange  doctrine  this !  as  doctrine  it  was  strange, 
But  not  as  prophecy;  for  such  it  proved, 
And,  to  their  own  amazement,  was  fulfilled : 
They  feigned  a  firmness  Christians  need  not  fieigiL 
The  Christian  truly  triumphed  in  the  flame ; 
The  Stoic  saw,  in  double  wonder  lost, 
Wonder  at  them,  and  wonder  at  himself, 
To  find  the  bold  adventures  of  his  thought 
Not  bold,  and  that  he  strove  to  lie  in  vain. 

Whence,  then,  those  thoughts — those  towering 
thoughts,  that  flew 
Such  monstrous  heights ! — from  instinct  and  frooi 

pride. 
The  glorious  instinct  of  a  deathless  soul. 
Confusedly  conscious  of  her  dignity, 
Suggested  truths  they  could  not  understand. 
In  Lust's  dominion,  and  in  Passion's  storm, 
Truth's  system  broken,  scattered  fragments  lay, 
As  light  in  chaos,  glimmering  through  the  gloom: 
Smit  with  the  pomp  of  lofty  sentiments, 
Plcas'd  Pride  proclaimed  what  Reason  dwheliovedi 
Pride,  like  the  Delphic  priestess,  with  a  swell 
Raved  nonsense,  destin^  to  be  future  sense, 
When  life  immortal,  in  full  day,  should  shine, 
And  Death's  dark  shadows  fly  the  Gospel-sniL 
They  spoke  what  nothing  but  immortal  souls 
Could  speak ;  and  thus  the  truth  they  questioned 
proved. 

'  Can,  then,  absurdities,  as  well  as  crimes, 
Speak  man  immortal  V    All  things  speak  him  so. 
Much  has  been  urged ;  and  dost  thou  coll  for  morel 
Coll,  and  with  endless  questions  be  distressed, 
AH  unresolvable,  if  earth  is  all. 

*  Why  life  a  moment?  infinite  desire? 
Our  wish  eternity,  our  home  the  gravel 
Heaven's  promise  dormant  lies  in  human  hope 
Who  wishes  life  immortal,  proves  it  too. 
Why  happiness  punued,  though  never  found  1 
Man's  thirst  of  happiness  declares  it  is 
(For  Nature  never  gravitates  to  nought) 
That  thirst  unqucnched,  declares  it  is  not  heie. 
My  Lucia,  thy  Clarissa  call  to  thought ; 
Why  cordial  friendship  riveted  so  deep, 
As  hearts  to  pierce  at  first,  at  parting  rand, 
If  friend  and  friendship  vanish  in  an  hourl 
Is  not  this  torment  in  the  mask  of  joy  1 
Why  by  reflection  marred  the  joys  of  sense  7 
Why  past  and  future  preying  on  ouxh^»vts, 
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And  putting  all  oar  present  joys  to  death? 
Why  labours  reason  1  instinct  were  as  well; 
Instinct  far  better :  what  can  choose  can  err. 

0  how  infallible  the  thoughtless  brute ! 
'Twere  well  his  Holiness  were  half  as  sore, 
Reason  with  inclination  why  at  war? 

Why  sense  of  guilt  1  why  conscience  up  in  amwl 

Conscience  of  guilt  is  prophecy  of  pain, 
And  bosom-counsel  to  decline  the  blow. 
Reason  with  inclination  ne*er  had  jarr'd, 
If  nothing  future  paid  forbearance  here. 
Thus  on — these,  and  a  thousand  pleas  uncall'd, 
All  promise,  some  insure,  a  second  scene ; 
Which,  were  it  doubtful,  would  be  dearer  far 
Than  all  things  else  most  certain:  were  it  false, 
What  truth  on  earth  so  precious  as  the  lie? 
This  world  it  gives  us,  let  what  will  ensue ; 
This  world  it  gives  in  that  high  cordial,  hope ; 
The  future  of  the  present  is  the  soul. 

1  low  this  life  groans  when  severed  from  the  next  V 
Poor  mutilated  wretch  that  disbelieves ! 

By  dark  distrust  his  being  cut  in  two, 
(n  both  parts  perishes ;  life  void  of  joy. 
Sad  prelude  of  eternity  in  pain ! 

Couldst  thou  persuade  mo  the  next  life  could  fail 
Our  ardent  wishes,  how  should  I  pour  out 
My  bleeding  heart  in  anguish,  new  as  deep ! 
Oh !  with  what  thoughts  thy  hope,  and  my  de- 
spair, 
Abhor'd  Annihilation !  blasts  the  toul, 
And  wide  extends  the  bounds  of  human  wo ! 
Could  I  believe  Lorenzo's  system  true, 
In  this  black  channel  would  my  ravings  run  :— 

'  Grief  from  the  future  borrow'd  peace,  ere-while. 
The  future  vanished!  and  the  present  pained! 
Strange  import  of  unprecedented  ill ! 
Fall  how  profound  I  like  Lucifer^s  the  fall ! 
Unequal  fate !  his  fall,  without  his  guilt ! 
From  where  fond  Hope  built  her  pavilion  high, 
The  gods  among,  hurled  headlong,  hurled  at  once 
To  night!  to  nothing!  darker  still  than  night. 
If  twas  a  dream,  why  wake  me,  my  wont  foe, 
Ix>renzo !  boastful  of  the  name  of  friend ! 
O  for  delusion !  O  for  error  still ! 
Could  vengeance  strike  much  stronger  than  to 

plant 
A  thinking  being  in  a  world  like  this. 
Not  over-rich  before,  now  bcggar'd  quite, 
More  curs'd  than  at  the  fidll — The  sun  goes  out! 
The  thorns  shoot  up !  what  thorns  in  every  tho't ! 
Why  sense  of  better?  it  imbitters  worse. 
Why  sense?  why  life?  if  but  to  sigh,  then  sink 
To  what  I  was !  twice  nothing !  and  much  wo! 

Wo  from  Heaven's  bounties!  wo  from  what  was 
wont 

To  6atter  most,  high  intellectaal  powers. 
Thought,  virtue,  knowledge!  blessings,  by  thy 

scheme, 
All  puisom^  into  pains.    Hrrt,  knowledge,  onoe 


My  soul's  ambition,  now  her  greatest  dread. 
To  know  myself  true  wisdom? — No;  to  sbni 
That  shocking  science,  parent  of  Despair ; 
Avert  thy  mirror;  if  I  see,  I  die. 

'  Know  my  Creator?  climb  hb  bleseed  aboi 
By  painful  speculation,  pierce  the  veil. 
Dive  in  his  nature,  read  hb  attributes, 
And  gaze  in  admiration— on  a  foe. 
Obtruding  life,  withholding  happiness  I 
From  the  full  rivers  that  surround  his  throne, 
Not  letting  fall  one  drop  of  joy  on  man ; 
Man  gasping  for  one  drop,  that  he  might  oew 
To  curse  his  birth,  nor  envy  reptiles  more; 
Ye  sable  clouds,  ye  darkest  shades  of  night  I 
Hide  him,  forever  hide  him  from  my  thought. 
Once  all  my  comfort,  source,  and  soul  of  joy! 
Now  leagued  with  furies,  and  with  thee,^  agi 

me. 
'  Know  his  achievements  ?  study  his  renow 
Contemplate  this  Amazing  Universe, 
Dropt  from  his  hand  with  miracles  replete  I 
For  what?  mid  miracles  of  nobler  name 
To  find  one  miracle  of  misery? 
To  find  the  being,  which  alone  can  know 
And  praise  his  works,  a  blemish  on  his  praise 
Through  Nature's  ample  range,  in  thooghl 

stroll, 
And  start  at  man,  the  single  mourner  there, 
Breathing  high  hope !  chain'd  down  to  pangs 

death? 
'  Knowing  is  suffering :  and  shall  Yirtoe  si 
The  sigh  of  Knowledge?— Virtue  shares  tbes 
By  straining  up  the  steep  of  excellent. 
By  battles  fought,  and  from  temptation  woo, 
What  gains  she  but  the  pang  of  seeing  worth, 
Angelic  worth,  soon  shuffled  in  the  dark 
With  every  vice,  and  swept  to  brutal  dart? 
Merit  is  madness,  virtue  is  a  crime, 
A  crime  to  reason,  if  it  costs  us  pain 
Unpaid :  what  pain,  amidst  a  thousand  mora^ 
To  think  the  most  abandoned,  after  days 
Of  triumph  o'er  their  betters,  find  in  death 
As  soft  a  pillow,  nor  make  fouler  clay ! 

*  Duty !  religion !— these,  our  duty  done, 
Imply  reward.  Religion  is  mistake. 
Duty! — there 's  none,  but  to  repel  the  cheat. 
Ye  Cheats!  away:  ye  daughters  of  my  pride. 
Who  feign  yourselves  the  favourites  of  the  i^ 
Ye  towering  Hopes !  abortive  energies ! 
That  toss  and  struggle  in  my  lying  breast, 
To  scale  the  skies,  and  build  presumption  thei 
As  I  were  heir  of  an  eternity 
Vain,  vain  ambitions !  trouble  me  no  more. 
Why  travel  far  in  quest  of  sure  defeat  1 
As  bounded  as  my  being  be  my  wish. 
All  is  inverted,  wisdom  is  a  fooL 
Sense!  take  the  rein!  blind  Passum!  dri^  as  o 
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And,  Ignonnoe!  befriend  vm  on  oar  way; 
Ym  new,  bat  traert  patrons  of  oar  peace ! 
Yei,  give  the  pnlse  full  empire ;  live  the  brate, 
Binoe  a«  the  brute  we  die :  the  sum  of  man, 
Of  Grodlike  man !  to  revel  and  to  rot. 

'  But  not  on  equal  terais  with  other  brates; 
Their  revels  a  more  poignant  relish  yield, 
And  safer  too;  they  never  poisons  choose. 
Instinct  than  reason  makes  more  wholesome  meals. 
And  sends  all-marring  Murmur  &r  away. 
For  sensual  life  they  best  philosophise, 
Thors  that  serene  the  sages  sought  in  vain : 
Tis  man  alone  expostulates  with  Heaven: 
His  all  the  power  and  all  the  cause  to  mourn. 
Shall  human  eyes  alone  dissolve  in  tears? 
And  bleed  in  anguish  none  but  human  hearts  1 
The  wide  stretched  realm  of  intellectual  wo, 
Borpassing  sensual  far,  is  all  our  own. 
In  life  so  fatally  distinguished,  why 
Cast  in  one  lot,  confounded,  lumped  in  death  1 

'  Ere  yet  in  being,  was  mankind  in  guilt  ? 
Why  thundered  this  peculiar  clause  against  us, 
*  AD-oiortal,  and  all-wretched !' — Have  the  skies 
Reasons  of  state  their  subjects  may  not  scan. 
Nor  humbly  reason  when  they  sorely  sigh  1— 
'  AD-mortal,  and  all-wretched !' — 'Tis  too  much. 
Unparalleled  in  Nature :  'tis  too  much. 
On  being  unrequested  at  thy  hands. 
Omnipotent!  for  I  see  nought  but  power. 
'And  why  see  that?  why,  thought!   To  toil 
and  eat, 
Then  make  our  bed  in  darkness,  needs  no  thought 
What  euperfluities  are  reasoning  souls ! 
Oh !  give  eCenuty,  or  thought  destroy. 
But  witboot  thooght  our  curse  were  half  unfelt; 
lie  blonted  edge  would  spare  the  throbbing  heart, 
And  theiefbre 'tis  bestowed.  I  thank  thee.  Reason! 
For  aiding  fife's  too  small  calamities. 
And  giving  being  to  the  dread  of  death. 
Bocli  aie  thy  bounties! — ^Was  it  then  too  much 
Por  me  to  trespase  on  the  brutal  rights  1 
Too  nnch  for  Heaven  to  make  one  emmet  morel 
Too  much  for  Chaos  to  permit  my  mass 
A  loiter  stay  with  essences  unwrought, 
Unfoshioned,  nntormented  into  man  ? 
Wretched  preferment  to  this  round  of  painsl 
Wretched  captivity  of  frenzy,  thought! 
'Wretched  eaptivi^  of  dying,  life! 
Lifo,  thought,  vrorth,  vrisdom,  all  (O  foul  revolt!) 
Onoe  fSriends  to  peace,  gone  over  to  the  foe. 
*  Death,  then,  has  changed  its  nature  too.    O 
Death! 
Come  to  my  bosom,  thou  best  gift  of  Heaven ! 
"Best  friend  of  man !  dnoe  man  b  man  no  more. 
Why  in  this  thorny  wilderness  so  long. 
Since  ttieie  's  no  promised  land's  ambrosial  bower 
To  pay  me  with  its  honey  for  my  stings  1 
It  needfhl  to  tlie  selfish  schemes  of  Heaven 
To  sting  tm  ioie.  why  mocked  our  miseryl 


Why  this  so  sumptuous  insult  o*er  our  heaif  1 
Why  this  illustrious  canopy  displayed  1 
Why  so  magnificently  lodged,  Despairl 
At  stated  periods,  sure-returning,  roll 
These  glorious  orbs,  that  mortals  may  oompnle 
Their  length  of  labours  and  of  pains,  nor  lose 
Their  misery's  full  measure  T—Smlles  with  floiiew 
And  fruits,  promiscuous,  ever-teeming  eaith,   - 
That  man  may  languish  in  luxurious  scenes, 
And  in  an  Eden  mourn  his  withered  joysl 
Claim  earth  and  skies  man's  admiration,  due 
For  such  delights  1  blessed  animals !  too  wise 
To  wonder,  and  too  happy  to  complain! 

*  Our  doom  decreed  demands  a  moumfol  seene: 
Why  not  a  dungeon  dark  for  the  condemned  1 
Why  not  the  dragon's  subterranean  den 
For  man  to  howl  in  1  why  not  his  abode 
Of  the  same  dismal  colour  with  his  fate  ? 
A  Thebes,  a  Babylon,  at  vast  expense 
Of  time,  toil,  treasure,  art,  for  owls  and  adders 
As  congruous,  as  for  man  this  lofty  dome. 
Which  prompts  proud  tliought,  and  kindles  high 

desire; 
If  from  her  humble  chamber  in  the  dust, 
While  proud  thought  swells,  and  high  desire  in- 
flames. 
The  poor  worm  calls  us  for  her  inmates  there, 
And  round  us  Death's  inexorable  hand 
Draws  the  dark  curtain  close,  undrawn  no  mors. 

'  Undrawn  no  more! — Behind  the  cloud  of  death. 
Once,  1  beheld  a  sun,  a  sun  which  gilt 
That  sable  cloud,  and  turned  it  all  to  gold. 
How  the  grave's  altered!  fathomless  as  hell! 
A  real  hell  to  those  who  dreamt  of  Heaveu« 
Annihilation !  how*it  yawns  before  me! 
Next  moment  I  may  drop  from  thought,  fromseiaSi| 
The  privilege  of  angels  and  of  worms. 
An  outcast  from  existence !  and  this  spirit, 
This  all-pervading,  this  all-conscious  soul, 
Tliis  particle  of  energy  divine. 
Which  travels  Nature,  files  from  star  to  star. 
And  visits  gods,  and  emulates  their  powers, 
For  ever  is  extinguished.    Horror !  death! 
Death  of  that  death  I  feariess,  once,  surveyed !*• 
When  horror  universal  shall  descend. 
And  heaven's  dark  concave  um  all  human  raoe^ 
On  that  enormous,  unrefunding  tomb. 
How  just  this  verse ;  this  monumental  sigh !'— 
"  Beneath  the  lumber  of  demolished  worldi^ 
Deep  in  the  rubbish  of  the  general  wreck, 
Swept  ignominious  to  the  common  mass 
Of  matter,  never  dignified  with  life. 
Here  lie  proud  rationale ;  the  sons  of  Heaven! 
The  lords  of  earth !  the  property  of  wonns  I 
Beings  of  yesterday,  and  no  to-morrow ! 
Who  lived  in  terror,  and  in  pangs  expired' 
All  gone  to  rot  in  chaos,  or  »o  niako 
Their  happy  transit  into  blucks  or  brutes^ 
Nor  longer  sully  their  Creator's  name." 
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LoMnol  bear,  paiuw,  ponder,  and  pronounoe. 
Just  is  this  hisloryl  if  such  is  man, 
Mankind's  historian,  though  di\ine,  might  vreep: 
And  dares  Lorenzo  smile— I  know  thco'proudl 
For  ofnee  let  pride  befriend  thee:  Pride  looks  pale 
At  such  a  scene,  and  sighs  for  something  more. 
Amid  thy  boasts,  presumptions,  and  displays, 
And  art  thou  then  a  shadow*?  less  than  shade? 
A  nothing  1  less  than  nothing  1  To  have  been, 
And  not  to  be,  is  lower  than  unborn. 
Art  thou  ambttbusi  why  then  make  the  worm 
Thine  equal  1 — Runs  thy  taste  of  pleasure  liigh  1 
Why  patronise  sure  death  of  eveiy  joy  7— 
Charm  riches?  why  choose  beggary  in  the  grave, 
Of  every  hope  a  bankrupt !  and  for  ever  ?— 
Ambition,  Pleasure,  Avarice,  persuade  thee 
To  make  that  world  of  glory,  rapture,  wealth. 
They  lately  proved,*  thy  soul's  supreme  desire ! 

What  art  thou  made  of  7  rather,  how  unmade? 
Great  Nature's  master-appettte  destroyed, 
Is  endless  life  and  happiness  despised: 
Or  both  wished  here,  where  neither  can  be  found. 
Such  man's  perverse,  eternal  war  with  Heaven ! 
Dar'st  thou  persist  1  and  is  there  nought  on  earth 
But  a  long  train  of  transitory  forms, 
Rising  and  breaking  millions  in  an  hour  7 
Bubbles  of  a  fantastic  deity,  blown  up 
In  sport,  and  then  in  cruelty  destroyed  ? 
Oh  1  for  what  crime,  unmerciful  Lorenzo ! 
Destroys  thy  scheme  the  whole  of  human  race  7 
Kind  is  fell  Lucifer  compared  to  thee. 
Oh!  spare  this  waste  of  being  halfKlivine, 
And  vindicate  the  economy  of  Heaven. 

Heaven  is  all  love,  all  joy  in  giving  joy; 
It  never  had  created  but  to  bless; 
And  shall  it  then  strike  off  the  list  of  life 
A  being  blessed,  or  worthy  so  to  be  7 
Heaven  starts  at  an  annihilating  God. 

Is  that,  all  Nature  starts  at,  thy  desire  7 
Art  such  a  clod  to  wish  thyself  all  clay  7 
What  is  that  dreadful  wish  7 — the  dying  groan 
Of  Nature,  murdered  by  the  blackest  guilt 
What  deadly  poison  has  thy  nature  drank  7 
To  nature,  undebauched,  no  shock  so  great. 
Nature's  first  wish  is  endless  happiness ; 
Annihilation  is  an  after- thotight, 
A  monstrous  wish,  unborn  till  Virtue  dies. 
And,  oh !  what  depth  of  horror  lies  inclosed ! 
Foi  non-existence  no  man  ever  wished. 
But  first  he  wished  the  Deity  destroyed. 

If  so ;  what  words  are  dark  enough  to  draw 
Thy  picture  true  7  the  darkest  are  too  fair. 
B«n'«th  what  baleful  planet,  in  what  hour 
Of  desperation,  by  what  fury's  aid, 
I A  what  infernal  posture  of  the  soul. 
All  hell  invited,  and  all  hell  in  joy 
4.t  luch  a  birth,  so  near  of  kin, 
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Did  thy  foul  fancy  whelp  so  black  a  schenw 
Of  hopes  abortive,  faculties  half-blown, 
And  deities  begun,  reduced  to  dust 

'  There's  nought  (thou  say'st)  but  one 
flux 

Of  feeble  essences,  tumultuous  driven 
Through  time's  rough  biUows  into  mght's  abyw.' 
Say,  in  this  rapid  tide  of  human  ruin^ 
Is  there  no  rock  on  which  man's  tossing  thought 
Can  rest  from  terror,  dare  his  fiUe  survey, 
And  boldly  think  it  something  to  be  bomi 
Amid  such  hourly  wrecks  of  being  fair, 
Is  there  no  central,  all-sustaining  base. 
All-realizing,  all-connecting  power. 
Which,  as  it  called  forth  all  things,  can  recall, 
And  force  Destructbn  to  refund  her  ^loill 
Command  the  grave  restore  her  taken  prey 
Bid  death's  dark  vale  its  human  hanrest  yield  1 
And  earth  and  ocean  pay  their  debt  of  man. 
True  to  the  grand  deposit  trusted  there  7 
Is  there  no  potentate,  whose  outstretched  arm, 
When  ripening  time  calls  forth  the  appoiota 

hour. 
Plucked  from  foul  Devastation's  famished  maw, 
Binds  present,  past,  and  future,  to  his  throne  1 
His  throne  how  glorious!  thus  divinely  graced 
By  germinating  beings  clustering  round ! 
A  gariand  worthy  the  Divinity! 
A  throne,  by  Heaven's  Omnipotence  in  Rnflei^ 
Built  (like  a  Pharos  towering  in  the  waves) 
Amidst  immense  effusions  of  his  love ! 
An  ocean  of  communicated  bliss! 

An  all-prolific,  all-preserving  God ! 
This  were  a  God  indeed. — And  such  b  nun. 
As  here  presumed ;  he  rises  from  hb  falL 
Think'st  thou  Omnipotence  a  naked  rooC| 
Each  blossom  fair  of  Deity  destroyed  7 
Nothing  U  dead ;  nay,  nothing  sleeps;  each  sool^ 
That  ever  animated  human  clay, 
Now  wakes,  b  on  the  wing :  and  where,  0  wliei\ 
Will  the  swarm  settle  7 — When  the  trumpet'sca^ 
As  sounding  brass,  collects  us,  round  Hcitc^ 

throne 

Conglobed,  we  bask  in  everlasting  day, 
(Paternal  splendour!)  and  adhere  forever. 
Had  not  the  soul  this  outbt  to  tlie  skies. 
In  thU  vast  vessel  of  the  univcrra 
How  should  we  gasp,  as  in  an  empty  void  t 
How  in  the  pangs  of  famished  hope  expire  t. 


How  bright  my  prospect  shines!  how 
thine ! 

A  trembling  world !  and  a  devouring  God  1 
Earth  but  the  shambles  of  Omnipotence! 
Heaven's  face  all  stained  with  causeless  m 
Of  countless  millions,  bom  to  feel  the  pan^ 
Of  being  lost    Lorenzo !  can  it  be  7 
Thb  bids  us  shudder  at  the  thoughts  of  I 
Who  would  be  bom  to  such  a  phantom 
Where  nought  substantial,  but  cvr 
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Where  Joy  (if  Joj)  hul  l^hteM  our  distvoa^ 
So  aooo  to  peniL»  ami  revive  jao  morel 
Tbe  greater  such  a  joj,  the  more  it  pains. 
A  work]  so  fa.*  from  great,  (and  yd  bow  great 
It  shines  to  thee ')  there's  nothing  real  in  it; 
Being,  a  shadow ;  omsciousncai,  a  dream : 
A  dream  how  dreadful !  universal  blank 
Befove  it  and  behind;  poor  man,  a  spark 
From  non-existence  struck  by  wrath  divine, 
Glittering  a  nMment,  nor  that  moment  sure, 
Midst  upper,  nether,  and  surrounding  night, 
His  sad,  sure,  sudden,  and  eternal  tomb ! 

Lorenzo !  dost  thou  feci  these  arguments? 
Or  is  there  nought  but  vengeance  can  be  fclf^ 
How  hast  thou,  dared  the  Deity  dethrone  1 
How  dared  indict  him  of  a  world  like  this  7 
If  such  the  world,  Creation  was  a  crime; 
For  what  is  crime,  but  cause  of  misery? 
Retract,  blasphemer !  and  unriddle  tfaJs, 
Of  endless  argument  above,  beiow, 
Without  us,  and  within,  the  short  result — 
'  If  man's  immortal,  there's  a  God  in  Heaven!' 

But  wherefore  such  redundancy?  such  waste 
Of  argument  1  one  sets  my  soul  at  rest; 
One  obvious,  and  at  hand,  and  oh ! — at  heart 
So  just  tho  skies,  Philander's  life  so  pained, 
His  heart  so  pure,  that  or  succeeding  scenes 
Have  palms  to  give,  or  ne'er  had  he  been  bom! 

'  What  an  old  talo  is  this!  Lorenzo  crics.-*- 
I  grant  this  argument  is  old;  but  truth 
No  years  impair ;  and  had  not  this  boon  true, 
Thou  never  had'st  despised  it  for  its  age. 
Truth  is  innnortal  as  thy  soul,  and  fable 
As  fleeting  as  thy  joys.    Be  wise,  nor  make 
Heaven's  highest  blessing  vengeance.   O  be  wise! 
Nor  make  a  curse  of  immortality  I 

Say,  know'st  thou  what  it  is,  or  what  thou  art? 
Know'ftt  thou  tbe  importance  of  a  soul  immortal  1 
Behold  this  mid-night  glory :  worlds  on  worlds ! 
Amazing  pomp;  redoubled  this  amaze! 
Ten  thouwnd  add;  add  twice  ten  thousand  more; 
TbeiB  weigh  the  whole;  one  soul  outweighs  them 

all, 
And  calls  the  astonishing  magnificence 
Of  oninteUigent  creation  poor. 

For  this,  believe  not  me :  no  man  believe; 
TiQsd  not  in  words,  but  deeds;  and  deeds  no  less 
Than  those  of  the  Supreme,  nor  his  a  few : 
Consult  them  all ;  consulted,  all  proclaim 
Thy  aours  importance.     Tremble  at  thyself, 
For  whom  Omnipotence  has  waked  so  long ; 
Hss  waked,  and  worked  for  ages;  from  the  birth 
Of  Nature  to  this  unbelieving  hour. 

In  this  small  province  of  his  vast  domain 
(All  Nature  bow  while  I  pronounce  his  name!) 
What  has  («od  done,  and  not  for  thui  sole  end, 
To  rescue  souls  from  death'?  The  soul's  high  price 
Is  writ  in  all  the  conduct  of  the  skies. 
The  soul's  high  price  b  the  Creation's  key, 


Unlocks  its  mysteries,  and  naked  lays 
The  genuine  cau^  of  every  deed  divine: 
That  is  the  chain  of  ages  which  msintaiiM 
Their  obvious  correspondence,  and  unites 
Most  distant  periods  in  one  blessed  design : 
That  is  the  mighty  hinge  on  which  have  turned 
All  re\oIutions,  whether  we  regard 
The  natural,  civil,  or  religious  worid ; 
The  former  two,  but  servants  to  the  third : 
To  that  their  duty  done,  they  both  expire, 
Their  mass  new-cast,  forgot  their  deeds  ronownec^ 
And  angels  ask,  *  Where  once  they  shone  so  fairV 

To  lift  us  from  this  abject,  to  sublime; 
This  flux,  to  permanent ;  this  dark,  to  ds^ ; 
This  foul,  to  pure;  this  turbid,  to  serene; 
This  mean,  to  mighty ! — fur  this  glorious  end 
The  Almighty,  rising,  his  long  sabbath  broke! 
The  world  was  made,  was  ruined,  was  restored: 
Laws  from  tho  skies  were  published,  were  xep 

pealed; 
On  earth  kings,  kingdoms,  rose ;  kings,  kingdom^ 

fell; 
Famed  sages  lighted  up  the  Pagan  world; 
Prophets  from  Sion  darted  a  keen  glance 
Through  distant  age;  saints  travelled,  martyn 

bled; 
By  wonders  sacred  Nature  stood  controlled; 
The  living  were  translated  ;  dead  were  raised; 
Angels,  and  more  than  angels,  came  from  Heaven : 
And,  oh!  for  this  descended  lower  still: 
Guilt  was  hell's  gloom ;  astonished  at  hb  guest, 
For  one  short  moment  Lucifer  adored. 
Lorenzo !  and  wilt  thou  do  less  1 — For  this 
That  hallowed  page,  fools  scoff  at,  was  inspired, 
Of  all  tliesc  truths  thrice-venerable  code! 
Deists;  perform  your  quarantine ;  and  then 
Fall  prostrate,  ere  you  touch  it,  lest  you  dio. 

Nor  less  intensely  bent  infernal  powers 
To  mar,  than  those  of  light,  this  end  to  gam. 
O  what  a  scene  is  here! — Lorenzo!  wake! 
Rise  to  the  thought;  exert,  expand  thy  soul 
To  take  the  vast  idea ;  it  denies 
All  else  the  name  of  great.   Two  warring  worlds, 
Not  Europe  against  Afric !  warring  worlds. 
Of  more  than  mortal!  mounted  on  the  wing! 
On  ardent  wings  of  energy  and  zeal, 
High-hovering  o'er  tliis  little  brand  of  strife. 
This  sublunary  ball. — But  strife,  for  what? 
In  their  own  cause  conflicting!  no:  in  thine. 
In  man's.     His  single  interest  blows  the  flame; 
His  the  sole  stake ;  his  fate  the  trumpet  sounds 
Which  kindles  war  immortal.     How  it  burns  i 
Tumultuous  swarms  of  deities  in  arms; 
Force  force  opposing,  till  the  waves  run  high. 
And  tempest  Nature's  universal  sphere. 
Such  oppositcs  etiTnal,  stedfaKt,  stern. 
Such  foes  implacable  are  good  and  ill; 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  mcoiate  peace  ^letwceo 

them. 
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thb  fiction:  'There  was  war  in 'AD  is  deluaion;  Nature  is  wrapt  up 


TliinlL  /lot 
Heaven.' 
Fram  Heaven's  high  cryital  mountain  where  it 

hung, 
Tlie  Ahnightj's  outstretched  ann  took  down  his 

DOW, 

And  shot  his  indignation  at  the  deep: 
Re-thundered  Hell,  and  darted  all  her  fires. — 
And  seems  the  stake  of  little  moment  still? 
And  alumben  man,  who  singly  caused  the  itonni 
He  sleeps. — And  art  thou  shocked  at  mysteries? 
The  greatest,  thou.    How  dreadful  to  reflect 
What  axdour,  care,  and  couniel,  mortals  cause 
In  breasts  divine!  how  little  in  tlieir  own ! 

Where'er  I  turn,  how  new  proo&  pour  upon  me! 
How  happily  this  wondrous  view  supports 
My  former  argument!  how  strongly  strikes 
Immortal  life's  full  demonstration  here ! 
Why  this  exertion  ?  why  thb  strange  regard 
From  Heaven's  Omnipotent  indulged  to  man? — 
Because  in  man  the  glorious,  dreadful  power, 
Extremely  to  be  pained,  or  blessed  for  ever. 
Duratica  gives  importance,  swells  the  price. 
An  angel,  if  a  creature  of  a  day, 
What  would  he  be?  a  trifle  of  no  weight; 
Or  stund  or  fall,  no  matter  which,  he's  gone. 
Because  immortal,  therefore  is  indulged 
Thb  strange  regard  of  deities  to  dust 
He^ice  Heaven  looks  down  on  earth  with  all  her 


eyes; 
Hence,  the  soul's  mighty  moment  in  her  sight ; 
Hence,  every  soul  has  partizans  above, 
And  every  thought  a  critic  in  the  skies: 
Hence,  clay,  vile  clay !  has  angcU  for  its  guard, 
And  every  guard  a  passion  for  his  ciiargc : 
Hence,  from  all  age,  the  cabinet  divine 
Has  held  high  counsel  o'er  the  fate  man. 

Nor  have  the  clouds  those  gracious  counsels  hid ; 
Angels  undrew  the  curtain  of  the  throne. 
And  Providence  came  forth  to  meet  mankind: 
In  various  modes  of  emphasis  and  awe 
He  spoke  his  will,  and  trembling  Nature  heard; 
He  spoke  it  loud,  in  thunder,  and  in  storm : 
Witness  thou,  Sinai!  whose  cloud-covered  height, 
And  shaken  basis,  owned  the  present  God : 
Witness,  ye  Billows;  whose  returning  tide, 
Breaking  the  chain  that  fastened  it  in  air. 
Swept  Egypt  and  her  menaces  to  hell: 
Witness,  ye  flames,  the  Assyrian  tyrant  blew 
To  sevenfold  rage,  as  impotent  as  strong : 
And  thou,  E^rth,  witness,  whose  expanding  jaws 
Closed  o'er  Presumption's  sacrilegious  sons;* 
Him  not  each  clement,  in  turn,  subscribed 
The  soul's  high  price,  and  sworn  it  to  the  wise? 
Has  not  flame,  ocean,  ether,  earthquake,  strove 
To  strike  the  truth  through  adamantine  man  ? 
If  not  all  adamant,  Lorenzo,  hear ; 
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In  tenfold  night,  flnom  Reason's  keenest  eye: 

There's  no  consistence,  meaning,  plan,  or  end^ 

In  all  beneath  the  sun,  in  all  above, 

(As  far  as  man  can  penetrate)  or  Heaven 

Is  an  immense,  inestimable  prize; 

Or  all  is  nothing,  or  that  prize  is  aU. 

And  shall  each  toy  be  still  a  match  for  Heaves, 

And  full  equivalent  for  groans  bekyw? 

Who  would  not  give  a  trifle  to  prevent, 

What  he  would  give  a  thousand  worlds  to  carol 

Lorenzo,  thou  hast  seen  (if  thine  to  see) 
All  Nature  and  her  GKxl,  (by  Nature's  oourae^ 
And  Nature's  course  controlled)  declare  for  me. 
The  skies  above  proclaim  *  immortal  man!' 
And  *  man  immortal !'  all  bebw  resoonds. 
The  world's  a  system  of  theology. 
Read  by  the  greatest  strangen  to  the  schools; 
If  honest,  learned ;  and  sages  o'er  a  plough. 
Is  not,  Lorenzo,  then,  impMed  on  thee 
This  hard  alternative,  or  to  renounce 
Thy  reason  and  thy  sense,  or  to  believe? 
What  then  is  unbelief?  'tis  an  exploit, 
A  strenuous  enterprise;  to  gain  it,  man 
Must  burst  through  every  bar  of  common 
Of  common  shame,  magnanimously  wrong; 
And  what  rewards  the  study  combatant  ?— 
His  prize,  repentance;  infamy,  his  crown. 

But  wherefore  infamy  ?— for  want  of  faith 
Down  the  steep  precipice  of  wrong  he  slides; 
There's  nothing  to  support  him  in  the  right. 
Faith  in  the  future  wanting  is,  at  least 
In  embryo,  every  weaknew,  every  guilt, 
And  strong  temptation  ri))cn8  it  to  birth. 

If  this  life's  gain  invites  him  to  the  deed, 
Why  not  his  country  sold,  his  father  slain? 
*Tis  virtue  to  pursue  our  good  supreme, 
And  his  supreme,  his  only  goal,  is  here ! 
Ambition,  avarice,  by  the  wise  disdained. 
Is  perfect  wisdom  while  mankind  are  fools, 
And  think  a  turf  or  tomlwtone  covera  all : 
These  And  employment,  and  provide  for  sense 
A  richer  pasture  and  a  larger  range ; 
And  sense,  by  right  divine,  ascends  the  throne. 
When  virtue's  prize  and  prospect  are  no  more, 
Virtue  no  more  we  think  the  will  of  Heaven. 
Would  Heaven  quite  beggar  Virtue,  if  lieloved  ? 

"  Has  Virtue  charms  1" — I  grant  her  heavenly 
fair; 
But  if  unportioned,  all  will  Interest  wed, 
Though  that  our  admiration,  this  our  choice; 
The  virtues  grow  on  immortality; 
That  root  destroyed,  they  wither  and  expire. 
A  Deity  believed,  will  nought  avail; 
Rewards  and  punishments  make  Grod  adored. 
And  hopes  and   feara  give  Conscience  all 

power. 
As  in  the  dying  parent  dies  the  child, 
Virtue  with  Immortality  expires. 
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Who  tdb  me  he  denies  his  eoul  immortil, 
Whate'er  hk  boast,  has  told  me  he's  a  knave. 
His  doty  tis  to  iove  himself  alone, 
Nor  care  though  mankind  perish  if  he  smiles. 
Who  thinks  era  long  the  man  shall  wholly  die, 
b  dead  already ;  nought  but  brute  survives. 
And  are  there  such? — Such  candidates  there 

are 
For  more  than  death;  for  utter  loss  of  being; 
Being,  the  basis  of  the  Deity! 
Ask  you  the  cause  1 — the  cause  they  will  not  tell ; 
Nor  need  they.    Oh,  the  sorceries  of  sense! 
They  work  this  transformation  on  the  soul. 
Dismount  her  like  the  serpent  at  the  fall, 
Dismount  her  from  her  native  wing  (which  soared 
Ere  while  ethereal  heights)  and  throw  her  down 
To  bck  the  dust,  and  crawl  in  such  a  thought. 

Is  it  in  words  to  paint  youl  O  ye  fallen! 
Fallen  from  the  wings  of  reason  and  of  hope! 
EIrect  in  stature,  prone  in  appetite ! 
Patrons  of  pleasure,  posting  into  pain! 
I^overe  of  argument,  averse  to  sense ! 
Boasten  of  liberty!  tui  bound  in  chains! 
Loids  of  the  wide  creation,  and  the  shame ! 
More  senseless  than  the  irrationals  you  scorn ! 
More  base  than  those  you  rule!  than  those  you 

pity 
Far  more  undone!  O  ye  most  infamous 
Of  beings,  from  superior  dignity! 
Deepest  in  wo,  from  means  of  boundless  bliss! 
Ye  cursed  by  blessings  infinite!  because 
Most  highly  favoured,  most  profoundly  lost. 
Ye  motley  mass  of  contradiction  strong! 
And  are  you,  too,  convinced  your  souls  fly  off 
In  exhalation  soil,  and  die  in  air, 
From  the  full  6ood  of  evidence  against  you? 
In  the  coarse  drudgeries  and  sinks  of  sense, 
Your  flools  have  quite  worn  out  the  make  of 

Heaven. 
By  vice  new-cast,  and  creatures  of  your  own; 
Bat  though  you  can  deform,  you  can*t destroy: 
To  carse,  not  uncreate,  is  all  your  power. 

Lorenxo!  this  black  brotherhood  renounce; 
Renounce  St.  Evremond,  and  read  St.  Paul. 
Ere  rapl  by  miracle,  by  reason  winged, 
His  mounting  mind  made  bng  abode  in  Heaven. 
This  is  free-thinking,  unconfined  to  parts, 
To  end  the  soul,  on  curious  travel  bent. 
Through  all  the  provinces  of  human  thought ; 
To  daft  her  flight  through  the  whole  sphere  of 

man; 
Of  this  vast  universe  to  make  the  tour; 
In  each  recess  of  space  and  time  at  home, 
Familiar  with  their  wonders;  diving  deep; 
And,  like  a  prince  of  boundless  interests  there, 
Stiil  most amlntiouii  cfthe  most  remote; 
To  kiok  on  truth  unbroken  and  entire; 
Troth  in  the  system  *.he  full  orb;  wliere  tniths 
Bt  truths  enlightened  and  sustained,  afford 


An  areh-like,  strong  foundation,  to  support 
The  incumbent  weight  of  absolute,  complete 
Conviction :  here,  the  more  we  press,  we  stand 
More  Arm:  who  most  examine,  most  believe. 
Parts,  like  half  sentences,  confound;  the  whole 
Conveys  the  sense,  and  God  is  understood; 
Who  not  in  fragments  writes  to  human  race: 
Read  his  whole  volume,  sceptic!  then  reply. 

This,  this  is  thinking  firee,  a  thought  tha^ 
grasps 
Beyond  a  groin,  and  looks  beyond  an  hour. 
Turn  up  thine  eye,  survey  this  midnight  scene; 
What  are  earth's  kingdoms  to  yon  boundless  orbi^ 
Of  human  souls,  one  day,  the  destined  range? 
And  what  yon  boundless  orbs  to  godlike  man? 
Those  numerous  worlds  that  throng  the  firma 

ment. 
And  ask  nK>re  space  in  Heaven,  can  roll  at  large 
In  man's  capacious  thought,  and  still  leave  room 
For  ampler  orbs,  for  new  creations  there. 
Can  such  a  soul  contract  itself,  to  gripe 
A  point  of  no  dimension,  of  no  weight? 
It  can;  it  does:  the  world  b  such  a  point; 
And  of  that  point  how  small  a  part  enslaves! 

How  small  a  part— of  nothing,  shall  I  say? 
Why  not?— Friends,  our  chief  treasure,  how  they 

drop! 
Luria,  Narcissa  fair.  Philander  gone ! 
The  grave,  like  fabled  Cerberus,  has  oped 
A  triple  mouth,  and  in  an  awful  voice 
Loud  calls  my  soul,  and  utters  all  I  sing. 
How  the  world  falls  to  pieces  round  about  us, 
And  leaves  us  in  a  ruin  of  our  joy ! 
What  says  this  transportation  of  my  friends  ? 
It  bids  me  love  the  place  where  now  they  dwell. 
And  scorn  this  wretched  spot  tlioy  leave  so  poor. 
Eternity's  vast  ocean  lies  before  thee ; 
There,  there,  Lorenzo!  thy  Clarissa  sails. 
Give  thy  mind  sea-room;  keep  it  wide  of  earth, 
That  rock  of  souls  immortal ;  cut  thy  cord; 
Weigh  anchor;  spread  thy  sails ;  call  every  wimi; 
Eye  thy  great  Pole-star ;  make  the  land  of  Lilb ! 

Two  kinds  of  life  has  double-natured  man. 
And  two  of  death ;  the  last  far  more  severe. 
Life  animal  is  nurtured  by  the  sun, 
Thrives  on  his  bounties,  triumphs  in  his  beams: 
Life  rational  sulisists  on  higher  food. 
Triumphant  in  His  Iwams  who  made  the  day: 
When  we  leave  that  sun,  and  arc  left  by  this, 
(The  fate  of  all  who  die  in  stu!)born  guilt) 
'Tis  utter  darkness,  strictly  double  death. 
We  sink  by  no  judicial  stroke  of  Heaven, 
But  Nature's  course,  as  sure  as  plummets  fall 
Since  God  or  man  must  alter  ere  they  mcvl, 
(Since  light  and  darkness  blend  not  in  one  sphcrej 
'Tis  manifi^t,  Lorenzo,  who  must  change. 

If,  then,  that  double  death  should  prove  thy  loc^ 
Blame  not  the  Iwwels  of  the  Deity; 
Man  shall  he  blessed,  as  far  as  man  pvrmis. 


YOUNGPS  WOIUSIS. 


Not  man  alone,  all  rationals  Heaven  anna 

With  an  illuatrious,  but  tremendous  power, 

To  counteract  its  own  most  gracious  ends, 

And  this  of  strict  necessity,  not  choice ; 

That  power  denied,  men,  angels,  were  no  moM 

But  passive  engines,  void  of  praise  or  blame. 

A  nature  rational  implies  the  power 

Of  being  blessed  or  wretched,  as  we  please; 

Else  idle  Reason  would  have  nought  to  do. 

And  he  that  would  be  barred  capacity 

Of  pain,  courts  incapacity  of  bliss. 

Heaven  wills  our  happiness,  allows  our  doom; 

Invites  us  ardently,  but  not  compels : 

Heaven  but  persuades,  almighty  man  decrees. 

Man  is  the  maker  of  immortal  fates. 

Man  (Ulls  by  man,  if  finally  he  falls; 

And  fall  he  must,  who  learns  from  death  alone 

The  dreadAil  secret, — that  he  lives  for  ever. 

Why  this  to  theel — thee  yet,  perhaps  in  doubt 
Of  second  life?  but  wherefore  doubtful  still  1 
Eternal  life  is  Nature's  ardent  wish : 
What  ardently  we  wish  we  soon  believe: 
Thy  tardy  faith  declares  that  wish  dcstroypd: 
What  has  destroyed  it?— sliall  I  tcU  thee  what? 
When  feared  the  future,  'tis  no  longer  wished; 
And  when  unwished,  we  strive  to  disbelieve. 
'  Thus  infidelity  our  guilt  betrays.' 
Nor  that  the  sole  detection!  Blush,  Lorenzo! 
Blush  for  hypocrisy,  if  not  for  guilt. 
The  future  feared? — An  infidel,  and  fear? 
Fear  what  ?  a  dream  ?  a  fable  ? — How  thy  dread. 
Unwilling  evidence,  and  therefore  strong, 
A  fiords  ray  cause  an  undesigned  support  ? 
How  Disbelief  offirnm  what  it  denies ! 
'  It,  unawares,  asserts  immortal  life.' — 
Surprising!  Infidelity  turns  out 
A  creed  and  a  confession  of  our  sins : 
Apostates,  thus,  arc  orthodox  divines. 

Lorenzo !  with  Lorenzo  clash  no  more, 
Nor  longer  a  transparent  vizor  wear. 
Think'st  thou  Religion  only  has  her  mask  ? 
Our  infidels  are  Satan's  hypocrites. 
Pretend  the  worst,  and,  at  the  bottom,  (aiL 
When  visited  by  thought,  (thought  will  intrude) 
Like  him  they  serve,  they  tremble  and  believe. 
Is  tiiere  hypocrisy  so  foul  as  thb? 
So  fatal  to  tiie  welfare  of  the  world  ? 
AVhat  detestation,  what  contempt,  their  due ! 
And,  if  unpaid,  be  thanked  for  their  escape. 
That  Christian  c^indourthey  strive  hard  to  scorn. 
If  nut  for  that  asylum,  they  might  find 
A  hell  on  earth,  nor  'scape  a  worse  below. 

Witii  insolence  and  impotence  of  Uiought, 
fiistead  of  racking  fancy  to  refute. 
Reform  thy  manners,  and  the  truth  enjoy.— 
But  sliall  I  dare  conft'ss  the  dire  result  1 
Can  thy  proud  reason  brook  so  black  a  brand  ? 
From  purer  manners  to  sublimer  fuith, 
\m  Nature's  unavoidable  ascent. 


An  honest  Deist,  where  the  go^Ml  shine^ 

Matured  to  nobler,  in  the  Chriala*n  ends. 

When  that  blessed  change  arrives,  e'en  oasi  adU 

This  song  superfluous:  lifis  immortal  strike 

Convktion  in  a  flood  of  light  divine. 

A  Christian  dwells,  like  Uriel,*  in  the  son; 

Meridian  evidence  puts  doubt  to  flight, 

And  ardent  hope  anticipates  the  skies. 

Of  that  bright  sun,  Lorcnxo!  scale  theaphera: 

'Tis  easy ;  it  invites  thee ;  it  descende 

From  Heaven,  to  woo  and  waft  thee  whence  it  oimbi 

Read  and  revere  the  sacred  page,  a  page 

Where  triumphs  immortality ;  a  page 

Which  not  the  whole  Creation  ooubl  prnduov^y 

Which  not  the  Conflagratbn  shall  deetioy : 

'Tis  printed  in  the  mind  of  gods  lor  ever, 

In  Nature's  ruins  not  one  letter  loet. 

In  proud  disdain  of  what  e'en  gods  ador^. 
Dost  smile? — Poor  wretch  I  thy  guardian  9b§ 

weeps. 
Angels  and  men  assent  to  what  I  ang ; 
Wits  smile,  and  thank  me  (or  my  midnight  dreei 
How  vicious  hearts  fume  frenzy  to  the  brain ! 
Parts  push  us  on  to  pride,  and  pride  to  ahame.* 
Pert  Infidelity  is  Wit's  cockade. 
To  grace  the  brazen  brow  that  braves  the  akin, 
By  loss  of  being  dreadfully  secure. 
Lorenzo !  if  thy  doctrine  wins  the  day. 
And  drives  my  dreams,  defeated,  from  the  field; 
If  this  u  all,  if  earth  a  final  scene. 
Take  heed ;  stand  fast ;  be  sure  to  be  a  knave 
A  knave  in  grain !  ne'er  deviate  to  the  right. 
Shouldst  thou  be  good — how  infinite  thy  loea ! 
Guilt  only  makes  annihilation  gain. 
Blessed  scheme !  wliich  life  deprives  of  oomfoi 

death 
Of  hope,  and  which  vice  only  recommends. 
If  so,  where.  Infidels !  your  bait  thrown  out 
To  catch  weak  converts  1  where  your  lofty  boas 
Of  zeal  for  virtue,  and  of  love  to  man  7 
Annihilation  I  I  confess  in  these. 

What  can  reclaim  you  ?  dare  I  hope  piofoiuid 
Philosophers  the  converts  of  a  song? 
Yet  know  its  titlet  flatters  you,  not  me ; 
Your's  be  the  praise  to  moke  my  title  good ; 
Mine  to  bless  Heaven,  and  triumph  in  your  praie 
But  since  so  pestilential  your  disease. 
Though  sovereign  is  the  medicine  I  prcacribe,, 
As  yet  ril  neither  trimnph  nor  despair, 
But  hope,  ere  long,  my  midnight  dream  will  w\i 
Your  hearts,  and  teach  your  wisdom — to  be  wise 
For  why  should  souls  immortal,  made  for  bliss. 
E'er  wish  (and  wish  in  vain !)  that  souls  could  die 
^Vhat  ne'er  can  die,  oh !  grant  to  live,  and  crow 
The  wish,  and  aim,  and  labour  of  the  skies; 
Increase,  and  enter  on  the  joys  of  Heav«!ji: 
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Thw  vluJl  my  tklo  pan  a  sacied  wal, 
Kecnm  an  imprimatur  fiom  above, 
While  angele  iboat— an  Infidel  Reclaimed ! 

To  cUms  Loienxo !  apite  of  all  my  paina, 
Still  aeema  It  strange  tKat  thou shouldst  live  forever? 
Is  it  less  strange  that  thou  shouldst  live  at  alii 
This  b  a  miracle,  and  that  no  more. 
Who  gave  beginning  can  exclude  an  end. 
Deny  thou  art;  then  doubt  if  thou  shalt  be. 
A  miracle  with  miracles  inclosed 
Is  man!  and  starts  his  faith  at  what  is  strangel 
What  less  than  wonders  from  the  wonderful  1 
What  less  than  miracles  from  Grod  can  flowl 
Admit  a  Ood — that  mystery  supreme ! 
That  cause  uncaused  I  all  other  wonders  cease : 
Nothing  is  manrelkms  for  him  to  do : 
Deny  him— all  is  mystery  besides ; 
Millions  of  mysteries!  each  darker  far 
Than  that  thy  wisdom  would,  unwisely,  shun. 
If  weak  thy  fidth,  why  chooee  the  harder  side  1 
We  nothing  know  but  what  is  marvellous ; 
Yet  what  is  marveUous  we  can't  believe. 
So  weak  our  reason,  and  so  great  our  Qod, 
What  most  surprises  in  the  sacred  page, 
Or  frdl  as  strange,  or  stranger,  must  be  true. 
Faith  is  not  reason's  labour,  but  repose. 

To  frith  and  virtue  why  so  backward,  man  1 
From  hence  *, — the  present  strongly  strikes  us  all ; 
The  friture,  friotly:  can  we«  then,  be  meni 
If  men,  Lofenio !  the  reverse  is  right 
Reason  is  man's  peculiar*,  sense  the  brute's. 
The  present  b  tfaie  scanty  realm  of  Sense ; 
The  future,  Reason's  empire  unconfined : 
On  that  expending  aU  her  godlike  power. 
She  plans,  provides,  expatiates,  triumphs,  there : 
There   builds  her  biasings!  there  expects  her 


Aad  aothing  asks  of  Fortune  or  of  men. 
And  what  is  Reason  1  be  she  thus  defined ; 
Reason  b  upright  stature  in  the  soul. 
Oh  I  he  a  man, — and  strive  to  be  a  god. 

*  For  whatl  (thou  say'st)  to  damp  the  joys  of 


No ;  to  give  heart  and  substance  to  thy  joys. 
That  tyrant,  Hope,  mark  how  she  domineers; 
She  bids  us  quit  psalitiss  for  dreams. 
Safety  and  peace  for  haxard  and  alarm. 
That  tyrant  o'er  the  tyrants  of  the  soul, 
She  bills  AmUtion  quit  its  taken  prize, 
Spurn  the  luxuriant  branch  on  which  it  sits, 
Tboogh  bearing  crowns,  to  spring  at  distant  game. 
And  plnngB  in  toib  and  dangers — for  repose. 
If  hope  precarious,  and  of  tilings,  when  gained, 
Of  liuk  moment  and  ss  little  stay, 
Can  sweeten  toib  and  dangers  into  joys, 
What  then  that  hope  which  notiiing  can  defeat. 
Our  leave  unasked  1  rich  ho[)0  of  bouiulless  hiiss! 
BQss  past  man's  power  to  paint  it,  liuie'H  to  close! 
Thb  hope  b  earth's  most  estimable  prize ; 

X 


Thb  b  man's  portion,  whib  no  more  than  man . 

Hope,  of  all  passions,  most  befriends  us  here; 

Passions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  Less. 

Joy  has  her  tears,  and  Transport  has  her  death: 

Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent,  though  strong, 

Man's  heart,  at  once,  inspirits  and  serenes, 

Nor  makes  him  pay  hb  wisdom  for  hb  joys: 

'Tb  all  our  present  state  can  safely  bear, 

Health  to  the  frame !  and  vigour  to  the  mind! 

A  joy  attempered !  a  chastised  delight! 

Like  the  fair  summer-evening,  mild  and  sweet ! 

'Tb  man's  full  cup,  his  paradise  bebw! 

A  blessed  hereafter,  then,  or  hoped  or  gained, 

Is  all, — our  whole  of  happiness!  full  proof 

I  choose  no  trivial  or  inglorious  theme. 

And  know,  ye  foes  to  song!  ^well-meaning  men» 

Though  quite  fbrgottcn*  hall  your  Bibb's  praiss!) 

Important  truths,  in  spite  of  verse,  may  pleaso: 

Grave  minds  you  praise,  nor  can  you  prabe  too 

much. 
If  there  b  weight  in  an  eternity. 
Let  the  grave  Ibten,  and  bo  graver  still. 


NIGHT  VIII. 

VUITUE'3  APOLOGY; 

OR, 

THE  MAN  OF  THE  WORLD  ANSWERED. 

fN  WHICH  ARC  CONSIDERED,  THE  LOVE  OF  TUM 
LIFE ;  THE  AMBITION  AND  PLEASURE,  WITH  TBJI 
WIT  AND  WISDOM  OF  THE  WORLD. 

And  has  all  Nature,  then,  espoused  my  part  t 
Have  I  bribed  Heaven  and  Earth  to  plead  against 

theel 
And  is  thy  soul  immortal? — What  remains  1 
All,  all,  Lorenzo! — make  immortal  blessed. 
Unblessed  immortals ! — what  can  shock  us  moirsl 
And  yet  Lorenzo  still  aficcts  the  world ; 
There  stows  hb  treasure ;  thence  hb  title  draw% 
Man  of  the  World!  (for  such  would«t  thou  bs 

caUed) 
And  art  thou  proud  of  that  inglorious  style  1 
Proud  of  reproach  1  for  a  reproach  it  was. 
In  ancient  days,  and  Christian,— in  an  age 
When  men  were  men,  and  not  ashamed  of  Hea- 
ven,— 
Fired  thrir  ambition,  as  it  crowned  their  joy  I 
Sprinklinl  with  dews,  from  the  Castilian  font. 
Fain  would  I  rebaptize  thee,  and  confer 
A  purer  spirit,  and  a  nuoler  name. 

Thy  fond  attachments,  fatal  and  inflamed. 
Point  out  my  path,  and  <Hctate  to  my  song. 
To  thoc  the  world  how  fair!  how  strongly  stnKis 
Ambition!  and  gay  Pleasure  stronger  still 
Thy  triple  banc  I  the  triple  bolt,  that  lays 
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Thy  virtue  dead  ;  be  these  my  triple  theme; 
Nf  nr  fhal]  thy  wit  or  wisdom  be  forgot 

Common  the  theme ;  not  lo  the  song,  if  she 
My  song  invokes,  Urania!  deigns  to  smile. 
The  charm  that  chains  us  to  the  world,  her  foe, 
If  she  dissolves,  the  man  of  earth,  at  once, 
Starts  from  his  trance,  and  sighs  for  other  scenes ; 
Scenes,  where  these  sparks  of  night,  these  stars, 

shall  shine 
Unnumbered  suns,  (for  all  things  as  they  are, 
The  blessed  behold,)  and,  in  one  glory,  pour 
Their  blended  blaze  on  man's  astonished  sight; 
A  blaze — ^the  least  illustrious  object  there. 

Lorenzo  I  since  Eternal  is  at  hand. 
To  swallow  Time's  ambitions ;  as  the  vast 
Leviathan  the  bubbles  vain  that  ride 
High  on  the  foaming  billow ;  what  avail 
High  titles,  high  descent,  attainments  high. 
If  unattained  our  highest?  O  Lorenzo! 
What  lofty  thoughts,  those  elements  above. 
What  towering  hopes,  what  sallies  from  the  sun, 
What  grand  surveys  of  destiny  divine. 
And  pompous  presage  of  unfathomed  fate. 
Should  roll  in  bosoms  where  a  spirit  bums, 
Round  for  Eternity  I  in  bosoms  read 
By  Him,  who  foibles  in  archangels  sees ! 
On  human  hearts  He  bends  a  jealous  eye. 
And  marks,  and  in  Heavcn^s  register  enrols, 
The  rise  and  progress  of  each  option  there; 
Sacred  to  Doomsday  !  that  the  page  unfolds. 
And  spreads  us  to  the  gaze  of  gods  and  men. 

And  what  an  option,  O  Lorenzo!  thine  1 
This  world !  and  this,  unrivalled  l)y  the  skies ! 
A  world  where  lust  of  pleasure,  grandeur,  gold. 
Throe  demons  that  divide  its  realms  between 

them. 
With  strokes  alternate  buflTet  to  and  fro 
Man's  restless  heart,  their  sport,  their  flying  ball ; 
Till,  with  the  giddy  circle  sick  and  tired, 
ft  pants  for  peace,  and  drops  into  despair. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo  sets  aliove 
That  glorious  promise  angels  were  esteemed 
Too  mean  to  bring ;  a  promise  their  Adored 
Descended  to  communicate,  and  press. 
By  counsel,  miracle,  life,  death,  on  man. 
Such  is  the  world  Lorenzo's  wisdom  wooes. 
And  on  its  thorny  pillow  seeks  repose; 
A  pillow  which,  like  opiates  ill-prepared, 
Intoxicates,  but  not  composes ;  HIls 
The  visionary  mind  with  gay  chimeras. 
All  the  wild  tiosfi  ot  sleep,  without  the  rest: 
What  unfeigned  travel,  and  what  dreams  of  joy! 

How  frail  men,  things!  how  momentary,  both! 
Fantastic  chase,  of  shadows  hunting  shades* 
The  gay,  the  busy,  equal,  though  unlike ; 
Equal  in  wisdom,  diflbrently  wise! 
Through  flowery  meadows,  and  through  dreary 

wastes, 
One  bustling,  and  one  dancing,  into  death. 


There  's  not  a  day  but,  to  the  roan  of  thought, 
Betrays  some  secnrt  that  throws  new  repro&ck: 
On  life,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more. 
The  scenes  of  business  tell  us—*  What  are  roc 
The  scenes  of  pleasure — '  What  is  all  beside  :* 
The  others  we  des{Mse;  and  here  ourselves. 
Amid  disgust  eternal  dwells  delight?— > 
'Tis  approbation  strikes  the  string  of  joy. 

What  wondrous  prize  has  kindled  this  caiei 
Stuns  with  tlie  din,  and  chokes  us  with  thr  dt 
On  life's  gay  stage,  one  inch  above  the  gravel 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  quest  of  eyes; 
The  sensual,  in  pursuit  of  sometliing  worse; 
The  grave,  of  gold;  the  politic,  of  power; 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies  as  vain! 
As  eddies  draw  things  frivolous  and  light, 
How  is  man's  heart  by  vanity  drawn  in! 
On  the  swift  circle  of  returning  toys 
Whirled,  rtraw-Iike,  round  and  round,  and  tl 

ingulfed. 
Where  gay  delusion  darkens  to  despair 

'  This  is  a  beaten  track.' — Is  thu  a  track 
Should  not  be  beaten?  never  beat  enough. 
Till  enough  leameii  the  truths  it  would  inspin 
Shall  Truth  be  silent  Ixicausc  folly  frowns  7 
Turn  the  world's  history,  what  find  we  thero 
But  Fortune's  s|iorts,  or  Nature's  cruel  cbdms, 
Or  woman's  artifice,  or  man's  revenge, 
And  endless  inhumanities  on  man  ? 
Fame's  trumpet  seldom  sounds,  but  like  the  ki 
It  brings  bad  tidings:  how  it  hourly  blows 
Man's  misadventures  round  the  listening  worl 
Man  is  the  tale  of  narrative  old  Time; 
Sad  talc !  which  high  as  Paradise  begins ; 
As  if,  the  toil  of  travel  to  delude. 
From  stage  to  stage,  in  his  eternal  round. 
The  Days,  his  daughters,  as  they  spin  our  ho 
On  Fortune's  wheel,  where  accident  unthougl 
Oft,  in  a  moment,  snaps  life's  strongest  threac 
Each,  in  her  turn,  some  tragic  story  tells 
With  now  and  then,  a  wretched  farce  bctweei 
And  fills  his  chronicle  with  human  woes. 

Time's  daughters,  true  as  those  of  men,  deo 
us; 
Not  one  but  puts  some  cheat  on  all  mankind. 
While  in  their  fiither's  bosom,  not  yet  ours, 
They  flatter  our  fond  hopes,  and  promise  moc 
Of  amiable,  but  hold  him  not  o'erwise 
Who  dares  to  trust  them,  and  laugh  round 

year. 
At  still-confiding,  still-confounded  man, 
Confiding,  though  confounded ;  hoping  on. 
Untaught  by  trial,  unconvinced  by  proof. 
And  ever  looking  for  the  never-seen. 
Life  to  the  last,  like  hardened  felons,  lies. 
Nor  owns  itself  a  cheat  till  it  ex|iires: 
Its  little  joys  go  out  by  one  and  one, 
And  le^ve  poor  man  at  length,  in  perfect  night 
Night  darker  than  what  now  involves  the  pok 
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O  Thou  wiM  doft  permit  these  ills  to  fall 
For  gndous  entb^  and  wouldst  that  man  should 

moam! 
O  Thoa,  whose  hands  this  goodlj  fabric  framed, 
Who  know'st  it  best,  and  wouldst  that  man  should 

knowl 
What  is  this  sublunary  world  7  a  Tapouf; 
A  vapour  all  it  holds ;  itself,  a  vapour ; 
From  the  damp  bed  of  Chaos,  as  thj  beam 
Exhaled,  ordained  to  swim  its  destined  hour 
In  ambient  tit,  then  melt  and  disappear. 
Earth**  days  are  numbered,  nor  remote  her  doom; 
As  mortal,  though  less  transient  than  her  sons; 
Yet  they  dote  on  her,  as  the  world  and  they 
Were  both  eternal,  solid;  Thou  a  dream. 

They  dote,  on  what?  immortal  views  apart, 
A  regbn  of  outndes!  a  land  of  shadows! 
A  fruitful  field  of  flowery  promises ! 
A  wilderness  of  joys!  perplexed  with  doubts, 
And  sharp  with  thorns!  a  troubled  ocean,  spread 
With  bold  adventurers,  their  all  on  board ; 
No  second  hope,  if  here  their  fortune  frowns; 
Fiown  soon  it  must    Of  various  rates  they  sail, 
Of  ensigns  various;  all  alike  in  this, 
Ail  restless,  anxious,  tossed  with  hopes  and  fears 
In  calmest  skies;  obnoxious  all  to  storm. 
And  stormy  the  most  general  blast  of  life: 
All  bound  fbr  Happiness ;  yet  few  provide 
The  chart  of  Knowledge,  pointing  where  it  lies, 
Or  Virtoe's  helm,  to  shape  the  course  designed: 
All,  more  or  less,  capricious  Fate  lament, 
Now  lifted  by  the  tide,  and  now  resorbed, 
And  farther  from  their  wishes  than  before: 
A**,  more  or  less,  against  eacli  other  dash. 
To  mutual  hurt,  by  gusts  of  passion  driven. 
And  sofl&ring  more  from  folly  than  from  Fate. 
Ocean!  thou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 
Of  dangers,  at  eternal  war  with  man! 
Death's  capital,  where  most  he  domineers, 
'With  all  Ills  chosen  terrors  frowning  round. 
(Though  lately  feasted  high  at  Albion's  cost^) 
'Wide-opening,  and  loud-roaring  still  for  more ! 
Too  faithful  mirror!  how  dost  thou  reflect 
The  melancholy  &ce  of  human  life! 
The  strong  resemblance  tempts  me  farther  still: 
And,  haply,  Britain  may  be  deeper  struck 
By  moral  truth,  in  such  a  mirror  seen. 
Which  Nature  holds  for  ever  at  her  eye. 

Self-flattered,  unexperienced,  high  in  hope 
When  young,  with  sanguine  cheer  and  streaoiers 

We  cut  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world. 

And  fondly  dream  each  wind  and  star  our  friend ; 

All  in  some  darling  enterprise  embarked: 

But  where  is  he  can  fathom  its  event  1 

AmiJ  a  multitude  of  artless  hands, 

Knin's  sure  perquisite!  her  lawful  prize! 

*  Adminl  Oaleben,  &c 


Some  steer  aright,  liut  the  black  blast  blows  hard, 
And  pufls  them  wide  of  Hope:  with  hearts  of  prou^ 
Full  against  wind  and  tide,  some  win  their  way. 
And  when  strong  Eflbrt  has  deserved  the  port, 
And  tugged  it  into  view,  tis  won  I  'tis  lost! 
Though  strong  their  oar,  still  stronger  is  their  fate 
They  strike!  and  while  they  triumph,  they  expiro. 
In  stress  of  weather  most,  some  sink  outright;- 
O'er  them,  and  o*er  their  names,  the  billows  cloee; 
To-morrow  knows  not  they  were  ever  bom. 
Others  a  short  memorial  leave  behind, 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark's  ingulfed, 
It  floats  a  moment,  and  is  seen  no  more. 
One  Cesar  lives;  a  thousand  are  forgot. 
How  few,  beneath  auspicious  planets  bom, 
(Darlings  of  providence !  fond  Fate's  elect !) 
With  swelling  sails  make  good  the  promised  port, 
With  all  their  wishes  freighted !  yet  ev'n  these. 
Freighted  with  all  their  wishes,  soon  complain ; 
Free  from  misfortune,  not  from  Nature  free. 
They  still  are  men ;  and  when  is  man  secure? 
As  fatal  time  as  storm!  the  rush  of  years 
Beats  down  their  strength;  their  numberiess  es- 
capes 
In  ruin  end.    And  now  their  proud  success 
But  plants  new  terrors  on  the  victor's  brow : 
What  pain  to  quit  the  world,  just  made  their  own, 
Their  nest  so  deeply  downed,  and  built  so  high! 
Too  low  they  build,  who  build  beneath  the  stars. 

Wo  then  apart  (if  wo  apart  can  be 
From  mortal  man,)  and  Fortune  at  our  nod, 
The  gay!  rich!  great!  triumphant  I  and  august! 
What  are  they? — The  most  happy  (strange  to  sayj 
Convince  me  most  of  human  misery. 
What  are  they?  smiling  wretches  of  to-morrow  I 
More  wretch^,  then,  than  e'er  their  slave  can  bOg 
Their  treacherous  blessings,  at  the  day  of  need. 
Like  other  faithless  friends,  unmask  and  sting: 
Then  what  provoking  indigence  in  wealth ! 
What  aggravated  impotence  in  power ! 
High  titles,  then,  what  insult  of  their  pain ! 
If  that  sole  anchor,  equal  to  the  waves. 
Immortal  Hope!  defies  not  the  rude  storm. 
Takes  comfort  from  the  foaming  billow's  rage 
And  makes  a  welcome  harbour  of  the  tomb. 

Is  this  a  sketch  of  what  thy  soul  admires  T— 
*  But  here  (thou  say'st)  the  miseries  of  life 
Are  huddled  in  a  group :  a  more  distinct 
Survey,  perhaps,  might  bring  thee  better  news. 
Look  on  life's  stages;  they  speak  plainer  still ; 
The  plainer  they,  the  deeper  wilt  thou  sigh. 
Look  on  thy  lovely  boy;  in  him  behold 
The  best  tliat  can  befal  the  best  on  earth ; 
The  boy  has  virtue  by  his  mother* s  side : 
Yes,  on  Florello  look :  a  father's  hean 
Is  tender,  though  the  man's  is  made  of  stone . 
The  truth,  through  such  a  medium  seen,  m^ 

make 
Impression  deep,  and  fondness  pme  thy  friend 
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FkneOol  Uitdy  cut  on  this  rode  ooul 
A  belpfev  in&nt,  now  a  heedkiw  child. 
To  poor  Clarun's  throea  thy  care  nicceeda; 
Care  full  of  love,  and  yet  eevere  as  hale  I 
O'er  thy  eooTi  joy  how  oft  thy  fondues  frowns ! 
Needful  austerities  his  will  restrain. 
As  thorns  fence  in  the  tender  plant  from  harm. 
As  yet  his  Reason  can  not  go  alone. 
But  asks  a  sterner  nurK  to  lead  it  on. 
His  little  heart  is  often  terrified ; 
The  blush  of  rooming,  in  his  cheek,  tarns  pals; 
Its  pearly  dew-drop  trembles  in  his  eye, 
Hit  harmless  eye!  and  drowns  an  angel  there. 
Ah !  what  avails  his  innocence  1  the  task 
Enjoined  must  duKipline  his  early  powers; 
He  learns  to  sigh  ere  he  is  known  to  sin ; 
Ghiiltless  and  sad  I  a  wretch  before  the  fall  I 
How  cruel  this !  more  cruel  to  forbear. 
Our  nature  such,  with  necessary  pains 
We  purchase  prospects  of  precarious  peace : 
Though  not  a  father,  this  might  steal  a  sigh. 

Suppose  him  disciplined  aright  (if  not, 
'Twill  sink  our  poor  account  to  poorer  still,) 
Ripe  from  the  tutor,  proud  of  liberty, 
He  leaps  inclosure,  bounds  into  the  world ; 
The  world  is  taken,  after  ten  years'  toil, 
Like  ancient  Troy,  and  all  its  joys  Ms  own. 
Alas!  the  world's  a  tutor  nx>re  severe. 
Its  lessons  hard,  and  ill  deserves  his  pams ; 
Unteaching  all  his  virtuous  Nature  taught. 
Or  books,  (fair  Virtue's  advocates)  inspired. 

For  who  receives  him  into  public  life  1 
Men  of  the  world,  the  terrs-filial  breed. 
Welcome  the  modest  stranger  to  their  spheru, 
(Which  glittered  long,  at  dit^tancc  in  his  sight) 
rAnd  in  tiieir  hospitable  arms  indoae; 
Men  who  think  nought  so  strong  of  the  romance, 
So  rank  knight-errant,  as  a  real  friend ; 
Men  that  act  up  to  Reason's  golden  rule. 
All  weaknesh  of  aflcctbn  quite  subdued ; 
Men  that  would  blush  at  being  thought  sincere, 
And  feign,  for  glory,  the  few  faults  they  want ; 
That  love  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well, 
Ab  i^  to  them,  Vice  shone  her  own  reward. 

tjoreniAt !  canst  thou  bear  a  shocking  sight  1 
Such,  for  Florello's  sake,  'twill  now  appear. 
See  the  steeled  files  of  seasoned  veterans, 
Train'd  to  the  world,  in  burnished  falsehood  bright; 
Deep  In  tlie  fatal  stratagems  of  peace, 
All  soft  sensation,  in  the  throng,  rubbed  oft*; 
All  tlieir  keen  pur|)ose  in  iwliteness  sheathed ; 
His  frieiida  etornal— during  interest; 
His  foes  implacable,  when  worth  their  while; 
Ai  war  with  every  welfare  but  their  own ; 
As  wise  as  Lucifer,  and  half  as  good ; 
And  b^r  whom  none,  but  Lucifer,  can  gain — 
Nake«l  through  tliese,  (so  common  Fate  crdaina) 
Nakea  of  heart,  liis  cruel  course  he  runs, 
Stung  out  of  all  most  amiable  in  lifo. 


Prompt  truth,  and  open  Ihov^glij^  awl  mat 

feigned; 
Aflection,  as  his  species  wide  AflTused,^ 
Noble  presumptions  to  mankind's  renosn^ 
Ingenuous  trust,  and  oonfide^oe  in  lova. 

These  claims  to  joy  (if  mortals  joy  naigii 
Will  cost  him  many  a  s^h,  tiU  time  and  | 
From  the  sfow  mistress  of  this  schopl,  Exp 
And  her  assistant,  paoang,  pale  Distmst, 
Purchase  a  dear^boogfat  due  to  lead  hkyo 
Through  serpentine  obliquities  of  life, 
And  the  dark  labyrinth  oi  human  hcaita. 
And  happy,  if  the  clue  shall  coma  so  chM 
For  whUe  we  learn  to  fence  with  pnblie  gi 
Full  oft  we  feel  its  foul>  contagion  too, 
If  less  than  heavenly  virtue  is  oar  goaxd. 
Thus  a  strange  kind  of  cursed  necessity 
Brings  down  the  sterling  temper  of  his  soi 
By  base  alloy,  to  bear  the  current  stamp^ 
Below  called  Wisdom ;  sinks  him  into  sai 
And  brands  him  into  credit  with  the  wori 
Where  specious  titles  dignify  disgrace, 
And  Nature's  injuries  are  arts  of  life;^ 
Where  brighter  reason  prompts  to  bolder  < 
And  heavenly  talents  make  infernal  heaiti 
That  unsurmountable  extreme  of  guilt ! 

Poor  Machiavel !  who  labour'd  hard  his 
Forgot  that  Genius  need  not  go  to  school  j 
Forgot  that  man,  without  a  tutor  wise, 
His  phin  had  practised  fong  before  'twas  ^ 
The  world 's  all  title  page ;  there's  no  con 
I'he  world 's  all  face :  the  man  who  shows  1 
Is  hooted  for  his  nudities,  and  scorned. 
A  man  I  knew  who  lived  upon  a  smile. 
And  well  it  fed  liim;  he  looked  plump  uxu 
While  rankest  venom  foamed  through  eve 
Lorenzo !  what  I  tell  thee  take  not  ill  I 
Living,  he  fowned  on  every  fool  alive ; 
And,  during,  cursed  the  friend  on  whom  h* 
To  such  proficients  thou  art  half  a  saint  I 
In  foreign  realms  (for  thou  hast  travelled 
How  curious  to  contemplate  two  state-roo 
Studious  their  nests  to  feather  in  a  trioe^ 
With  all  the  necromantics  of  their  art. 
Playing  the  game  of  feces  on  each  other, 
Making  court  sweet-meats  of  their  latent 
In  foolish  hope  to  steal  each  other's  trust ; 
Both  cheating,  both  exulting,  both  deceivi 
And,  sometimes,  both  (let  earth  rejoice)  u 
Their  parts  we  doubt  not,  but  be  that  theii 
Shall  men  of  talents,  fit  to  rule  mankind. 
Stoop  to  mean  wiles  that  would  disgrace  i 
And  lose  the  thanks  of  these  few  fricn 

serve  1 
For  who  can  thank  the  man  he  can  not  si 
Why  so  much  cover  1  it  defeats  itself. 
Ye  that   know  all   thmgs!  know  ye  no 

hearts 
Are  therefore  known,  liccaure  they  are  cor 
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r  '^PvT&yconoMledl— the  came  fliey  need  not  ten. 

pw^  lum  joy  that's  awkward  at  a  lie ; 

yHoMc  ieeble nature  Truth  keepi  still  in  awe; 

jjs  incahpadty  is  his  renown. 

Tib  Surest,  'tis  manly,  1o  disdain  disguise ; 

U  aiho^srs  our  wptrHy  or  it  prores  our  strength. 

Thoa  ML^bt  His  needfull  is  it  thereibre  right  1— 

BiMve'ar,  I  grant  it  some  small  sign  of  grace 
To  fllnuii  at  an  excuse:  and  woukist  thou,  then, 
Escape  that  cruel  need?  thou  may'st  with  ease; 
Think  no  post  needful  that  demands  a  knaTe. 
When  lateour  Cifil  helm  was  shifting  handS| 
So  Pelluun  thought:  think  better  if  you  can. 
But  this  how  rare !  the  public  path  of  life 
Is  dirty :— yet  aOow  that  dirt  ito  due, 
It  makes  the  ndUe  ndnd  more  noUe  still. 
The  WQvki's  no  neuter;  it  will  wound  or  save ; 
Oar  wtue  quench,  or  indignation  fire. 
You  say  thelvorkl,wen-known,  will  make  a  man. — 
The  World,  well-known,  will  give  our  hearts  to 


Or  make  us  demons,  long  before  we  die. 

To  show  how  fidr  the  world,  thy  mistress,  shines, 
T^  either  part;  sure  ills  attend  the  choice: 
Buie,  though  not  equal,  detriment  ensues. 
^<A  Virtue's  self  is  deified  on  earth ; 
VntQe  has  her  rdapses,  conflicts,  foes; 
Foci  that  ne'er  fiul  to  make  her  feel  their  hate. 
Vntoe  has  her  peculiar  set  of  pains. 
'^nie  ftiends  to  virtue,  last  and  least  complain; 
Sotif  thejr  righ,  can  othen  hope  to  smile  1 
I*  Wisdom  has  her  miseries  to  mourn, 
^^^BMMi  poor  Folly  lead  a  happy  life? 
'And  if  both  sttfl&r,  what  has  earth  to  boast, 
^^^'^'^  he  most  happy  who  the  least  laments  1 
^^^'^'^    modi,  much  patience,  the  most  envied 


^  *Q«M  forgiveness,  needs,  the  best  of  friendsl 
F<r  ftiend  or  happy  life  who  kwks  not  higher. 
Of  Bcilher  dudl  he  find  the  shadow  here. 

'f^  world's  sworn  advocate,  without  a  fee, 
U«***>e  maitly,  with  a  smile,  replies ; 
^Th^  fu  thy  song  is  right,  and  all  must  own 
Vixtoe  has  her  peculiar  set  of  pains: — 
Ao^jiTi peculiar  who  to  Vice  denies? 
If  m k b  with  nature  to  comply: 
If  (Ode  ind  sense  are  so  predominant, 
to  duck,  not  onreroome  them,  makes  a  saint, 
C^  Natoie  In  a  plainer  voke  proclaim 
fkmon  and  gtory,  the  chief  good  of  man  V^ 

Csa  pride  and  sensuality  rejoice? 
/*fom  purity  of  thought  all  pleasure  springs, 
J^  from  an  humble  spirit  all  our  peace. 
^^bitioD,  Pleasure!  let  us  talk  of  these; 
Of  these  the  Poreh  and  Academy  talked ; 
Of  these  each  following  age  had  much  to  say, 
^et  unexhausted,  still,  the  needful  theme. 
Who  talks  of  these,  to  mankind  all  at  once 
He  talks;  fin  where  the  saint  from  either  free? 
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Are  these  thy  refrige?-— No ;  these  rush  upon  tb«>e, 
Thy  vitals  seize,  and,  vulture-like,  devour: 
111  try  if  I  can  pluck  thee  from  thy  rock, 
Prometheusl  from  this  barren  ball  of  eazth, 
If  reason  can  unchain  thee,  thou  art  free. 

And  first,  thy  Caucasus,  Ambition,  caUs; 
Mountain  of  torments !  oninence  of  woes ! 
Of  courted  woes !  and  courted  through  mistake  ( 
'Tis  not  ambition  charms  thee;  'tis  a  cheat 

Will  make  thee  start,  as  H at  his  Moor. 

Dost  grasp  at  greatness  ?  first  know  what  it  is. 
Think'st  thou  thy  greatness  in  distinction  lie«7 
Not  in  the  feather,  wave  it  e'er  so  high. 
By  Fortune  stuck,  to  mark  us  from  the  throng, 
Is  glory  lodged :  'tis  lodged  in  the  rererse ; 
In  that  which  joins,  in  that  which  eqnab  all. 
The  monarch  and  his  slave^'  a  deathless  soul, 
Unbounded^prospect,  and  immortal  kin, 
A  Father-Grod,  and  brothers  in  the  skies ;' 
Elder,  indeed,  in  time,  but  less  remote 
In  excellence,  perhaps,  than  thought  by  man. 
Why  greater  what  can  fall  than  what  can  rise? 

If  still  delirious,  now,  Lorenzo  I  go, 
And,  with  thy  full-blown  brothers  of  the  worid, 
Throw  scorn  around  thee ;  cast  it  on  thy  slaves, 
Thy  slaves  and  equals.    How  scorn  cast  on  them 
Rebounds  on  thee  I  If  man  is  mean,  as  man, 
Art  thou  a  god  1  If  Fortune  makes  him  so, 
Beware  the  consequence :  a  maxim  that 
Which  draws  a  monstrous  picture  of  mankind, 
Where,  in  the  drapery,  the  man  is  lost ; 
Externab  fluttering,  and  the  soul  forgot 
Thy  greatest  glory,  when  disposed  to>  boa^ 
Boast  that  aloud  in  which  thy  servants  share. 

We  wisely  strip  the  steed  we  mean  to  buy. 
Judge  we,  in  their  caparisons,  of  men. 
It  nought  avails  thee  where,  but  what,  thou  Mt. 
All  the  distinctions  of  this  little  life 
Are  quite  cutaneous,  foreign  to  the  man. 
When  through  Death's  strdghts  earth's  subdi 

serpents  creep, 
Which  wriggle  into  wealth,  or  climb  renown, 
As  crooked  Satan  the  forbidden  tree, 
They  leave  their  party-colourod  robe  behind. 
All  that  now  glitters,  while  they  rear  aloft 
Their  brazen  crests,  and  hiss  at  us  below. 
Of  Fortune's  focus  strip  them,  yet  alive. 
Strip  them  of  body  too;  nay,  closer  still. 
Away  with  all  but  moral  in  their  minds, 
And  let  what  then  remains  impose  their  name. 
Pronounce  them  weak  or  worthy,  gr^at  or  mean. 
How  mean  that  snuff  of  glory  Fortune  lights. 
And  Death  puts  out  I  Dost  thou  demand  a  test, 
A  test,  at  once,  infallible  and  short, 
Of  real  greatness?  that  man  greatly  lives. 
Whate'er  his  fate  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies, 
High-flushed  with  hope  where  heroes  shall  despair. 
If  this  a  true  criterion,  many  courts, 
Illustiious,  might  aflTord  but  few  grand«^ 
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Tiie  Almighty,  from  his  throne,  on  earth  mii^ 
tey» 
Nought  greater  than  an  honest,  humble  heart; 
An  humble  heart,  hb  residence !  pronounced 
His  second  seat,  and  rival  to  the  skies. 
The  private  path,  the  secret  acts  of  men, 
If  noble,  far  the  noblest  of  our  lives  I 
How  far  above  Lorenio*s  glory  nts 
The  illustrious  master  of  a  name  unknown  1 
Whose  worth  unrivalled,  and  unwitnessed,  loves 
Life's  sacred  shades  where  gods  converM  with 

men. 
And  peace,  beyond  the  worid's  conceptions,  smUes; 
As  thou  (now  dark)  before  we  part  shalt  see. 
But  thy  great  soul  this  skulking  glory  scorns: 
Lorenzo's  sick,  but  when  Lorenzo's  seen. 
And  when  he  shrugs  at  public  business,  lies. 
Denied  the  public  eye,  the  public  voice, 
As  if  he  lived  on  others  breath,  he  dies. 
Fain  would  he  make  the  world  his  pedestal, 
Mankind  the  gazers,  the  sole  figure  he. 
Knows  he,  that  mankind  praise  against  their  will, 
And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can  t 
Knows  he,  that  faithless  Fame  her  whispers  has, 
As  well  as  trumpet  1  that  his  vanity 
Is  so  much  tickled,  from  not  hearing  all  ? 
Knows  this  all-knower,  that  from  itch  of  praise, 
Or  from  an  itch  more  sordid,  when  he  shines, 
Taking  his  country  by  five  hundred  ears, 
Senates  at  once  admire  him  and  despise. 
With  modest  laughter  lining  loud  applause, 
Which  makes  the  smile  more  mortal  to  his  fame  7 
His  fame  which  (like  the  mighty  Cssar)  crowned 
With  laurels,  in  full  senate,  greatly  falls, 
By  seeming  friends,  that  honour  and  destroy. 
We  rise  in  glory  as  we  sink  in  pride ; 
Where  boasting  ends,  there  dignity  begins; 
And  vo%  mistaken  beyond  all  mistake. 
The  blind  Lorenzo's  proud— K>f  being  proud, 
And  dreams  himself  ascending,  in  his  fall. 

• 

An  eminence,  though  fancied,  turns  the  brain ; 
All  vice  wants  hellebore;  but  of  all  vice 
Pride  loudest  calls,  and  for  the  largest  bowl; 
Because,  unlike  all  other  vice,  it  flieS; 
In  fact,  the  point  in  fancy  most  pursued. 
Who  court  applause  oblige  the  world  in  this ; 
They  gratify  man's  passion  to  refuse. 
Superior  honoui,  when  assumed,  is  lost: 
E'en  good  men  turn  banditti,  and  rejoice, 
Like  Kouli-Kan,  in  plunder  of  the  proud. 

Though  somewhat  disconcerted,  steady  still 
l*o  the  workl's  cause ;  with  half  a  face  of  joy, 
Lorenzo  cries, — *  Be,  then.  Ambition  cast ; 
Ambition's  dearer  far  stands  unimpeached, 
C>tty  PWasure  I  proud  Ambition  is  her  slave; 
For  her  he  soars  at  great,  and  hazards  ill; 
For  he;  he  fights,  and  bleeds,  or  overcomes. 
And  pavcshif  way,  with  crowns,  to  reach  hermiie. 


Who  can  resist  hercharmsT — Or  ■hmild'*  Lo 

zol 
What  mortal  shall  resist  where  angdc  yieldl 
Pleasure's  the  mistress  of  ethereal  powevs; 
For  her  contend  the  rival  gods  above; 
Pleasure's  the  mistress  of  the  world  bebw, 
And  well  it  b  for  man  that  Pleasure  chamMi; 
How  would  all  stagnate  but  for  Pteasiue's  raj 
How  would  the  firozen  stream  of  action  oesael 
What  is  the  puhw  of  this  ao  busy  world  1 
The  love  of  pleasure:  that,  through  every  ^cin 
Throws  motion,  warmth,  and  shuts  out  death  i 
life. 

Though  various  are  the  tempers  of  mankini 
Pleasure's  gay  family  holds  all  in  chains^ 
Some  most  affect  the  black,  and  soDie  the  fair; 
Some  honest  pleasure  court,  and  some  ohsoeos 
Pleasures  obscene  are  various,  as  the  thnn^ 
Of  paaBk>ns  that  can  err  in  human  hearts, 
Mistake  their  objects,  or  trani^ress  their  boon 
Think  you  there's  but  one  whoredom  7  whoiec 

all, 
But  when  our  reason  licenses  delight 
Dost  doubt,  Lorenzo?  thou  shalt  doubt  no  me 
Thy  father  chides  thy  gallantries,  yet  hogs 
An  ugly,  common  harlot  in  the  dark, 
A  rank  adulterer  with  others'  gold ; 
And  that  hag.  Vengeance,  in  a  comer  chaxmt. 
Hatred  her  brothel  has,  as  welt  as  Love, 
Where  horrid  epicures  debauch  in  blood. 
Whatc'cr  the  motive,  Pleasure  is  the  mark : 
For  her  the  black  assassin  draws  his  sword ; 
For  her  dark  statesmen  trim  their  midnight  U 
To  which  no  single  sacrifice  may  fall ; 
For  her  the  saint  abstains,  the  miser  atarvce; 
The  stoic  proud,  for  Pleasure,  pleasure  sooroei 
For  her  Affliction's  daughters  grief  indulge, 
And  find,  or  hope,  a  luxury  in  tears; 
For  her  guilt,  shame,  toil,  danger,  we  defy. 
And,  with  an  aim  voluptuous,  rush  cm  death: 
Thus  universal  her  despotic  power! 

And  as  her  empire  wide,  her  praise  is  jwL 
Patron  of  Pleasure  I  Doter  on  delight  1 
I  am  thy  rival ;  pleasure  I  profess ; 
Pleasure  the  purpose  of  my  gloomy  song. 
Pleasure  is  nought  but  Virtue's  gayer  name; 
T  wrong  her  still,  I  rate  her  worth  too  low: 
Virtue  the  root,  and  pleasure  is  the  flower; 
And  honest  Epicurus'  foes  werb  fools. 

But  this  sounds  harsn,  arJ  gives  the  wise  oflbi 
If  o'erstrained  wisdom  still  retains  the  name. 
How  knits  Austerity  her  cloudy  brow. 
And  blames,  as  bold  and  hazardous,  the  praise 
Of  pleasure,  to  mankind  unpraised,  too  dear! 
Ye  modem  stmcs !  hear  my  soft  reply ; 
Their  senses  men  will  trust :  we  can't  impotte^ 
Or,  if  we  would,  is  imposition  righ^l 
Own  honey  sweet ;  but,  owning,  a«jd  thb  atii^ 
'  When  mixed  with  poison  it  is  deadly  toto.' 
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Truth  neter  was  indebted  to  a  lie. 
If  nought  but  nitae  to  be  praised  as  good? 
Why  l^Jen  is  health  preferred  before  disease? 
What  Nature  loves  is  good,  without  her  leave ; 
And  where  no  future  drawback  cries, '  Beware/ 
Pleasure,  though  not  firom  virtue,  should  prevail : 
Tie  balm  to  life,  and  gratitude  to  Heaven. 
How  cold  our  thanks  for  bounties  unenjojed! 
The  love  of  Pleasure  in  man's  eldcst-bom, 
Born  in  hit  cradle,  living  to  his  tomb ; 
Wkdooi,  her  younger  sister,  though  more  grave, 
Was  meant  to  minister,  and  not  to  mar, 
Imperial  Pleasure,  queen  of  human  hearts. 

Loreuo!  thou,  her  majesty's  renowned, 
Though  unoGift  counsel,  learned  in  the  world  I 
Who  think'rt  thyself  a  Murray,  with  disdain 
May'st  look  on  me:  yet,  my  Demosthenes! 
Can'st  thou  plead  Pleasure's  cause  as  well  as  11 
Know'st  thou  her  nature,  purpose,  parentage  1 
Attend  my  song,  and  thou  shall  know  them  all; 
And  know  thyself,  and  know  thyself  to  be 
f Strange  truth!)  the  most  abetemioua  man  alive. 
Tell  not  Caliita,  she  will  laugh  thee  dead. 

Or  send  thee  to  her  hermitage  with  L 

Ahsnnl  presumption  ?  thou  who  never  knew'st 
A  serious  thought!  shaltthou  dare  dream  of  joy  1 
No  man  e*er  found  a  happy  life  by  chance, 
Or  yawned  it  into  being  with  a  wish : 
Or  with  the  snout  of  grovelling  Appetite 
E'er  Hnelt  it  out,  and  grubbed  it  from  the  dirt. 
An  ait  it  is, and  must  be  learned;  and  learned 
With  unremitting  effort,  or  be  lost, 
And  leaves  ns  perfect  blockheads  in  our  blin. 
The  t^knadm  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates; 
Wealth  may  seek  us,  but  Wisdom  must  be  sought; 
Sought  before  all;  but  (how  unlike  all  else 
We  seek  on  earth !)  'tis  never  sought  in  vain. 

Finit,  Pleasure's  birth,  rise,  strength,  and  gran- 


Brought  forth  by  Wisdom,  nursed  by  Discipline, 
By  Patience  taught,  by  Perseverance  crowned. 
She  veers  her  head  majestic ;  round  her  throne, 
Eiiecied  in  the  bosom  of  the  just. 
Each  viitiie,  fisted,  forms  her  manly  guard. 
For  what  are  virtues  ?  (formidable  name !) 
What  but  the  fountain  or  defence  of  joy  7 
Why  then  eommandedl  need  mankind  commands, 
At  ones  to  merit  and  to  make  their  bliss  I— 
Cheat  L^gUator!  scarce  so  great  as  kind ! 
If  own  are  lational,  and  love  delight. 
Thy  gradoos  law  bai  flatten  human  choice : 
In  the  tnuMgiesdon  lies  the  penalty ; 
And  thej  the  most  indulge  who  most  obey. 

Of  Fleaeure,  next,  the  final  cause  explore ; 
Its  mighty  porpose,  ite  important  end. 
Not  to  torn  hmnan  brutal,  but  to  build 
Divine  on  human,  Pleasure  came  from  Heaven : 
Ip  aid  to  Reason  was  the  goddess  sent, 
T**  call  up  afl  its  strength  by  such  a  charm. 


Pleasure,  first,  succoun  virtue ;  in  return, 
Virtue  gives  Pleasure  an  eternal  reign. 
What  but  the  pleasure  of  food,  friendship,  falthi 
Supporte  life  natural,  civil,  and  divine  1 
'Tb  from  the  pleasure  of  repast  we  live ; 
'Tie  from  the  pleasure  of  applause  we  please; 
'Tis  from  the  pleasure  of  belief  we  pray ; 
(All  prayer  would  cease,  if  unbelicved  the  priae) 
It  mrves  ourselves,  our  species,  and  our  God ; 
And  to  serve  more  b  past  the  sphere  of  man. 
Glide  then,  for  ever.  Pleasure's  sacred  stream  I 
Through  Eden,  as  Euphrates  ran,  it  runs, 
And  fosters  every  growth  of  happy  life ; 
Makes  a  new  Eden  where  it  flows, — but  such 
As  must  be  lost,  Lorenzo !  by  thy  fall. 

*  What  mean  I  by  thy  falll— Thou'lt  shortly  see. 
While  Pleasure's  nature  is  at  large  displayed. 
Already  sung  her  origin  and  ends : 

Those  glorious  ends  by  kind,  or  by  degree, 
When  Pleasure  violates,  'tis  then  a  vice, 
And  vengeance  too ;  it  hastens  into  pain. 
From  due  refreshment  life,  health,  reason,  joy ; 
From  wild  excess  pain,  grief,  distraction,  death ; 
Heaven's  justice  this  proclaims,  and  that  her  love. 
What  greater  evil  can  1  wish  my  foe, 
Than  his  full  draught  of  pleasure  from  a  cask 
Unbroached  by  just  authority,  ungaged 
By  temperance,  by  reason  unrefined  1 
A  thousand  demons  lurk  within  the  lee. 
Heaven,  others,  and  ourselves !  uninjured  these 
Drink  deep ;  the  deeper,  then,  the  more  divine : 
Angels  are  angels  from  indulgence  there. 
'Tis  unrepenting  pleasure  makes  a  god ! 

Dost  think  thyself  a  god  from  other  joys  1 
A  victim  rather !  shortly,  sure  to  bleed. 
The  wrong  must  mourn.    Can  Heaven's  appoint* 

mente  fail  ? 
Con  man  outwit  Omnipotence  7  strike  out 
itself- wrought  happiness,  unmeant  by  him 
Who  made  us,  and  the  world  we  would  enjoy  1 
Who  forms  an  instrument  ordains  from  whence 
Its  dissonance  or  harmony  shall  arise. 
Heaven  bid  the  soul  this  mortal  frame  inspire ; 
Bid  Virtue's  ray  divine  inspire  the  soul 
With  unprccarious  flows  of  vital  joy ; 
And  without  breathing  man  as  well  might  hope 
For  life,  as,  without  piety,  for  peace. 

*  Is  virtue,  then,  and  piety  the  same  Y — 
No ;  piety  is  more :  'tis  virtue's  source. 
Mother  of  every  worth,  as  that  of  joy. 
Men  of  the  world  this  doctrine  iD  digest ; 
They  smile  at  piety,  yet  boast  aloud 

'  Good-will  to  men,'  nor  know  they  strive  to  pan 

What  Nature  joins,  and  thus  confute  themsdvcs 

With  piety  begins  all  good  on  earth ; 

'Tis  the  first  bom  of  Rationality* 

Conscience,  her  first  kw  broken,  wounded  lies 

Enfeebled,  lifeless,  impotent  to  good. 

A  feigned  afifectbn  bounds  her  utmost  powrr 
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SiNiic  we  can't  love,  bat  for  th'  Almighty's 
A  Cje  to  God  was  ne'er  true  friend  to  man. 
Some  nnister  intent  taints  all  he  does, 
And  in  his  kindest  actions  he's  nnkind. 

On  piety  humanity  is  built, 
And  on  humanity  much  happiness; 
And  yet  still  more  on  piety  itself. 
A  soul  in  commerce  with  her  Grod  b  Heaven 
Feels  not  the  tumults  and  the  shocks  of  lilr, 
The  whirb  of  passions,  and  the  strokes  of  heait 
A  Deity  believed,  is  joy  begun ; 
A  Deity  adored,  is  joy  advanced ; 
A  Deity  beloved,  is  joy  matured! 
Each  branch  of  piety  delight  inspires ; 
Faith  builds  a  bridge  from  this  world  to  the  nrit, 
O'er  Death's  dark  gulf,  and  all  its  horror  hides: 
Praise,  the  sweet  exhalation  of  our  joy. 
That  joy  exalts,  and  makes  it  sweeter  still : 
Prayer  ardent  opens  Heaven,  lets  down  a  stream 
Of  glory  on  the  consecrated  hour 
Of  man,  in  audience  with  the  Deity ; 
Who  worships  the  great  God,  that  instant  joins 
The  first  in  Heaven,  and  sets  his  foot  on  hell. 

Lorenzo !  when  wast  thou  at  church  before  1 
Thou  think'st  the  service  long :  but  is  it  just  ]— 
Though  j  ust,  u  nwclcome.  T  hou  hadst  rather  tread 
Unhallowed  ground :  the  Muse,  to  win  thine  eai^ 
Must  take  an  air  less  solemn.    She  complies. 
Good  Conscience !  at  the  sound  the  world  retires, 
Verse  disaffects  it,  and  Lorenzo  smiles  ] 
Yet  has  she  her  seraglio  full  of  charms, 
And  such  as  age  shall  heighten,  not  impair. 
Art  thou  dejected  1  is  thy  mind  o'ercast  1 
Amid  her  fair  ones  thou  the  fairest  choose 
To  chase  thy  gloom. — *  Go,  fix  some  weighty  truth ; 
Chain  down  some  passion  *,  do  some  generous  good ; 
Teach  Ignorance  to  see,  or  Grief  to  smile ; 
Correct  thy  friend ;  befriend  thy  greatest  foe ; 
Or,  with  warm  heart  and  confidence  divine, 
S|mng  up,  and  lay  strong  hold  on  Him  who  made 

thee. 
Thy  gloom  is  scattered,  sprightly  spirits  fiow. 
Though  withered  is  thy  vine,  and  harp  unstrung. 

Dost  call  the  bowl,  the  viol,  and  the  dance. 
Loud  mirth,  mad  laughter  7  Wretched  comforters  i 
Physicians !  more  than  half  of  thy  disease. 
Laughter,  though  never  censured  yet  as  sin, 
(Pardon  a  thought  that  only  seems  severe) 
Is  half  immoral ;  is  it  much  indulged  1 
By  venting  spleen,  or  dissipating  thought. 
It  shows  a  scorner,  or  it  makes  a  Ibol, 
And  sins ;  as  hurting  others,  or  ourselves. 
'Tis  pride,  or  emptiness,  applies  the  straw 
Tliat  tickles  little  minds  to  mirth  efifuse ; 
Of  gnef  approaching  the  portentous  sign  I 
The  house  of  laughter  makes  a  house  of  wo. 
A  man  triumphant  is  a  monstrous  sight; 
A  man  dejected  is  a  sight  as  mean. 
What  cause  lor  triumoh  when  such  ills  abound  1 


What  ibr  dejection,  where  pfcsidea  a  Pomei 
Who  called  us  into  being-— to  be  bkned? 
So  grieve,  as  conscioas  grief  ma j  rise  to  Joj: 
So  joy,  as  conscious  joy  to  grief  may  fait 
Most  true,  a  wise  man  never  will  be  sad; 
But  neither  will  sonoious,  babbling  nmth, 
A  shallow  stream  of  happiness  betrmj; 
Too  happy  to  be  sportive,  he  's  serene. 

Yet  wouldst  thou  laugh  (but  at  thy  own  ezpi 
This  counsel  strange  would  I  presume  to  ^v< 
'  Retire,  and  read  thy  Bible,  to  be  gay.' 
There  truths  abound  of  soverogn  aid  to  peei 
Ah !  do  not  prize  them  less  because  inspired, 
As  thou  and  thine  are  apt  and  proud  to  do. 
If  not  inspired,  that  pregnant  page  had  stood 
Time's  treasure !  and  the  wonder  of  the  wise 
Thou  think'st,  perhaps,  thy  soul  alone  at  eta 
Alas ! — should  men  mistake  thee  for  a  Ibol;- 
What  man  of  taste  for  genius,  wisdom,  tnitl 
Though  tender  of  thy  fame,  could  interpose ' 
Believe  me,  sense,  here,  acts  a  double  part. 
And  the  true  critic  is  a  Christian  too. 

But  these,  thou  think'st,  are  gloomy  patbe  ti 
True  joy  and  sunshine  ne'er  was  found  at  fii 
They  first  themselves  oSend  who  greatly  pie 
And  travel  only  gives  us  sound  repose. 
Heaven  sells  all  pleasure ;  cfibrt  is  the  price. 
The  joys  of  conquest  are  the  joys  of  man ; 
And  Glory  the  victorious  laurels  spreads 
O'er  Pleasure's  pure,  perpetual,  placid  strean 

There  is  a  time  when  toil  must  be  prefem 
Or  joy,  by  mistimed  fondness,  is  undone. 
A  man  of  pleasure  is  a  man  of  pains. 
Thou  wilt  not  take  the  trouble  to  be  Ueesed 
False  joys,  indeed,  are  bom  from  want  of  tboi 
From  thought  s  full  bent  and  energy  the  tm 
And  that  demands  a  mind  in  equal  poize. 
Remote  from  gloomy  grief  and  glaring  joy. 
Much  joy  not  only  speaks  small  happiness, 
But  happiness  that  shortly  must  expire. 
Can  joy,  unbottomed  in  reflection,  standi 
And,  in  a  tempest,  can  rcflectbn  live  1 
Can  joy,  like  thine,  secure  itself  an  boor? 
Can  joy,  like  thine,  meet  accident  unahockei 
Or  ope  the  door  to  honest  poverty? 
Or  talk  with  threatening  Death,  and  not  tnni ; 
In  such  a  world,  and  such  a  nature,  these 
Are  needful  fundamentals  of  delight : 
These  fundamentals  give  delight  indeed; 
Delight  pure,  delicate,  and  durable ; 
Delight  unshaken,  masculine,  divine ; 
A  constant  and  a  sound,  but  serious,  joy. 

Is  Joy  the  daughter  of  Severity  1 
It  is : — yet  far  my  doctrine  from  severe. 

*  Rejoice  for  ever:'  it  becomes  a  man ; 
Exalts,  and  sets  him  nearer  to  the  gods. 

*  Rejoice  for  ever,'  Nature  cries;  '  Rejoiee  f 
And  drinks  to  man  in  her  nectarious  eap^ 
Mixed  up  of  delicates  for  every  sense ; 
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To  the  great  Founder  of  the  bounteous  feast 
Drinks  glory,  gratitude,  eternal  praise ; 
And  he  that  will  not  pledge  her  is  a  churl. 
Ill  firmly  to  support,  good  fully  taste, 
Is  the  whole  science  of  felicity ; 
Vet,  sparing,  pledge ;  her  bowl  is  not  the  best 
Mankind  can  boast — '  A  rational  repast, 
Exertion,  vigilance,  a  mind  in  arms, 
A  military  discipline  of  thought. 
To  foil  temptation  in  the  doubtful  field. 
And  ever-waking  ardour  for  the  right.' 
Tis  these  first  give,  then  guard,  a  cheerful  heart. 
Nought,  that  is  right,  think  little ;  well  aware 
What  Reason  bids,  God  bids :  by  his  command 
How  aggrandized  the  smallest  thing  we  do ! 
Thus  nothing  is  insipid  to  the  wi»c ; 
To  thee  insipid  all  but  what  is  mad, 
Joys  seasoned  high,  and  tasting  strong  of  guilt. 
'  Mad !  (thou  rcply'st,  with  indignation  fired) 
Of  ancient  sages  proud  to  tread  the  stops, 
I  follow  Nature.* — Follow  Nature  still, 
But  look  it  be  thine  own.     Is  Conscience,  then, 
No  pan  of  Nature  ?  is  she  not  supreme  ? 
Thou  ppjridde  !  O  raise  her  from  the  dead ! 
Then  follow  Nature,  and  resemble  God. 

When,  spite  of  conscience,  pleasure  is  pursued, 
Man*a  nature  is  unnaturally  pleased ; 
And  what  *s  unnatural  is  painful  too 
At  intervals,  and  must  disgust  e'en  thee ! 
The  fact  thou  know'st;  but  not,  {)erha{)s,  the  cause. 
Virtue's  foundations  with  the  world's  were  laid : 
Heaven  mixed  her  with  our  make,  and  twisted  close 
Her  sacred  interest  with  the  strings  of  life : 
"Who  breaks  her  awful  mandate  shocks  himself, 
Hui  better  lelf :  and  is  it  greater  pain 
Our  aoul  should  murmur,  or  our  dust  repine  ? 
AjoA  one,  in  their  eternal  war,  must  bleed. 

If  one  must  sufier,  which  should  least  be  spared  ? 
The  pains  of  mind  surpass  the  pains  of  st^nse : 
Ask,  tlicn,  the  Gout,  what  torment  is  in  guilt  1 — 
The  joys  of  sense  to  mental  joys  are  mean : 
Secse  on  the  present  only  fi>eds:  the  soul 
On  pciat  and  future  forages  fur  joy : 
•Tis  hers,  by  retrospect,  through  time  to  range, 
And  forward  time's  great  sequel  to  survey. 
CooU  human  courts  take  vengeance  on  the  mind, 
Axes  might  rust,  and  racks  and  gibbets  fall. 
Guard  then  thy  mind,  and  leave  the  rest  to  Fatct 
Lorenzo!  wilt  thou  never  be  a  man? 
The  man  is  dead  who  for  the  body  lives, 
Loml  by  the  beating  of  his  pulse,  to  list 
With  every  Inst  that  wars  against  his  peace, 
And  sets  him  quite  at  variance  with  himself. 
Thyself  first  know,  then  love:  a  self  there  is, 
Of  virtue  fond,  that  kindles  at  her  charms: 
A  self  there  is,  as  fond  of  every  vice, 
While  every  virtue  wounds  it  to  the  heart; 
Hmnility  degrades  it.  Justice  robs, 
Blessed  Bounty  begg^  it,  fair  Truth  betrays, 
18 


And  godlike  Magnanimity  destroys. 
This  self,  when  rival  to  the  former,  scorn; 
When  not  in  competition,  kindly  treat, 
Defend  it,  feed  it: — but  when  Virtue  bids, 
Toss  it  or  to  the  fowls  or  to  tlie  fiames. 
And  why  7  'tis  love  of  pleasure  bids  thee  bleed: 
Comply,  or  own  self-love  extinct,  or  blind. 

For  what  is  vice? — Self-love  in  a  mistake: 
A  poor  blind  merchant  buyiug  joys  too  dear. 
And  virtue  what?  'tis  self-love  in  her  wits, 
Cluite  skilful  in  the  market  of  deli'^ht. 

O 

Self-love's  good  sense  is  love  of  that  dread  Powei, 
From  wliom  herself,  an<l  ull  slie  can  enjoy. 
Other  self-love  is  but  disguised  R'lf-hate, 
More  mortal  than  the  malice  of  our  foes; 
A  self-hate  now  scarce  folt,  then  felt  full  sore, 
When  being  cursed,  extinction  loud-implored. 
And  every  thing  preferred  to  what  we  are. 

Yet  this  self-love  Lorenzo  makes  his  choice, 
And,  in  this  choice  triumphant,  leasts  of  joy. 
How  is  his  want  of  happiness  Iwtrayed 
By  disaffection  to  the  present  hour! 
Imagination  wanders  far  a-ficld; 
The  future  pli'asi^s:  why  ?  the  present  pains. — 
"  But  tliat's  a  sciTot." — Yes,  which  all  men  know^ 
And  know  from  tlieo,  di*«:ovcred  unawares. 
Thy  ceaseless  a;;italion  restless  rolls 
From  clieat  to  ciic.'it,  impatient  of  a  pause. 
What  is  it  7 — 'Tis  the  cradle  of  the  soul. 
From  Instinct  sent,  to  rock  her  in  disease, 
Which  her  pliysirian,  Reason,  will  not  cure. 
A  iKJor  exix'dienl !  yet  thy  best ;  and  wliile 
It  mitigates  thy  puin,  it  owns  it  too. 

Such  are  Lorenzo's  wretched  remedies! 
The  weak  have  remedies,  the  wise  have  joys, 
Superior  wisdom  is  superior  bliss. 
And  what  sure  mark  distinguishes  the  wise  t 
Consistent  Wisdom  ever  wills  the  same; 
Thy  fickle  wi-»h  is€\er  on  the  wing. 
Sick  of  herself  is  Folly's  character, 
As  Wisdom's  is  a  modest  self-applause. 
A  change  of  evils  is  thy  good  supreme, 
Nor  but  in  motion  canst  thou  find  thy  rest. 
Man's  greatest  strength  is  shown  in  standing  btilL 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health 
Is  rest  of  heart,  and  i)leasure  f(»It  at  home. 
False  pleasure  from  abroad  her  joys  im()orts; 
Rich  from  within,  and  self-sust.iined,  the  true. 
The  true  is  fixetl  and  solid  as  a  rock ; 
Slippery  the  false,  and  tossing,  as  the  wave. 
This  a  wild  wanderer  on  earth,  like  Cain; 
That  like  the  fabled,  self-enamoured  boy, 
Home-contemplation  her  supreme  delight: 
She  dreads  an  interruption  from  without, 
Smit  with  Iier  own  condition,  and  the  more 
Intense  slie  gazes,  still  it  charms  the  more. 

No  man  is  happy  till  he  thinks  on  earth 
There  breathes  not  a  more  happy  tha^  himsvii^ 
Then  envy  dies,  and  love  o'crflows  on  sJl; 
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And  love  overflowing  makes  an  angcl  here 

Such  angels  all,  entitled  to  repose 

Ok,   II im  who  governs  fate.    Though  tempest 
frowns, 

Though  Nature  shakes,  how  soft  to  Icon  on 
Heaven! 

To  lean  on  him  on  whom  archangels  lean! 

With  inward  eyes,  and  silent  as  the  grave, 

They  stand  collecting  every  l)eam  of  though^ 

Till  their  hearts  kindle  with  divine  delight; 

For  all  their  thoughts,  like  angels,  seen  of  old 

In  Israel's  aream,  come  from,  and  go  to  Heaven; 

Hence  are  they  studious  of  se<ju('stcred  scenes, 

While  noise  and  dissipation  comfort  thiH!. 
Were  all  men  happy,  rcvellings  would  cease, 

That  opiate  for  inquirtude  within. 

Lorenzo!  never  man  was  truly  hlessed. 

But  it  comj)os<Hl  and  gave  him  such  a  cast, 

As  Folly  might  mistake  for  want  of  joy: 

A  cast,  uidike  the  triumph  of  the  proud; 

A  modi^t  as|K>ct,  and  a  smile  at  heart. 

O  for  a  joy  from  thy  Philandcr's  spring! 

A  spring,  jH'renuial,  rising  in  the  hreast. 

And  permanent  as  pure!  no  turhid  stream 

Of  rapturous  exultation,  swvlling  high. 

Which,  like  land-Hoods,  imi)ctuous  i>our  awhile, 

Then  sink  at  once,  and  leave  us  in  the  mire. 

What  does  the  man  who  transient  joy  prefers? 

What,  hut  pH'fir  the  hubbies  to  the  stream  1 
Vain  are  all  sudden  sidlies  of  delight, 

ConvuLfions  of  a  weak  distem|iered  joy. 

Joy*s  a  fixed  state;  a  tenour,  not  a  start. 

Bliss  there  is  none  but  unpreearious  bUss: 

That  is  the  gem :  sell  all,  and  purchase  that 

Why  go  a-l>e}iging  to  conlingrncies. 

Not  gained  with  ease,  nor  safely  Iovih],  if  gained? 

At  good  fortuitous  draw  back,  and  pause; 

Sus|)ectit;  what  thou  canst  ensure,  enjoy; 

And  nought,  but  what  thou  giv'st  thyself,  is  sure. 

Reason  i)erjK*tuate3  joy  that  reason  gives, 

And  makes  it  as  inmiortal  as  herself: 

To  mortids,  nouglit  immortal,  but  their  worth. 
Worth,   conscious  Worth!   should  absolutely 
reign. 

And  other  joys  ask  leave  for  their  approach, 

Nor  unexamined,  ever  leave  obtain. 

Thou  art  all  anarchy;  a  mob  of  joys 

Wage  war,  and  perish  in  intestine  broils; 

Not  the  least  promise  of  internal  peace! 

No  bosom-comfort!  or  unborrowed  bliss! 

Thy  thoughts  are  vagalwr.ds :  all  outward  bound 

Mid  sands  and  rocks,  and  storms,  to  cruise  for 
pleasure; 

If  gained,  dear-bought;  and  better  missed  than 
gained. 

Much  pain  must  expiate  what  much  pain  pro- 
cured. 

F*ncy  and  Sense,  Irom  an  infectex!  shore, 

Thy  CRiKTO  bring,  and  pestilence  the  prize, 


Then  such  thy  thirst,  (insatiable  thint, 
By  fond  indulgence  but  inflamed  the  more) 
Fancy  still  cruises,  when  poor  Sense  is  tired. 

Imagination  is  the  Paphian  shop 
Whore  feeble  Happiness,  like  Vulcan,  Uune. 
Bids  foul  ideas,  in  their  dark  recess, 
And  hot  as  hell  (which  kindled  the  black  fires] 
With  wanton  art  those  fatal  arrows  form, 
Which  nmrder  all  thy  time,  health,  wealth,  « 

fame. 
Would'st  thou  receive  them,  other  thoughts  thi 

are 
On  angel  wing,  descending  from  above ; 
Which  these,  with  art  divine,  would  coantc 

WOFk, 

And  form  ct^K^ial  armour  forHhy  peace. 

In  this  is  seen  Imagination's  guilt ; 
But  who  can  count  her  follies  1  she  betrays  thee 
To  think  in  grandeur  there  is  something  groat. 
For  works  of  curious  art,  and  ancient  fame, 
Thy  genius  hungers,  elegantly  pained, 
And  foreign  climes  must  cater  for  thy  taste. 
Hence,  what  disaster! — Though  the  price  w 

paid. 
That  jK^rsocuting  priest,  the  Turk  of  Rome, 
Whost^  foot,  (jc  gods!)  though  cloven,  must  1 

kissed, 
Detained  thy  dinner  on  the  Latian  shore; 
(Sucli  is  the  fate  of  honest  protestants!) 
And  {X)or  Magnificence  isstarx'ed  to  death. 
Hence  just  resentment,  indignation,  ire!— 
Be  pacified;  if  outward  things  are  great, 
'Tis  magnanimity  great  things  to  scorn ; 
Pompous  ex})enses,  and  parades  august, 
And  courts  that  insalubrious  soil  to  peace. 
True  happiness  ne'er  entered  at  an  eye; 
True  hap]iiness  resides  in  things  unseen. 
No  smiles  of  Fortune  ever  blessed  the  bad, 
Nor  can  her  frowns  rob  Innocence  of  joys ; 
That  jewel  w^anting,  triple  crowns  are  poor: 
So  toll  his  Holiness,  and  be  revenged. 

Pleasure,  we  both  agree,  is  man's  chief  good; 
Our  only  contest,  what  deserves  the  name. 
Give  Pleasure's  name  to  nought  but  whsl  b 

passed 
The  authentic  seal  of  Reason  (wliich,  like  York 
Demurs  on  what  it  passes)  and  defies 
The  tooth  of  Time;  when  past,  a  pleasure  s^ 
Dearer  on  trial,  lovelier  for  its  age, 
And  doubly  to  be  prized,  as  it  promotes 
Our  future,  while  it  forms  our  present  joy. 
Some  joys  the  future  overcast,  and  some 
Throw  all  their  beams  that  way,  and  gild  tl 

tomb. 
Some  joys  endear  eternity:  some  give 
Abhorred  Annihilation  dreadful  charms. 
Are  rival  joys  contending  for  thy  choice  1 
Consult  thy  whole  existence,  and  be  safe; 
That  oracle  will  put  all  doubt  l9  flight. 
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o^  *^  ^^^  Icsron,  thougli  my  lecture  long; 
■  *^S<ood' — and  let  Heaven  answer  for  the  rest  I 
^^^»  with  a  Bigh  o'er  all  mankind,  I  grant, 
inttaa  our  day  of  proof,  our  land  of  hojKj, 
*IHe  good  man  has  his  clouds  that  intervene ; 
CVwO*  that  obscure  his  sublunary  day, 
Bot  never  conquer:  even  the  best  must  own, 
Patience  and  resignation  are  the  pillars 
Of  haman  peace  on  earth:  the  pillars  these, 
Bat  those  of  Seth  not  more  remote  from  thee, 
Till  this  heroic  lesson  thou  hcu;t  learned, 
To  frown  at  pleasure,  and  to  smile  in  pain. 
Fiivd  at  the  prospect  of  unclouded  bliss. 
Heaven  in  reversion,  like  the  sun,  as  yet 
Beneath  the  horizon,  cheers  us  in  tliis  world ; 
It  sheds,  on  souls  susceptible  of  light. 
The  glorious  dawn  of  our  eternal  day. 

'  This  (says  Lorenzo)  is  a  fair  harangue!' 
Bat  can  harangues  blow  back  strong   Nature's 

stream, 
Or  stem  the  tide  Heaven  pushes  through  our 

veins, 
Which  sweeps  away  man's  impotent  resolves. 
And  lays  his  labour  level  with  the  world  1 

Themselves  men  make  their  comment  on  man- 
kind, 
And  thinkjiought  is,  but  what  they  fmd  at  home: 
Thus  weakness  to  chimera  turns  the  truth. 
Nothing  ronuntic  has  the  Muse  prescril)ed. 
Above,*  Lorenzo  saw  the  man  of  earth. 
The  mortftl  man,  and  wretched  was  the  sight. 
To  balance  that,  to  comfort  and  exalt, 
JVow  wee  the  man  immortal :  him,  I  mean, 
Who  lives  as  such;   whose  heart,   full-bent  on 

Heaven, 
Lemm  all  that  way,  his  bias  to  the  stars. 
The  world's  dark  shades,  in  contrast  set,  shall 


loflftre  more;  though  bright,  without  a  foil: 
his  awful  portrait,  and  admire; 
l^or  stop  at  wonder;  imitatf?,  and  live. 

Some  angel  guide  my  pencil,  while  1  draw, 
What  nothing  less  than  angel  can  exceed, 
A  DUiTi  on  earth  devoted  to  the  skies; 
Uke  8hi[is  in  seas,  while  in,  above  the  world. 

With  aspect  mild,  and  r.evatod  eye. 
Behold  him  seated  on  a  mount  serene, 
Above  theibgs  of  sense,  and  pas«tijn's  storm; 
AH  the  black  cares  and  tumults  of  this  life, 
Like  hmrmless  thunders,  breaking  at  his  feet, 
Excite  his  pity,  not  impair  his  peace. 
Eaith*s  genuine  sons,  the  sc^ptered  and  the  slave, 
A  mingled  mob!  a  wandering  heni!  he  sees, 
Bevrildered  in  the  vale;  in  all  unlike! 
His  full  revenw  in  all!  what  higher  praise 7 
What  stronger  demonstration  of  the  right? 

The  present  all  their  care,  the  future  Ms. 

*  Ina  former  Night 


When  public  welfare  calls,  or  private  want. 
They  give  to  Fame ;  his  bounty  he  conceals. 
Their  virtues  varnish  Nature,  his  exalt. 
Mankind's  esteem  they  court,  and  he  his  own 
Theirs  the  wild  chase  of  false  felicities; 
His,  the  com^>osed  possession  of  the  true. 
Alike  throughout  is  his  consistent  peace, 
All  of  one  colour,  and  on  even  thread; 
While  party-colour<?d  shreds  of  happiness. 
With  hi'leous  gajw  between,  patch  up  for  them 
A  madman's  robe;  each  puff  of  Fortune  blows 
The  tatters  by,  and  shows  their  nakedness. 

He  sees  with  other  eyes  than  theirs :  where  they 
Behold  a  sun,  he  spies  a  Deity. 
What  makes  them  only  smile,  makes  him  adore. 
Where  they  see  mountains,  he  but  atoms  sees. 
An  empire,  in  his  balance,  weighs  a  grain. 
They  tilings  terrcKtrial  worship  as  divine; 
His  hopes,  immortal,  blow  them  by  as  dust. 
That  dims  his  sight,  and  shortens  his  sur\"ey, 
Which  longs,  in  infinite,  to  lose  all  bound. 
Titles  and  honours  (if  they  prove  his  fate) 
He  lays  asitle  to  find  his  dignity ; 
No  dignity  they  find  in  aught  besides. 
They  triumph  in  externals,  (which  conceal 
Man's  real  glory)  proud  of  an  eclipse: 
Himself  too  much  he  prizes  to  Imi  proud, 
And  nothing  thinks  so  great  in  man,  as  man. 
Too  dear  he  holds  his  interest  to  neglect 
Another's  welfare,  or  his  right  invade : 
Their  interest,  like  a  lion,  lives  on  prey. 
They  kindle  at  the  shadow  of  a  wrong; 
Wrong  he  sustains  with  temper,  looks  on  Heaven, 
Nor  stoops  to  think  his  injurer  his  foe: 
Nought  hut  wliat  wounds  his  virtue  wounds  his 

peace. 
A  covered  heart  their  character  defends ; 
A  covered  heart  denies  him  half  his  praise. 
With  nakedness  his  innocence  agrees. 
While  their  broad  foliage  testifies  their  fall. 
Their  no  joys  end  where  his  full  feast  begins; 
His  joys  create,  theirs  murder,  future  bliss. 
To  triumph  in  existence  his  alone; 
And  his  alone  triumphantly  to  think 
His  true  existence  is  not  yet  begun. 
His  glorious  course  was,  yesterday,  complete; 
Death  then  was  welcome;  yet  life  still  is  sweet. 

But  nothing  charms  Lorenzo  like  the  firm, 
Undaunted    breast. — And   whose   is   that    ht^ 

praise  1 
Thej  yield  to  pleasure,  though  they  danger  bravv, 
And  hhow  no  fortitude  but  in  the  field. 
If  there  they  show  it,  'tis  for  glory  shown ; 
Nor  will  that  cordial  always  man  their  hearts. 
A  cordial  his  sustains,  that  can  not  fail : 
By  pleasure  unsulHlued,  unbroke  by  pain, 
He  shares  in  that  Omnipotence  he  trusts; 
All-bearing,  all-attempting,  till  he  falls; 
And  when  he  falls,  writes  Vict  on  his  rhielii. 
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Wit,  widowed  of  good  sense,  is  wone  than 

nought; 
U  busts  more  sail  to  run  ajrainst  a  rock. 
Thuk  a  half  Chesterfield  is  quite  a  fool, 
Whom  dull  fcols  scorn,  and  bless  their  want  of  wit. 

How  ruinous  the  rock  I  warn  thee  shun. 
Where  Sirens  sit  to  sing  thoe  to  thy  fate  ! 
A  Joj  in  which  our  reason  bears  no  part, 
Is  but  a  sorrow  tickling  ere  it  stings. 
Let  not  the  cooings  of  the  world  allure  thee ; 
Which  of  her  lovers  crer  found  her  true? 

Sappy,  of  ttiis  had  world  who  little  know : — 
nd  yet  we  much  must  know  her,  to  be  safo. 
To  know  the  world,  not  love  her,  is  thy  point ; 
She  gives  but  littk?,  nor  that  little  long. 
There  is,  I  grant,  a  triumph  of  the  pulse, 
A  dance  of  spirits,  a  mere  froth  of  joy. 
Our  thoushtlcas  amtation's  idle  child, 
That  mantles  high,  that  sparkles  and  expires, 
Leaving  the  soul  more  vapid  than  before ; 
An  animal  ovation !  such  as  holds 
No  commerce  with  our  rcaKon,  but  sulisists 
On  juittrs,  through  the  well-toned  tubes  well 

strninefl ; 
A  nice  machine!  scarce  ever  tuned  aright; 
And  when  it  jars — thy  sirens  sing  no  more ; 
Thv  dance  is  done:  the  doiuinol  is  thrown 
(Short  apotheosis !)  beneath  t!ic  man, 
In  coward  gloom  iiimiersoil,  or  fell  despair. 

Art  th<iu  yet  dull  enough  despair  to  dread, 
And  startle  at  destrurtion  1  if  thou  art, 
Acee(>t  a  buckler;  take  it  to  the  field; 
(A  field  of  battle  U  this  mortal  life !) 
WTicn  danger  threatens,  lay  it  on  thy  heart, 
A  singlo  wntcnce  proof  against  the  world. 
■  Soul,  iKJtly,  fortune ;  every  gootl  pertains 
To  onp  of  these;  but  prize  not  all  alike : 
T!ic  •*i'*rtls  of  fortune  to  thy  Ixidy's  health, 
Body  to  soul,  and  soul  submit  to  God/ 
WouM<t  thou  build  lasting  happinei-sl  do  this: 
The  invertfd  pyramid  can  neviT  Eland. 

Is  t?:is  truth  iloubful?  it  outshines  the  sun; 
Nav.  the  sun  sliinei?  not  but  to  show  us  this, 
The  single  lesson  of  mankind  on  earth: 
And  yet — yt-t  what  1  No  news!  mankind  is  mad; 
Surh  fiii::htv  numl^ers  list  ajrainst  the  ri^ht, 
^And    what    can't    numbers,   when    bewitched, 

arliievc  ? 
They  t-'lk  themselves  to  something  like  l)elief 
Tlijt  all  eartli'sjoys  are  tlu.irs;  as  Athens'  fool 
CrinnM  from  the  jwrt  on  every  sail  his  own. 
TbcY  gri":  but  wherefore  7  and  how  long  the 
lau;:h? 
;      H."»lf  i^nonu'^'  their  mirlh,  and  half  a  lie. 

To  chrut  the  world,  and  cheat  themselves,  they 

sriiilc : 
Hani  cither  ta»k  !  the  most  al.andoned  own 
That  others,  if  a!»an«loned.  are  unflone: 
Then  for  themselves,  the  moment  Reason  wakes, 

Y 


(And  Providence  denies  it  long  repose,) 
O  how  laborious  is  their  gaiety ! 
They  scarce  can  swallow  their  ebullient  spleen, 
Scarce  muster  patience  to  support  tho  force, 
And  pump  sad  laughter  till  the  curtain  falh. 
Scarce  did  I  say?  some  can  not  sit  it  out ; 
Oft  their  own  daring  hands  the  curtain  draw. 
And  show  us  what  their  joy  by  their  despair. 

The  clotted  hair!  gored  breast!  blaBphemiof 
eve! 
Its  imjiious  fury  still  alive  in  death ! 
Shut,  shut  the  shocking  scene.  But  Heaven  demet 
A  cover  to  such  guilt,  and  so  should  man. 
Look  round,  Lorenzo !  see  the  reeking  blade, 
The  envenomed  phial,  and  the  fatal  ball ; 
The  strangling conl,  and  suffocating  stream; 
The  loathsome  rottenness,  and  foul  decays, 
From  raging  riot,  (slower  suicides !) 
And  pride  in  these,  more  execrable  still ; 
How  horrid  all  to  thought ! — ^but  horrors  these, 
That  vouch  the  truth,  and  aid  my  feeble  song. 

From  vice,  sense,  fancy,  no  man  can  be  bless'd 
Bliss  is  too  great  to  lodge  within  an  hour: 
^Vhen  an  immortal  lieing  aims  at  bliss, 
Duration  is  essential  to  the  name. 
O  for  a  joy  from  reason ;  joy  from  that 
Wliieh  makes  man  man,  and,  exercisetl  aright, 
Will  make  him  more :  a  l>ounteoiis  joy,  that  givei 
And  promises — that  weaves,  with  art  divine. 
The  richest  pro9]K*ct  into  present  peace : 
A  joy  ambitious !  joy  in  common  held 
With  thrones  ethereal,  and  their  greater  far: 
A  joy  high-privileged  from  chance,  time,  death! 
A  joy  which  death  shall  double,  judgment  crown! 
Crowned  higher,  and  still  higher,  at  e.ich  stajje. 
Through  blessed  eternity's  lonjj  dav.  vet  still 
NotWiore  remote  from  sorrow  than  from  him, 
Wliose  lavish  hand,  wliose  love  stupendous  pours 
So  murh  of  Deity  on  guihy  dust. 
There,  O  my  Lucia !  may  I  meet  thee  there, 
Where  not  thy  jiresenco  c.in  improve  my  bliss. 

AfHTts  not  this  the  sages  of  the  world  1 
Can  nought  nfTect  them  but  what  fools  them  tool 
F.temity,  deix^ndingon  an  hour. 
Makes  serious  thought,  man's  wisdom,  joy,  arul 

praise. 
Nor  need  you  blush  (though  sometimes  your  de- 


signs 


May  shun  the  light)  at  your  designs  on  Heaven, 
Sole  point !  where  overl>ashful  is  your  blame. 
Are  you  not  wise? — you  know  you  are:  yet  hear 
One  truth,  amid  your  numerous  schemes  mislaid, 
Or  overlooked,  or  thrown  aside,  if  seen ; 
*  Our  schemes  to  plan  by  this  world  or  the  neit 
Is  the  sole  iliflTerenee  between  wi««e,  and  fool.* 
All  worthy  men  will  weigh  you  m  this  scale; 
What  wonder,  then,  if  they  pron>unee  yon  lightl 
Is  their  esteem  alone  not  worth  vour  care? 
Accept  my  simple  scheme  of  common  seniMa. 


YOUNG'S  WORRB. 


^  A- 


Thosiave  your  fame,  and  moke  two  woilcU  your 
own. 

The  world  replies  not ; — but  the  world  peniitfl, 
And  puts  the  cauao  uflf  to  the  longest  day, 
Planning  evasions  for  the  day  of  doom: 
So  far,  at  that  ro-hcaring,  from  redress, 
They  then  turn  witnesses  against  themselves. 
Hear  that,  Lorenzo!  nor  be  wise  to-morrow. 
Haste,  haste !  a  man,  by  nature,  is  in  haste  1 
For  who  shall  answer  for  another  hour  1 
Tis  highly  prudent  to  make  one  sure  friend. 
And  that  thou  can'st  not  do,  this  side  the  skies. 

Ye  sons  of  Earth !  (nor  willing  to  be  more !) 
Since  verse  you  think  from  priestcraft  somewhat 

free. 
Thus,  in  an  age  so  gay,  the  Muse  plain  truths 
(Truths  which,  at  church,  you  might  have  heard 

in  prose) 
Has  ventured  into  light,  well  pleased  the  verse 
Should  be  forgot,  if  you  the  truths  retain. 
And  crown  her  with  your  welfare,  not  your  praise. 
But  pnuso  she  need  not  fear;  1  sec  my  fate. 
And  headlong,  leap,  like  Curtius,  down  the  gulf. 
Since  many  an  ample  volume,  mighty  tome. 


Must  die,  and  die  unwept ;  O  thou  minute^ 
Devoted  page ;  go  forth  among  thy  foes; 
Go,  nobly  proud  of  martyrdom  for  truth, 
And  die  a  double  death :  mankind  iooensed. 
Denies  thee  long  to  live ;  nor  shalt  thou  rest 
When  thou  art  dead,  in  Stygian  shades  arm. 
By  Lucifer,  as  traitor  to  his  throne, 
And  bold  blasphemer  of  his  friend, — the  W 
The  world,  whose  legions  cost  him  slender  | 
And  volunteers  around  hb  banner  swarm; 
Prudent,  as  Prussia,  in  her  zeal  for  Gaul. 

'  Are  all,  then,  fools  1'  Lorenzo  cries. — ^Ye 
But  such  as  hold  this  doctrine,  (new  to  thee] 
'  The  niotlier  of  true  wisdom  is  the  will ;' 
The  noblest  intellect,  a  fool  without  it. 
AVorld- wisdom  much  has  done,  and  more  ma 
In  arts  and  sciences,  in  wars  and  peace ; 
But  art  and  science,  like  thy  wealth  will  leave 
And  make  thee  twice  a  beggar  at  thy  death. 
This  is  the  most  indulgence  can  aflbnl, — 
Thy  wisdom  all  can  do— but  make  thee  wisi 
Nor  think  this  censure  is  severe  on  thee ; 
Satan,  thy  master,  I  dare  call  a  dunce. 


Kitt  CotffisoUtion. 


Falls  amtrarla  fata  rciwiKlens.     Virg. 


NIGHT  IX,  AND  LAST. 

CONTAINING,  AMONG  OTHKR  TIIINGP, — I.  A  MORAL 
SCRVF.V  or  THE  NOCTURNAL  IIKAVEN'S.  11.  A 
NIGHT-ADDRESS   TO   THE    DEITV. 

numblj  inscribed  to  hb  Grace  the  Duke  of  Newcastle. 

As  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  past 

In  painful  search  of  what  he  can  not  find. 

At  night's  approach,  content  with  the  next  cot, 

There  ruminates  awhile  his  labour  lost; 

Then,  cheers  his  heart  with  wliat  his  fate  affords. 

And  chants  his  sonnet  to  deceive  the  time, 

Till  the  due  season  calls  him  to  repose ; 

Thus  1,  long-travelled  in  the  ways  of  men, 

And  dancing  with  the  rest  the  giddy  maze. 

Where  Disappointment  smiles  at  Hope's  career, 

Warned  by  the  languor  of  life's  evening  ray. 

At  length  have  housed  ine  in  an  humble  shed, 

Where,   future   wandering    banished    from  my 

thought, 
And  waiting,  patient,  the  swoct  hour  of  fest, 
(  chase  the  luoments  with  a  serious  song. 
Song  9Aothes  our  paitiH,  and  age  has  pains  to  soothe. 
Wher.  age,  care,  crime,  and  friends  embraced  at 
heart 


Tom  from  my  bleeding  breast,  and  death's 

shade. 
Which  hover's  o'er  me,  quench  the  etherial 
Canst  thou,  O  Night !  indulge  one  labour  ir 
One  laliour  more  indulge !  then  sk>rp,  my  si 
Till,  haj>ly,  waked  by  Raphael's  golden  lyre 
Where  night,  d«'ath,  age,  crime,  care,  and  sk 

cease, 
To  l)ear  a  part  in  everlasting  lays; 
Though  far,  fur  higher  art ;  in  aim,  I  trust, 
Symphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  hero. 

Has  not  the  muse  asserted  pleasures  pur^ 
Like  those  above,  exploding  other  joys  1 
Weigh  what  was  urged  Lorenzo ;  fairly  wcis 
And  tell  me,  hast  thou  cause  to  triumph  still 
I  think  thou  wilt  forbear  a  boast  so  bold ; 
But  if,  beneath  the  favour  of  mistake, 
Thy  smile's  sincere ;  not  more  sincere  can  bi 
Lorenzo's  smile,  than  my  compassion  for  liiix 
The  sick  in  body  call  for  aid;  the  sick 
In  mind  are  covetous  of  more  disease; 
And,  when  at  worst,  they  dream  themsclvc* 

well. 
To  know  ourselves  diseased,  is  half  our  euro 
When  Nature's  blush  by  custom  is  wipix!  ol 
And  conscience  deadened  bv  repeated  «rtrokc 


THE  CONSOLATION. 
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Has  into  manners  naturalized  )ur  criinrs, 
The  curae  of  curses  is,  our  cunw  to  love ; 
To  triumph  in  the  blackness  of  our  guilt, 
(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepest  jet) 
And  throw  aside  oursensi's  with  our  peace. 

But,  grant  no  guilt,  no  shame,  no  hast  alloy ; 
Grant  joy  and  glory  quite  unsullifnl  shone  \ 
Yet,  6ti!l,  it  ill  deserves  Lorenzo's  heart. 
No  joy,  no  glory,  glitters  in  thy  sight. 
But,  through  the  thin  partition  of  an  hour, 
I  we  its  sables  wove  by  Drstiuy ; 
And  that  in  sorrow  buried,  this  in  shame. 
While  howling  furies  wring  the  doleful  knclI, 
And  Conscience,  now  so  soil  thou  scarce  canst  hear 
Her  whispt^r,  echoes  her  eternal  pc^il. 

Where  the  prime  actors  of  the  lust  year's  scene: 
Their  |iort  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume? 
How  many  sleep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
With  lustre  and  with  noise !  Has  Death  proclaimed 
A  truce,  and  hung  his  sated  lance  on  high  ? 
'Tis  brandished  still,  nor  shall  the  pn>s(*nt  year 
Be  iiMtv  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 
Or  spread,  of  fi-eble  Hfe,  a  thinner  full. 

But  ncedle.<w  monuments  to  wake  the  thought : 
Life's  gayest  scenes  speak  man's  mortality, 
T;iou;;h  in  a  style  more  florid,  full  as  plain 
As  inuusuleuuis,  pyramids,  and  tombs. 
What  are  uur  noble.vt  ornumciits,  but  Di-aths 
Turneil  flattrn  rs  of  Life,  in  iKiint  or  marble, 
Thi?  Will-stuiued  canvass,  or  the  featured  stone  1 
Our  fiitl;ers  grare,  or  ratlier  h.uint,  the  scene: 
Joy  peoples  her  i>a\ilion  from  the  dead. 

'  iVufi-ssed  tliversions!  can  n«)t  these  escajw? — 
Far  fri*iii  it :  these  p^o^MMlt  us  with  a  MJimud, 
And  talk  of  dc.ith,  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
Aa  soiiu*  hold  plunilen>i's  for  buried  wealth. 
We  ransack  toinlis  for  pii.^tiine;  from  the  dust 
Call  uji  tiu^  slri>piiig  iu-ro;  bid  iiim  tread 
The  fcceno  for  our  aniusi'inent.     How  like  gods 
Wt^  hit,  and,  wmpt  in  ininiortality, 
Sii^I  generous  tiars  on  wretches  l>orn  to  die ; 
Th*'ir  fatv  lU  pl«»riiig.  to  forget  our  own ! 

What  all  the  iNj:ni*s  and  (riuinplis  of  uur  lives 
But  le^jaeii's  in  blossom  1     CUir  lean  soil, 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  v:inities, 
From  frii'Mils  interred  Iveneath,  a  rich  manure! 
Like  other  woriiis,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  ; 
Like  other  worms,  shall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Our  pres^'nt  frailties,  or  approaching  fate  1 
Lt.irt'nz(^!  such  the  glories  of  the  world  ! 
What  is  the  U'orld  itself?  thy  world — a  grave. 
Wl^re  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  nlive  .' 
The  s'l^de,  tlie  pliuigli,  disturb  our  anee>.lors. 
Froi;)  human  niuuM  we  ri-a[»  our  dttilv  bre;id. 
T'u*i:!oiH!  aroniiil  earth's  IhjIIow  surl'iee  sliakes. 
And  i.-*  tfiect-ilin:;  of  her  sleeping  sons. 
O'er  lie \a?«tit ion  we  Mliul  revels  k<'e|):  I 

Whfilr  biirieil  towns  supijort  the  danc'-r's  !ieel.      ! 
Tlic  luokst  of  human  frame  tiicr  stui  exhales;  ! 


Winds  scatter,  through  the  mighty  void,  the  dry 
Earth  re(>ossesses  part  of  what  she  gave, 
And  t!ic  fn>ed  s))irit  mounts  on  whigs  of  ilro: 
Each  element  partakes  our  scattered  sjmmIs, 
As  Nature  wide  our  ruins  spread.     Man's  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  tlioughl  of  man. 
Norman  ulone;  his  breathing  bust  expires; 
[lis  tomb  is  mortal ;  empires  die :  where,  now, 
The  Roman  ?  Csreek  1  they  stalk,  an  empty  name! 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  tliis  n.seful  light, 
Though  half  our  K'arning  Ls  their  epitaph. 
When   down   thy   vale,   unloiked    by    midnight 

thought. 
That  lo\es  to  wander  in  thy  sunless  realms, 

0  Death!  I  stretch  my  \iew,  what  \isions  rise 
Wiiat  triumphs!  toiU  imperi:d!  arts  divine! 
In  withered  launls glide  U^fore  my  sight! 
What  lengt!»s  of  far  famed  ages,  billowed  high 
With  human  agitation,  r\)ll  along 

In  unsubstantial  images  of  air! 

The  nurlancholy  ghosts  of  dead  Renown, 

Whisju'ring  faint  ir.hoes  of  the  world's  applause. 

With  |ienitential  as[»ect,  .is  they  pass, 

All  point  at  earth,  and  hi>^s  at  human  pride; 

The  wisdom  of  the  wise,  and  pi;ancings  of  the  gre&t« 

But,  O  Lorenzo!  far  the  rest  above, 
Of  ghastly  nature,  and  enormous  size. 
One  form  assaults  my  sight,  and  chills  my  blood, 
And  shakes  my  frame.     Of  one  departed  World 

1  seethe  mighty  shadow:  oozy  wreath 

And  dismal  sea- weed  crown  her:  o'er  her  urn 
Reclined,  she  weeps  her  desi>lated  realms, 
And  bloated  sons;  and,  wcrping,  prophesies 
Another's  (lis->olution,  st>on,  in  llames: 
I>ut,  like  Cassandra,  prophesies  in  vain: 
In  vain  to  many;  not,  I  tru.^^t,  to  thee. 

For,  know'bt  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know, 
The  great  decree,  the  c^mnsel  of  tlic  JSkies? 
Dtrluge  and  Conflagration,  dreadful  jjowersl 
Priiiu^  Uiinisters  of  vengeance!  ciiained  in  caves 
Distinct,  apart,  t!ie  giant  furies  roar; 
Aj»art,  or  such  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin, 
In  mutual  conflict  wcmid  they  ri*«',  an!  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  ijuile  di'vourctl. 
lUit  not  for  this  ordained  tfieir  Ihjundless  rage. 
When  Heaven's  inferior  instruments  of  wrath, 
War,  fiMiine^  ]>«-stilenee,  are  f >uiul  too  weak 
To  scourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crinn*s. 
These  are  let  lo^^se  alternate  :  down  they  rush, 
Swirt  and  tempestuous,  fn»m  the  eternal  throne, 
Witli  irresistible  commission  armed, 
The  worbl,  in  vain  correeled.  to  <listroy; 
And  eas«'  Creation  «if  tlie  sliocking  .seene 

.Seest  thou,  l^irenzo'  what  depends  on  niLU*^ 
The  fiite  of  N..tur«*,  as  for  man  her  birth, 
l^artli's  aefiirs  eli.iu^n  eartii's  traiisit«»ry  scenes, 
And  m.ike  Cn,.tiv>n  j^roi:!  with  human  «:ui!t. 
Mow  m':«t  it  ^roau.  in  a  new  <!elii^e  whelmed 
Cut  n«jf  i>r  w  it.  r.i!     At  t!ie  <lestined  :  r::r. 
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By  the  loud  trumpet  •ummoned  to  the  charge, 
See  all  the  formidable  sons  of  fire, 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  pUj 
Their  various  engines ;  all 'at  once  disgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines,  and  take,  bj  storm, 
This  i)OOT  terrestrial  citadel  of  mar. 

Amaang  [period!  when  each  mountain-height 
Outburns  Vesuvius ;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mnhs,  as  rivrnjt  once  tliey  poured; 
Stars  rush,  and  Hnal  Ruin  fieirely  drives 
Ilcr  ploughshare  o'er  Creation ! — while  aloft, 
More  tiian  astonishment !  if  more  can  be ! 
Far  other  firinameiit  than  e'er  was  seen, 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man !  far  other  stars ! 
Stars  animate,  tliat  govern  those  of  fire ; 
Far  other  sun  !^a  Sun,  O  how  unlike 
The  Babe  at  Dethlehem !  how  unlike  the  Man 
That  groaned  on  Calvary ! — yet  tie  it  is ; 
That  Munofsornnvs!  O  bow  changetl!  what  pomp! 
In  grandeur  terribU;  all  Heaven  descends  ! 
And  god?*,  ambitii.HH,  triumph  in  his  train. 
A  swift  arc'hangrl,  whh  his  golden  vring. 
As  blots  and  clouds  that  darken  and  dis<;raco 
The  scene  divinr,  sweeps  stars  and  suns  aside. 
And  now,  all  dross  removal,  Heaven's  own  pure 

day, 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  etlier  flames, 
While  (dreiidful  contrast  I)  far,  how  far  Ijeneath ! 
Hell,  bursting,  iH'lches  forth  her  blnzing  seas 
And  storms  sulphureous;  her  voracii)Us  jaws 
Expanding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  j)rey. 
Lorenzo !  welcome  to  thi.s  scttMie :  the  last 
In  Nature's  course,  the  first  in  Wirdom's  thought.  | 
This  striki>s;  if  auglit  can  strikt;  tlxH? ;  this  awakes  Asylum  sad  from  n»ason,  hoj>e,  and  Heaven! 
The  most  supine ;  this  snatehes  man  from  death.  Shall  all  but  man  look  out  with  ardent  eye 
Roust,  rjuse,  Lon-nw!  tlien,  and  follow  me,  .  For  that  great  day  which  was  ordained  for  ma: 

Where  truth,  the  nuKst  momentous  man  can  hear,  O  day  of  consummation!  mark  supreme 
Loud  culls  my  soul,  and  ardour  wings  her  flight.   ,  (If  men  are  wis«')  of  human  thought!  nor  leo&t 
I  find  my  inspiratiim  in  my  theme  :  .  Or  in  the  sight  of  angels,  or  their  King ! 

The  grandeur  of  my  subji'ct  is  my  Muse.  i  Angrls,  whose  radiant  cireles,  height  o'er  heigl 

At  midnight,  when  n)ankind  is  wrapt  in  jwace,  Order  oVr  order,  rising,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 
And  worldly  Fancy  freds  on  golden  dreams.  As  in  a  tluMln*,  surround  this  scene, 

To  give  more  dread  to  man's  mo:t  dn'adful  hour;  j  Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 
At  midnight,  'tis  pn'^umttl,  this  iiomp  will  burst     Angels  liK)k  out  for  thix;;  for  thet»,  their  Lortl, 
From  tenfold  darkm-ss,  sudden  as  tlie  spark  To  vindicate  his  glory;  and  for  thee 

From  smitten  stfd;  from  nitrous  grain  the  blaze,    j  Creation  universal  calls  aloud 
IMan,  starling  I'r.uu  his  couch,  shall  sleep  no  more!  To  disinvolve  the  moral  world,  and  givo 
The  day  is  broke,  which  never  more  shall  close!      To  Nature's  renovatitm  briijhler  eharnia. 


Where,  where,  for  shelter,  shall  the  guUty  fly, 
When  consternation  turns  the  good  man  palel 

Great  day!  for  which  all  other  days  were  mm 
For  which  earth  rose  from  chaos,  man  from  eai 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  gods, 
Descended  on  poor  earth-created  man  I 
Great  day  of  dread,  decision,  and  despair ! 
At  thought  of  thee  each  sublunary  wish 
Lets  go  its  eager  grasp,  and  drops  the  world, 
And  catches  at  ftach  reed  of  boiw  in  Hcaren. 
At  tliought  of  thee !  and  art  thou  absent  then  1 
Lorenzo !  no ;  'tis  here ; — it  is  begun : — 
Already  is  begun  the  grand  assize, 
In  thee,  in  all :  deputitl  Conscience  iicairs 
The  dread  tribunal,  and  forestalls  our  doom; 
Forestalls,  and,  by  forestalling,  proves  it  sure. 
Why  on  himself  sliould  man  void  judgment  pai 
Is  idle  Nature  laughincr  at  her  sons? 
Who  Conscience  sent,  her  sentence  will  suppoi 
And  God  above  assert  that  God  in  man. 

Thrice  happy  they !  that  enter  now  the  courl 
Heaven  o|K'ns  in  their  liosoms :  but  how  rare. 
Ah  me!  that  magnanimity,  how  rare! 
What  hero,  like  the  man  who  stands  hiinself; 
Who  danvitomeet  his  naked  heart  alone; 
Who  hears,  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings. 
Resolved  to  silence  future  murmurs  there  1 
The  coward  flies,  and,  flying,  is  undone. 
(Art  thou  a  coward  7  no: )  the  coward  flics ; 
Tliinks,  but  thinks  slightly;   asks,  but  fcan 

know: 
Asks  '  What  is  truth  V  with  Pilate,  and  retires 
Dissolves  the  court,  and  nnngles  with  the  thro, 


Above,  around,  l>eneatli,  ama/.enient  all! 
Terr.jr  ;md  glory  joini'd  in  tlii-irextrtMnes! 
Our  (hmI  in  grandeur,  and  our  world  on  fire! 
AM  Niiture  i>lru;;;{rnig  in  the  pan;is  of  death! 
DoKi  tiiou  not  heai  her?  dost  thou  not  deplore 
Uei  Mrong  coiiN ulsioMs,  and  her  final  groan? 
Wi.ere  are  we  now  ■   Ah  me!  tin*  trround  is  gone 
Oil  which  we  hUxkI.     L.vrvi\7A)\  while  thou  may'st, 


Shall  man  alone,  whose  fate,  whose  final  futi 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  excluile  it  from  hi-s  thuu«rh 
1  think  of  nothing  else;  I  S(?e  !  I  fe<'l  it  ! 
All  Nature,  like  an  earthquake,  trembling  niui 
All  deities,  like  sunmter's  swarms,  on  wine* 
All  basking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  ! 
1  see  the  judge  entlironed  I  the  fianiing  guard! 
The  volume  opened  I  o|)iMied  evi'r\'  heart  I 
A  Kun-lwam  ]>ointiiig  out  e;ie}i  secret  thoug!itI 


Pnivido  ntore  firm  supiNirt,  or  sink  for  ever! 

Where  7  how?  from  whence?  Vain  hope!  it  is  N(»  patron  I  intercessor  none!  now  [uiHt 
lfu»  lute*  I  'i'hu  sweet,  the  clement,  mi'dialorial  .*u»  ir 
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For  fraWt  no  plea !  to  pain  no  pause !  no  bound ! 
Ineiorable  all!  and  all  extreme ! 

Nor  man  alone ;  the  foe  of  God  and  nmn, 
Ffom  hiB  dark  den,  blasplicniing,  dra^s  his  chain, 
And  rears  his  brazen  front,  with  tliundcr  scared, 
Receives  Ids  sentence,  and  begins  his  hell. 
All  vengeance  past,  now,  seems  abundant  grace. 
Like  meteors  in  a  stormy  sky,  how  roU 
Ills  baleful  eyes!  he  curses  whom  he  dreads, 
And  deems  it  the  first  moment  of  his  fall. 

*Tis  jircsent  to  my  thought ! — and  yet  where  is  it  7 
Angels  can't  tell  me ;  angels  can  not  guess 
The  period,  from  created  beings  locked 
In  darkness;  but  the  process  and  the  place 
Arc  Ie«s  obscure ;  for  these  may  man  inquire. 
Say,  thou  great  close  of  human  hoi)es  and  fears  I 
Great  key  of  hearts !  great  finisher  of  fates ! 
Great  end !  and  great  beginning !  say,  where  art 

thou? 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity? 
Nor  in  eternity  nor  time  I  find  thee : 
These,  as  two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 
(Monarchs  of  all  ela)>s(>d  or  uuarrivrd  I) 
As  in  deltate,  how  Inist  their  powers  allied 
May  swell  the  grandeur,  or  discharge  the  wrath 
Of  hini,  whom  both  thrir  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  vast  fabric  for  hiin  built  (and  doomed 
With  him  to  fall)  now  burHtin;r  o'er  his  head. 
Bis  lamp,  the  sun,  extinguLshrd,  from  iK'neath 
The  frown  of  hideous  darkness  calls  his  sons 
From  their  long  slumber,  from  eartli's  heaving 

womb 
To  second  birth !  c^ntemiwrary  throng ! 
Roasetl  at  one  call,  uyistarlod  from  one  bed. 
Pressed  in  one  crowd,  appalled  with  one  ainazc, 
He  turns  them  oVr,  Eternity !  to  thee : 
Then  (as  a  king  dejioscd  disdains  to  live) 
He  fails  0:1  his  own  scythe,  nur  falls  alono ; 
His  greatest  foe  falls  with  him ;  Time,  and  he 
WIa>  murdered  all  Time's  ollspring,  Death,  ex- 
pire. 
TiJiic  wxs!  Eternity  now  reigns  alone! 
Awful  Eternity!  offended  queen  ! 
And  her  n^sentment  to  mankind  how  just! 
With  kind  inti^nt,  soliciting  acces.?. 
How  oAen  ha.s  s'le  knocked  at  human  hearts! 
Rich  to  rejiay  their  huspilality, 
How  often  called!  and  with  the  voice  of  God! 
Yd  bore  repulsi!,  excluded  a.s  a  cluat! 
A  dr»  a^ni!  while  foulci^t  (oca  fow.u]  wirjeonie  there! 
A  drc:iai,  a  cheat,  now  all  things  luit  her  smile. 
For,  \»}l  her  twice  ten  thousand  gates  thrown 
wide, 
A*  tUTic^t  from  Indus  to  the  fro/.en  pole, 
\Vit!j  banners  streamini;  as  the  eomot's  blaze. 
And  clarions  louder  t'lan  the  deep  in  ^tunus, 
Sonoruus  as  immortal  breath  ean  l)!o\v, 
Pour  furth  their  m^riiids,  |K)teiit.i(es,  mid  [lowers, 
Of  lijfht,  of  dark nes.s,  in  a  midJIe  iiiM. 

T  2 


Wide  as  creation !  populous  as  wide ! 
A  neutral  region !  there  to  mark  the  event 
Of  that  great  drama,  whose  preceding  scenes 
Detained  them  close  sjwctators,  through  a  length 
Of  ages,  ripening  to  this  grand  result; 
Ages  OS  yet  unnunil)ercd  but  by  God, 
Who  now,  pronouncing  sentence,  vindicates 
The  riglits  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

Eternity,  the  various  sentence  past. 
Assigns  the  severed  throng  distinct  abodes, 
Sulphureous  or  ambrosial.     What  ensues? 
The  deed  predominant!  the  deed  of  deeds! 
Whieh  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  heaven  of  Ileavni. 
The  goddess,  with  determined  aspect,  turns 
Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  size 
Through  Destiny's  inextricable  wards. 
Deep  driving  every  bolt  on  both  their  fates; 
Then  from  the  cr}*stal  battlements  of  Heaven, 
Down,  down  she  hurls  it  through  tlie  dark  pro- 
found. 
Ten  thousand  thousand  fathom,  there  to  rust, 
And  never  unlock  her  resolution  more. 
The  deep  resounds,  and    ITcll,  through    all  her 

glooms, 
Returns,  in  jjroans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  skies! 
O  how  unlike  those  shouts  of  joy,  that  shake 
The  wlu»le  etlicn*al!  how  the  concave  rin<xs! 
Nor  strange!  when  deities  their  voice  exalt; 
And  louder  far  than  when  Creation  rose, 
To  see  Creation's  godlike  aim  and  end, 
So  well  accomplished !  so  divinely  closed ! 
To  see  tlie  mighty  Dramatist's  last  act 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rising  o'er  the  rest. 
No  fancied  God;  a  God,  indeed,  descends, 
To  solve  all  knots;  to  strike  the  moral  home; 
To  throw  full  dav  on  darkest  scenes  of  time; 
To  ch\ir,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whoIOi 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praise, 
The  charmed  sspecLitors  thunder  their  applause, 
And  tlie  vast  void  l>eyond  applause  resounds. 

What  then  am  1 1— 

An)idst  applauding  worlds, 
And  worlds  celestial,  is  there  found  on  earth 
A  jhU'Ni.sli,  di5S{»iiant,  rehiilious  string. 
Which  jars  i:i  t!ie  grand  chorus,  and  complains  1 
Censure  on  tliee,  Lon-nzo!  1  su^»pend, 
And  turn  it  on  myself;  how  greatly  due! 
All,  all  is  right,  by  CJod  onlained  or  done; 
And  who,  butGuiJ,  nsuined  the  friends  He  gavet 
And  have  I  Ixrn  eoinplaining,  tiien,  so  long  ] 
CoiiiplaiMing  of  his  favours,  pain  and  de;«th? 
Who,  without  Pain's  advice,  would  e'er  be  gt")od1 
Who,  witliout  Death,  but  wi>uld  be  go«Kl  in  vain? 
Pain  is  to  save  froUi  i)ain;  all  pnnislnnent 
To  maki'  for  |K^ace ;  and  death  to  save  from  deatti; 
x\iid  Second  death  to  guard  iuunortal  life; 
To  rouse  the  ejreiess,  the  jiresumpluous  awe 
And  turn  the  tide  of  souls  another  wav : 
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By  the  same  tcniWrnc86  divine  ordained 
That  planted  Ed'-n,  and  hij;h-blooincd  for  man 
A  fain*r  Elden,  endless  in  tlie  skiefi. 

licaven  gives  us  fnends  to  blew  the  present 
scene; 
Resumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  ncit. 
All  evils  natural  aru  moral  goods; 
All  di:K:iplinc  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 
None  arc  unhappy ;  all  have  cause  to  smile, 
But  such  as  to  themselves  that  cause  deny. 
Our  fuuhs  arc  at  the  lM)ttom  of  our  pains: 
Error  in  act,  or  judgment,  is  the  source 
Of  endless  sighs.     We  sin,  or  we  uilstukc; 
And  Nature  tax,  when  Mac  opinion  stings. 
Let  impious  grief  lie  banished,  joy  indulged; 
But  chieny  then,  when  Grief  puts  in  her  claim. 
Joy  from  the  joyous  frejpiently  lK*trays, 
Oil  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  wo. 
Joy  amidst  ills,  corrolM)ratcs,  exalts; 
'Tia  joy  and  conqut-st;  joy  and  virtue  too. 
A  noble  fortitude  in  ills  dcligiits 
Heaven,  earth,  ourselves;  'tis  duty,  glory,  peace! 
Affliction  is  the  good  man's  shining  scene, 
Prt>s|H?rity  conceals  his  brightest  ray. 
As  night  to  stars,  wo  lustre  gives  to  man. 
Heroes  in  battle,  jdlots  in  the  storm, 
And  virtue  in  calamitit^s,  admire. 
The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy ; 
An  cvcr-gr(.>e.n  that  stands  the  northern  blast, 
And  blossoms  in  the  ri<^our  of  our  fate. 

*Tis  a  prime  part  of  happiness  t4)  know 
How  much  unhappiness  must  prove  our  lot; 
A  part  which  few  jiossess!  I'll  pay  life's  tax, 
Without  one  relxrl  murmur,  from  this  hour, 
Nor  think  it  misery  to  be  a  man; 
Who  thinks  it  is,  shall  never  Itv.  a  god. 
Some  ills  we  wish  for,  when  wo  vnihIi  to  live. 

What  sjHjkc  proud  Passion  ? — '  Wish  my  being 
lostT* 
Presumptuous !  bla^pliemous !  absurd !  and  false ! 
The  triumph  of  my  soul  is, — liiut  I  am; 
And  then^fore  that  I  may  be — what  ?  Lorenzo! 
Look  inwanl,  and  look  deep;  and  (h-eper  still; 
Unfathoiaably  deep  our  tn-asurc  runs, 
In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity  I 
Ages,  and  ages,  and  succeeding  still 
New  ages,  where  this  phantom  of  an  hour, 
Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  slumber  for  repair, 
Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praise. 
And  Hy  through  infinite,  and  all  unKx;k; 
And  (if  deserved)  by  Heaven's  redundant  love, 
Rjade  half-adora])le  itself,  adore; 
And  find,  in  adoration,  endless  joy! 
Where  thou,  not  master  of  a  moment  here. 
Frail  as  the  flower,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 
May  V  (>oast  a  whole  eternity,  enrielied 
With  all  a  kind  OmniiH»tenc.e  can  jwur. 


'  tfefrrrirvs  to  iltc  I-1iBt  Ni/;hL 


Since  Adam  fell,  no  mortal  uninspired, 
Has  ever  yet  conceivecl,  or  ever  siiall, 
How  kind  is  Go<1,  how  great  (if  goiMl)  is  ma 
No  man  too  largely  fn)m  Heaven's  love  can 
If  what  b  hoped  he  lalxiura  to  secure. 

Ills! — ^there  are  none:  AU-grocdous i  noni 
Thee; 
From  n)an  full  many !  Numerous  is  the  rao 
Of  blackest  ills,  and  those  immortal  too, 
l^egot  by  Madness  on  fair  Liht»rty, 
Heaven's  daughtt*r,  hell-debauc.htHl !  her  hand 
Unlocks  destruction  to  the  sons  of  uu'n, 
Fast  barred  by  thine :  high-walled  with  nda 
Guarded  with  terrors  reacliing  to  this  world 
And  co\ered  with  the  thundi.-rs  of  thy  law, 
Whose  threats  are  nn^rcies,  whosi'  injun 

guides. 
Assisting,  not  restraining.  Reason's  choice; 
Whose  K.'inctions,  unavoidable  results 
From  Nature's  course,  indulgently  revealed 
If  unrcveuled,  more  dangerous,  nor  Ii>ss  sun 
Thus  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  sons, 
'  Do  this,  fly  that ;' — nor  always  ti'Ilsthe  cai 
Pleas«>d  to  reward,  as  duty  to  his  will, 
A  conduct  needful  to  their  own  reiiose. 

Great  God  of  wonders!  (if,  thy  love  siir^" 
Aught  else  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 
What  rocks  are  these  on  which  to  build  <iur ' 
I'hy  ways  admit  no  blemish ;  none  I  find ; 
Or  tliis  alone, — '  That  none  is  to  Iw  found: 
Not  one,  to  soften  Censure's  hanly  criino; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  |x^'vlsh  Griers  complsdi 
Who,  like  a  demon,  murmuring  from  the  d 
Dares  into  judgment  call  hrr  judge. — Suprc 
For  all  I  bhrss  Thee ;  most  for  the  severe ; 
Hit  de.ith* — my  own  at  hand — the  fii-ry  gu 
Th:it  flaming  l)unnd  of  wmth  o:niil[>otcnt ! 
It  thunders; — but  it  thunders  ti)  prc6*^rve; 
It  strengthens  what  it  strikes;  its  wbob'somc 
Avt-rts  tilt"  dreadnl  pain:  its  iiideous  groMi* 
Join  heaven's  swivt  hallelujahs  in  thy  prais4 
Great  Source  of  goinl  alone!  how  kind  in  u 
In  vengeance  kind  !  pain,  death,  gelnnuia,  c 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,  mighty  \lin 
Not  that  alone  which  solaces  and  shines. 
The  rough  and  gloomy,  challenges  our  jirai 
The  winter  is  as  needful  as  the  sjmng ; 
The  thunder  as  the  sun.     A  stagnate  mjufs 
Of  vapours  breeds  a  i)e8tilontial  air; 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Favonian  breeze 
To  Nature's  health,  than  purifying  storms. 
The  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good ; 
Its  smothered  flames  n)iglit  undermine  the  \ 
Loud  ^tnas  fulminate  in  love  to  man : 
Comets  g(KKl  omens  are,  when  duly  scam  tec 
And,  in  their  use,  I'clipses  learn  to  shine. 

ISlan  is  responsible  for  ills  received; 
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Tho«  we  call  wretched  are  a  chosen  band, 

Compelled  to  refuge  in  the  right,  for  peace. 

Amid  my  list  of  blessings  infinite 

Stand  this  the  foremost, '  That  my  heart  has  bled.' 

Tis  Heaven's  last  effort  of  good- will  to  man. 

When  pain  can^t  bless,  Heaven  quits  us  in  despair ! 

Who  Duls  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls, 

Or  grieves  too  much,  deserves  not  to  be  blessed ; 

Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  heart. 

Reason  absolves  the  grit*f  which  reason  ends. 

May  Heaven  ne'er  trust  my  friend  with  happiness. 

Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well 

Bj  previous  pain,  and  made  it  safe  to  smile  I 

Such  smiles  are  mine,  and  snch  may  they  remain, 

Nor  hazard  their  extinction  from  excess. 

My  change  of  heart  a  change  of  style  demands  j 

The  Consolation  cancels  the  Complaint, 

And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  song. 

As  when  o'er-labouretl,  and  inclined  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller  some  rii^ing  ground. 
Some  small  ascent,  has  gained,  he  turns  him  round, 
And  measures  with  his  eye  the  various  vale. 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  ami  rivers,  he  has  past, 
And,  satiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Kndeared  by  distance,  nor  affects  more  toil ; 
Thus  I,  though  small,  indeed,  is  that  ascent 
The  muse  has  gained,  review  tlic  (mths  she  trod, 
Various,  extensive,  beaten  but  by  finv ; 
AikI,  conscious  of  her  prudence  in  reiK>se, 
Pause,  and  with  pleasure  meditate  an  <'n<I, 
Though  still  remote;  so  fruitful  is  my  themcL 
Through  many  a  field  of  moral  and  divine 
The  Muse  has  strave<I,  and  much  of  sorrow  seen 
In  human  ways,  and  nnich  of  fake  and  vain, 
Wlixch  none  who  travel  this  bad  road  can  miss. 
O'er  friends  deceased  full  heartily  she  wept ; 
Of  love  divine  the  wonders  sh«*  displayed ; 
Pfovctl  man  immortal ;  showed  the  source  of  joy ; 
The  grand  tribunal  raised ;  assigned  the  l)ounds 
Of  human  grief     In  few,  Xo  clwe  the  wli(»Ie, 
The  moral  Muse  has  shadowed  out  a  sketch. 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  a  Raphatrl  stroke, 
Of  most  our  weakness  needs  believe  or  do. 
In  this  our  land  of  travail  and  of  ho[x*. 
Fur  peace  on  earth,  or  pnni)ect  of  the  skies. 

What  then  remainsl  much !  much !  a  mitrhty  debt 
To  br  dischargetl.  These  thouglits,  O  Night !  are 

thine ; 
From  thee  they  came,  like  lovers'  secret  sighs, 
Whil«  others  slept     So  Cynthia,  (poets  feign) 
In  shadows  veiled,  sofl-sliding  from  her  s])here, 
ilcr  shcphertl  cheered ;  of  her  enamoured  less 
Than  I  of  thee. — And  art  thou  still  unsunir, 
l>neat!i  whose  brow,  and  by  whose  aid,  I  sing? 
Immortal  Silence !  where  shall  1  begin  1 
Where  end?  or  how  steal  music  from  the  sj)hert»s 
To  cooth  their  goddess  1 

O  maji'stic  Xiglit ' 
Nature's  great  ancestor!  Day's  ehler  horn ! 


And  fated  to  survive  the  transient  Sun ! 

Ry  mortals  and  immortals  seen  with  awe ! 

A  stirrv  crown  thv  raven  brow  adorns. 

An  azure  zone  thy  waist;  clouds,  in  heaven's  loom 

Wrought  through  varieties  of  shajx^  and  shade, 

In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine. 

Thy  flowing  mantle  form,  and.  Heaven  throughout, 

Voluminously  pour  thy  jximjmus  train : 

Thy  gloomy  grandeurs  (Nature's  moat  august, 

Inspiring  aspect!)  claim  a  grateful  verse; 

And,  Yiko  a  sable  curtain  starred  with  gold 

Drawn  o'er  my  hdwurs  past,  shall  cliwe  the  scene. 

And  what,  O  man !  so  worthy  to  In*  sungi 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  songs  of  Heaven^ 
Creation  of  archanjjels  is  the  theme! 
What  to  be  suns  so  needful,  what  so  well 
Celestial  joys  prepare  us  to  sustain  1 
The  soul  of  man,  His  face  tIeMgnrd  to  sec 
Who  gave  thes*':  wonders  to  be  seen  by  man, 
Has  here  a  previous  scene  of  objects  great 
On  which  to  dwrll ;  to  stretch  to  that  expanse 
Of  thought,  to  risi^  to  that  exalted  height 
Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awe, 
An«l  give  her  whole  cai>acities  that  strength. 
Which  b4'8t  may  qunlifj^'  for  final  joy. 
The  more  our  s[)irits  are  enlarge*!  on  earth, 
The  deeper  draught  shall  they  receive  of  Heaven. 

Heaven's  King!  whose  face  unveiled  consum- 
mates bliss. 
Redundant  hlitss!  which  fills  that  mighty  void 
The  whole  Cnvition  leaves  in  human  hearts! 
Thon,  who  did'st  touch  the  lip  of  Jesse's  son, 
Rapt  in  swcrt  conten)i)lalion  of  these  fires, 
And  set  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  spheres. 
While  of  thy  works  material  the  Supreme 
I  dare  attempt,  assist  my  darint;  sout; 
T.joose  me  from  ('urth's  irirlosure;  from  the  sun's 
Contracted  circle  set  mv  heart  at  larf^c; 
Eliminate  my  spirit,  give  it  range 
Through  provinces  of  thonght  yet  unexplored; 
Teach  me,  by  this  stU|XMid(ms  scaffolding, 
Creation's  golden  steps,  to  climb  to  Thee: 
Teach  me  with  art  great  Nature  to  control. 
And  spread  a  lustre  o'er  the  shades  of  night. 
Feel  I  thv  kind  assent?  and  shall  the  sun 
Be  seen  at  midniglit,  rising  in  my  song? 

Lorenzo!  come,  and  warm  thee:  thou,  whose 
heart. 
Whose  little  heart,  is  moored  within  a  nook 
Of  this  obscure  tern-strial,  anchor  weigh; 
Another  ocean  calls,  a  nobler  l>ort; 
I  am  thy  j»ilot,  I  thy  pnwix'rous  gale: 
Gainful  thv  vovnjre  through  von  azure  mam. 
Main  without  t«Mnpest,  ]>irate,  rock,  or  shore. 
And  whence  thou  may'st  import  eternal  wealtti. 
And  leave  to  iM-gjjared  minds  the  jiearland  gold 
Thy  travels  dost  thou  l»t)ast  o'er  loreicn  re<iJms7 
Thou  strani:i*r  to  the  world!  thy  tour  Ix'gin; 
Thy  tour  through  Nature's  univcrs<\l  *  rb. 
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Nataru  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large, 
On  ■oaring  loulfl,  that  wul  among  the  spheres; 
And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole. 
Who  circles  spacious  earth,  then  travels  here, 
Shall  own  he  never  was  from  home  before. 
Come,  my  Prometlieus!*  from  Uiy  pointed  rock 
Of  false  ambition,  if  unchained,  well  mount; 
We'll,  innocently,  steal  celestial  fire. 
And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  stars; 
A  theft  that  shall  not  cliaiii,  but  set  thee  free. 

Above  our  atmosphere's  intestine  wars, 
Rain's  fountain- head,  the  magazine  of  hail; 
Above  the  northern  nests  of  feathered  snows, 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forgo 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning;  Miove  the  caves 
Where  infant  temi)ests  wait  their  growing  wings, 
And  tunc  their  lender  voices  to  tluit  roar 
Which  soon,  i>erhai««,  shall  shake  a  guilty  world; 
Above  misctmstrued  oiiirns  of  the  sky. 
Far-travelled  comets'  cali'ulateil  lilaze, 
Elance  thytliought,  and  think  of  more  than  man: 
Thy  soul,  till  now  contructo*!,  witlwred,  slirunk, 
Blighted  by  blasts  of  earth's  unwholrsDino  air. 
Will  blossom  here;  spread  all  hrr  farultios 
To  these  bright  ardourii;  every  jwwer  unfold, 
And  ri.se  into  sublimities  of  tliought. 
Stars  te.ich,  as  well  as  shine.     At  Nature's  birtli 
Thus  their  commUsion  ran. — '  Be  kind  to  man.' 
Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller! 
The  stars  will  light  thee,  though  the  moon  should 

fail. 
Where  art  thou,  more  benighted !  more  astray ! 
In  ways  immoral?  the  starHrall  thee  back. 
And,  if  ol)eyed  their  counsel,  set  thee  right. 

This  prosjtect  vast,  what  U  it  ? — Weighed  aright 
'Tis  Nature's  svstem  of  dixinitv, 
And  every  student  of  the  night  inspires. 
'Tis  elder  Scripture,  writ  by  God's  own  hand; 
Scripture  authrntic!  uncorrupt  by  rnan. 
Lon'uzo!  with  my  radius  (tiie  rieh  gift 
Of  thought  nocturnal)  I'll  i>oint  out  to  thco 
Its  various  lessons ;  some  that  may  surprise 
An  unadept  in  mysteries  of  Night ; 
Little,  ])erhaps,  exj>ected  in  her  school. 
Nor  thought  to  grow  on  ))lanet  or  on  star; 
Bulls,  lions,  scorpions,  monsters  here  we  feign, 
Oureelves  more  monstrous,  ni)t  to  see  what  here 
Rxists,  indeed, — a  lecture  to  mankind ! 

What  re:id  we  here?  th'  existence  of  a  God? 
Ves:  and  of  other  U-ings,  m^.n  alH>ve; 
Nativis  of  ether!  sons  of  hi;rl»er  elin)es! 
And,  what  may  move  Lorenzo's  wonder  more. 
Eternity  is  writU^i  in  the  skies. 
A nd  whoso  eternity  7  Lorenzo!  thine; 
Mankind'i>  eternity.     Nor  faith  al«>ne, 
Virtue  grows  here;   here  springs  the  sovereign 
cure 
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Of  almost  every  vice,  but  chiefly  thine, 
Wrath,  pride,  ambition,  and  impure  desiro. 

Lorenzo!  thou  canst  wake  at  midnight  too^ 
Though  not  on  morals  bent.  Ambition,  Plcaji;:! 
Those  tyrants  I  for  theo  so  lately  fought,* 
Aflford  their  harassed  slaves  but  slender  reft. 
Thou,  to  whoiu  midnight  is  immoral  no jn, 
And  the  sun's  noon-tide  blaze  prime  dawn  of  di 
Not  by  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crunc, 
Commencing  one  of  our  antipodes! 
In  thy  nocturnal  rove  one  moment  lialt, 
'Twixt  stage  and  stage  of  riot  and  cabal, 
And  lift  thine  eye  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lift. 
If  lK)Id  to  meet  the  face  of  injured  Heaven) 
To  yonder  stars:  for  other  ends  they  shine 
Than  to  light  revellers  from  shame  to  shanie, 
And  thus  1k>  made  accompUcii}  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,  that  inflnitc  of  s^vice, 
With  inflnitc  of  lucid  orbs  replete, 
Which  set  the  living  Armament  on  fire, 
At  the  flrst  glance,  in  such  an  overwhelm 
(^f  wonderful  on  man's  astonished  tO-shi 
Rushes  OmniiK>teni'e?— To  curb  our  pride. 
Our  reason  rou>e,  and  lead  it  to  that  Power 
Whosti  love  lets  down  these  silver  chains  of  Kg 
To  draw  up  man's  an)bition  to  himself, 
And  bind  our  chaste  afltH^tions  to  his  tlironc. 
Thus  the  three  \irtue3,  least  alive  on  earth. 
And  wcIcon)ed  on  Heaven's  coust  with  most  ; 

plause. 
An  humble,  pure,  and  heavenly  minded  heart, 
Arc  here  inspired ; — and  canst  thou  gazi!  too  loi 

Nor  stands  thy  wrath  deprivt^l  of  its  reproof. 
Or  unupbraiiled  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  system  n^present 
Kind  neighliours;  mutual  amity  prevails 
Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  r«H:4'ived,  returned, 
Enli-rhteninir  and  i'nlijrhtened!  all,  at  once, 
Attrueting  and  attraete<l!  patriot-like. 
None  sins  ajjainst  the  w<lfan^  of  the  whol*; 
But  their  reciprocal,  unsi-lfish  aid, 
AiTordsan  cMiblem  of  niillcnial  love. 
Nothing  in  nature,  umch  less  conscious  bemg^ 
Was  e'er  created  solely  for  itself. 
Thus  man  his  sovereign  duty  learns  in  this 
Material  picture  of  Iwnevolence. 

And  know,  of  all  our  suiwrcilious  race. 
Thou  most  inflannnahle !  thou  wasp  of  men  I 
Man's  angry  heart,  in.sjKCtcd,  w:  ild  Iv  found 
As  rightly  s«'t  as  arc  the  starry  spheres: 
'Tis  Natun*'s  structure,  broke  by  stublhsrn  WI 
Bnvds  all  that  uneelestial  discord  tliere. 
Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  Nature  g.ive1 
Canst  thou  deft.end  from  converse  with  the  ski 
And  wMzc  thy  brother's  throaW? — For  whit t- 

clod? 
An  inch  of  earth?  The  planets  cry  *  Forlioar.' 
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Tbej  chase  oar  double  darknon,  Naturc*8  gloom, 
And,  (kinder  still,)  oar  intellectual  night. 

And  see,  Day's  aniiablo  Sidtcr  sends 
Her  invitation,  in  the  softest  rays 
Of  mitigiited  lustre ;  courts  thy  sight 
Which  sufien  from  her  tyrant  bruthcr's  blaze. 
Nignt  grants  thee  the  full  frcc<lom  of  the  skies. 
Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye ; 
"Witn  gain  and  joy  slic  bribes  thee  to  be  wise. 
Nig!it  opes  the  noblest  scenes,  and  sbods  an  awe 
'Winch  gives  those  venerable  scenes  full  weight, 
And  dix^p  reception  in  tlie  rnteiidored  heart; 
While  light  peeps  through  the  darkness  like  a  spy, 
And  darkness  shows  its  grandeur  by  the  light. 
Nor  i*  the  profit  greater  than  the  joy, 
If  human  hearts  at  glorious  objtHrts  glow, 
And  adininition  can  inspire  delight. 

"WTiat  sjieak  I  more,  than  I  this  moment  fi'cl  7 
With  pl(.';ising  stu^ior  first  the  s^jul  is  struck, 
(Stu|KirordaineiI  to  make  her  truly  wisi<;) 
Then  into  transport  starting  from  her  trance. 
With  love  and  admiration  how  she  gitr.vs; 
This  gorgeous  ap^Kiratus — this  didphiy — 
Tfiw  o<itentation  of  crcativ«  jjower ! 
This  theatre ! — ^what  eye  can  take  it  in  ? 
By  wh:it  divino  enchantment  was  it  mised. 
For  minds  of  the  first  magnitude  to  launch 
In  cndli^v  speculation  and  adore  1 
One  sun  by  day,  by  night  ten  thousand  sliinc, 
And  light  us  deep  into  the  Deity; 
How  boundless  in  magninciMico  and  might ! 
O  what  a  confluence  of  ethrreul  fires, 
From  urns  unnuinl)ercd,down  the  steep  of  heaven, 
Stiraros  to  a  jicint,  and  centres  in  my  siglit : 
Nor  tarries  there ;  I  feel  it  at  my  heart : 
My  heart,  at  once,  it  humbles  and  exalts; 
L#ay<9  it  in  dust,  and  calls  it  to  the  skies. 
Wlioficcs  it  unexalted,  or  unnwed? 
Who  ffces  it,  and  can  stop  at  what  is  seen  1 
Material  oflMpring  of  omni[K>tcnec ! 
Inanimate,  all-animating  birth! 
"Work  worthy  him  who  madi;  it ;  worthy  praise — 
AM  praiiic;  praise  more  than  human;  nor  denied 
Thv  praise  divine.    But  though  man,  drowned  in 

sleep, 
Withholds  his  homage,  not  alone  I  wake ; 
Bri  'ht  It^ons  swarm  unseeu,  and  sing  uniieard 
By  mortal  ear,  the  gh^rious  Architect, 
In  thill  bis  universal  temple,  hung 
With  lustres,  with  innumerable  lights, 
T}iat  shed  religion  on  the  m\i\ ;  at  once 
The  Icmpic  and  the  preacher.     O  how  loud 
It  calla  devotion ; — genuine  growth  of  Night ! 

Devotion  I  daughter  of  Astronomy ! 
An  undcvout  astronomer  is  mad. 
True;  all  things  speak  a  God:  but  in  the  small, 
Mpq  trace  out  Qim;  in  great.  He  seizes  man; 
Scizrs,  and  elevates,  and  wrai)s,  and  fills 
With  new  enqoiiicf ,  mid  associates  new. 


Tell  me,  ye  stars,  ye  planets ;  tell  me,  aD 

Ye  starrtxl  and  planeted  inhabitants, — what  is  it^ 

What  arc  these  sons  of  wonder!  Say,  proud  Arch* 

(Within  whodc  azure  ])alaces  they  dwell) 

Built  with  divine  ambition  ;  in  disdain 

Of  limit,  built;  built  in  the  taste  of  Heaven! 

Vaift  concave — ample  dome !  wast  thou  designed 

A  meet  apartment  for  the  Deity  1 

Not  so;  that  thought  alone  thy  state  impairs, 

Thy  lofty  sinks,  and  shallows  thy  profound. 

And  strengthens  thy  diflu.sive ;  dwarfs  the  whole, 

And  makes  an  Universe  and  Orrery. 

But  when  I  dnip  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man, 
Thy  right  regained,  thy  grandeur  is  reston^d, 
O  Nature !  wide  flies  off  the  e.\i»anding  round: 
As  when  whole  magazines,  at  once,  are  fired, 
Tlie  fiinitten  air  is  h(»llowed  by  tlic  blow, 
.  The  vast  displi>sion  dissipates  the  clouds, 
Slioi'ked  et Jut's  bill-nvs  diish  tlie  distant  skies; 
Thu-s  (but  far  more)  the  expanding  round  flics  off, 
And  leaxert  a  mighty  \oid,  a  spacious  womb. 
Might  teem  with  new  creation;  ninflamcd. 
Thy  luminaries  triumjih,  and  assume 
TVi\inity  themselves.     Nor  was  it  strang*?. 
Matter,  higli  wnmght  to  such  surprising  pomp. 
Such  g(Kl'.ikedor\',  stole  the  stylt;  of  gods, 
From  ages  dark,  •  binse,  and  Hlee|)ed  in  sense : 
For  sure  to  sense  thev  trulv  arc  diNine, 
An.l  lijilf  ab.-olved  idol.itry  from  guilt, 
Nav,  turned  it  into  virtue..     Such  it  was 
In  thos4»,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  man 
Unlost,  to  lift  their  tliought,  nor  mounted  higher ; 
But,  weak  of  winjr.on  planets  iK-rched,  and  thought 
What  was  their  hiirhet^t  must  l>e  their  adored. 

But  thev  how  weak,  who  could  no  higher  mount! 
And  are  then%  then,  Lorenzo,  tliosc^  to  whom 
Unseen,  and  unexistent,  arc  the  same  1 
And  if  incompn^heiujiblc  is  joined. 
Who  dare  pronuuncc  it  madpcss  to  In-licve? 
Why  has  the  mig!ity  Builder  thrown  aside 
All  mcisure  in  his  work?  stri'tehed  out  his  lino 
So  far,  an<l  sjireiul  nmazi'ment  o'er  the  whole? 
Then  (as  he  took  delight  in  wide  extremes) 
Di'ep  111  the  bosi^m  of  his  Univenm 
Dropped  down  that  reasoning  mite,  that  insecti 


I 


uuin : 

To  crawl,  and  jrnze,  and  wonder  at  the  scene  ? — 
That  man  might  ne'er  presume  to  plead  amazfr 

ment 
For  disK'lief  of  wonders  in  himself 
Shall  God  l>e  less  miraculous,  than  what 
Ui-'hand  has  form'd]  shall  mysteries  descend 
From  nnmy.-.terions?  tilings  more  elevate, 
Be  more  familiar?  uncreated  lie 
Mon»  obvious  than  created,  to  the  grasp 
Of  human  thought  ?     The  more  of  wonderhxl 
Is  heard  in  Ilim,  the  more  we  should  assent. 
Could  we  conceive  him,  God  he  could  not  N>, 
Or  he  not  God  or  we  could  not  be  men 
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A  God  alone  can  comprehend  n  God : 
Man^s  distance  how  immrnsc  \  On  auch  a  llieme^ 
Know  tliia,  Lorenzo !  (eeein  it  ncVr  so  stranjjc) 
Nothing  can  satisfy  but  what  confounds; 
Notliiiig  but  what  astoiiinihcs,  is  true. 
The  scene  thou  seest  attests  the  truth  I  sin^i 
A.nd  every  star  sheils  li^rht  ujwn  thy  creed. 
Tlicse  stars,  this  furniture,  this  cost  of  Heaven, 
If  but  reported,  thou  hadst  no*er  bi^lieved ; 
But  thine  eye  tells  thee  the  roinnncc  is  true. 
The  grand  of  Nature  is  tlie  Ahiiij;hty*a  onth 
In  Reason*s  court,  to  silence  Unbelief. 

How  my  iidnd,  openinir  at  thi^  scene,  imbibes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  skies. 
While  nouglit,  [xirhaps,  Lorenzo  loss  admins ! 
Has  the  Great  Suverei^rn  sent  ten  thousand  worlds 
To  tell  UP,  He  resides  above  them  all. 
In  glory's  unapproachable  rtv^ess  ? 
Ana  dare  earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  sumptuous,  the  magninc  embassy, 
A  moment's  audience  1  Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 
From  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  impart 
For  man's  emolument ;  sole  causc  that  stoops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?  Lorenzo  I  rouse ; 
Let  thought,  awakened,  take  the  lightning's  wing, 
And  glance  from  east  to  west,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Who  sees,  but  is  confounded,  or  convinced? 
Renounces  reason,  or  a  God  adores  1 
Muiikind  was  sent  into  the  world  to  see : 
Sight  gives  the  science  needful  to  their  peace; 
That  obvious  science  asks  small  learnin(;'s  aid. 
Wouldst  thou  on  motaphysic  pinions  soarl 
Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  K>gic  thorns  7 
Or  travel  history's  enormous  round  1 
Nature  no  such  hard  task  enjoins :  she  gave 
A  make  to  man  directive  of  his  thought ; 
A  make  set  upright,  pointing  to  the  stars. 
As  who  .shall  sav, '  Read  thv  chief  lesson  there.* 
Too  late  to  read  this  manuscript  of  Heaven, 
When,  like   a  parchment-scroll,  shrunk   up  by 

flames, 
It  folds  Lorenzo's  lesson  from  his  sight. 

Lesson  how  various !  not  tlic  God  alone, 
I  8(^>e  his  ministers;  I  sec,  dilTused 
In  radiant  orders,  essences  sublime, 
Of  various  ofTices,  of  various  plume. 
In  heavenly  liveries  distinctly  clad. 
Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,  or  downy  gold. 
Or  all  commixed ;   they  stand,  with  wings  out- 
spread, 
Ustening  to  catch  the  Master's  least  command, 
An<j  fly  through  nature  ere  the  moment  ends; 
Numlters  innumerable!-  Well  conceived 
By  Pagan  and  by  Christian !  O'er  each  sphere 
Presides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  course, 
A  nJ  fiHHl,  or  fan,  its  flames ;  or  to  discharge 
Other  high  trusts  unknown ;  for  who  can  sec 
Such  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine  mind 
'For  which  alone  inanimate  was  made) 


More  sparingly  dispensed  ?  that  nobler  son, 
Far  likrr  the  great  Sire! — 'Tis  thus  the  skios 
Inform  us  of  sui»eriors  numlierlessi, 
As  much,  in  excellence,  alwvc  mankind, 
As  above  earth,  in  magnitude,  the  spheres. 
These,  as  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  hang  o'er  us : 
In  a  thronged  theatre  all  our  deeds. 
Perhai>s  a  thousand  demigods  descend 
On  every  Iwam  we  see,  to  walk  with  men. 
Awful  reflection  !  strong  restraint  from  ill ! 

Yet  here,  our  virtue  fmds  still  stronger  aid 
From  these  ethereal  glories  sense  6ur\'ey8. 
Something,  like  magic,  strikes  from  this  blue  Ta 
With  just  attention  is  it  viewed  1  we  fcel 
A  sudden  succour,  uni;npIored,  unthought. 
Nature  herself  dt>es  half  the  work  of  man. 
Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  fon^sts,  deserts,  rocks, 
The  promontory's  hiight,  the  depth  profound 
Of  subterranean  excavated  grots^ 
Black  browed,  and  vaulteilhigh,  and  yawning  w 
From  Nature's  structure,  or  the  scoop  of  Tirafi 
If  ample  of  dimension,  vast  of  size, 
E'en  these  an  aggrandizing  impulse  give; 
Of  solemn  thought  enthusiastic  heights 
Ev'n  thesi^  infuse. — But  what  of  vast  in  these? 
Nothing — or  we  must  own  the  skies  forgot. 
Much  less  in  art. — Vain  Art !  thou  pigmy  pov 
How  dost  thou  swell,  and  strut,  with  human  pi 
To  show  thy  littleness!  What  childish  toys, 
Thy  watry  columns  squirt<Nl  to  the  clouds ! 
Thy  basined  rivers  and  imprisoned  seas  1 
Thy  mountains  moulded  into  forms  of  men ! 
Thy  hundred-gated  ca]iitals !  or  thoso 
Where  three  days'  travel  left  us  much  to  ride, 
Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought, 
Archw  triumphal,  thcatn^s  immense. 
Or  ncnlding  gardens  pendent  in  mid  air ! 
Or  temi)les  proud  to  meet  their  gods  half-way 
Yet  these  aflect  us  in  no  common  idnd: 
What  then  the  force  of  such  sujwrior  scenes? 
Enter  a  temple,  it  will  strike  an  awe : 
What  awe  from  this  the  Deity  has  built  7 
A  good  man  seen,  though  silent,  counsel  gives 
The  touched  spectator  wishes  to  be  wise. 
In  a  bright  mirror  His  own  hands  have  mndc^ 
Here  wc  see  something  like  the  face  of  God. 
Seems  it  not  then  enough  to  say,  Lorenzo, 
To  man  abandoned,  '  Ilast  thou  seen  the  skici 

And  yet,  so  thwarted  Nature's  kind  design 
By  daring  man,  he  makes  her  sacred  awe 
(That  guard  from  ill)  his  shelter,  his  temptaticj 
To  more  than  common  guilt,  and  quite  inverts 
Celestial  Art's  intent.     The  trembling  stars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  stalking  through  the  gloa 
With  front  erect,  that  hide  their  head  by  day. 
And  making  night  still  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumbering  in  covert,  till  the  shadt^s  devcend, 
Rapine  and  Murder,  linked,  now  prowl  C>r  pre 
The  miser  earths  his  treasuxv ;  ami  the  thiief 


THE  CONSOLATION. 


T7 


Watcliing  the  mole,  lialf-lwgijiiw  him  ere  morn. 
Now  {ilotd  and  foul  ronspiruMos  awake, 
Aii<l,  muffling  up  thoir  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Havock  and  devastation  tliry  proparc, 
And  kingdom?  totted u<t  m  tho  firld  of  Mood. 
Now  sonii  of  riot  in  mid-rcvcl  rago. 
What  sliall  I  do? — supprws  itl  or  pro<*laim? 
Why  sleeps  the  thunder  ?  Now,  Lorcnzi)  I  now 
His  lie*.t  friend's  eouch  the  rank  adulterer 
Ascends  secure,  and  laut^hs  at  godd  and  men. 
Prc-jxisteroua  madmen,  void  of  frar  or  shame, 
Lay  tlieir  crunes  bare   to  these  ehastc  eyes  of 

Heaven, 
Yet  shrink  and  shudder  at  a  mortals  sight. 
Were  moon  and  stars  for  villains  only  made 
To  guide,  yet  screen  them,  with  tenehrious  light  ? 
No ;  they  were  made  to  fnsliion  the  sublime 
or  human  hearts,  and  wi8<*r  make  the  wise. 

Those  ends  were  answer«Hl  onco,  wlien  mortals 
lived 
Of  stronger  wing,  of  aquiline  tiscent, 
In  theory  sublime.    O  how  unlike 
Thoae  %-ernune  of  the  ni^ht,  this  moment  snn^j, 
Who  crawl  on  earth,  and  on  her  venom  ffi?d ! 
Those  ancient  s:il'u»h  human  stars !  thev  met 
Their  brothers  of  the  skies  at  midnight  hour, 
Their  counsel  asked,  and  what  they  asked  olK^yed. 
The  Stagirite,  and  Plato,  he  who  drank 
The  poisoned  Itowl,  and  he  of  Tu.scuhmi, 
"With  him  of  Conluba,  (unmortal  names!) 
Irt  thc#r  unbounded  and  Elysian  walks, 
An  area  fit  for  gods  and  gixllike  men. 
Tbey  took  their  nightly  round,  througli  radiant 

patlw, 
By  seraphs  trod;  instructed,  chiefly,  thus, 
To  tread  in  their  bright  footsteps  liere  lielow. 
To  walk  in  wofth  still  brighteV  than  the  skies. 
■There  they  contracted  their  contempt  of  earth; 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled  there  the  fire; 
There,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glowed,  and  grew 
(Great  visitants!)  more  intimate  with  Gon, 
^lore  worth  to  men,  more  juyous  to  themselves. 
Through  various  virtues  they,  with  ardour,  ran 
The  zodiac,  of  tlieir  learned  illustriouti  lives. 

In  Christian  hearts  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal ! 
A  needful,  hut  opprobrious  prayer !  ns  nuich 
Our  ardour  less,  as  is  our  greater  light. 
liow  monstrous  this  in  morals!    Scarce  more 

strange 
Wookl  tfda  phenomenon  in  nature  strike, 
A  sun  that  froze  her,  or  a  star  that  warmed. 

What  taught  these  heroes  of  the  moral  world  ? 
To  these  thou  giv'st  thy  praise,  give  cre<lit  too. 
These  doctors  ne'er  were  pensioned  to  deceive  thee, 
And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  taste? — They  taught, 
That  narrow  views  betrays  to  misery ; 
That  wise  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole ; 
That  virtue  rose  from  nature,  pondered  well, 
The  Angle  baae  of  virtue  built  to  Heaven ; 


That  G(k1  nnd  Njitun*  our  ntt«'ntion  claim; 

That  Nature  is  th«^  iihiss  rrlliftintr  Go<l, 

As,  l»y  tlje  sea,  n'/loi-teil  is  the  sun. 

Too  glorious  to  1h»  guzed  on  in  his  sphere; 

That  mind  immortal  lnves  immortnl  aims; 

That  Inmndless  mind  aflvcls  a  bou ml h-ss  space , 

That  vast  survevs,  and  the  sublime  of  thin^fs. 

The  soul  assimilate,  and  make  her  great; 

That,  therefore,  Heaven  her  glories,  as  a  fund 

Of  inspiration,  thus  spreads  out  to  man. 

Sueh  are  their  doctrines;  such  the  Nii;lit  inspired. 

And  what  more  true]   what  truth  of  greater 
weight  7 
The  soul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  skies, 
D«'lightful  outlet  of  Ijer  prison  here! 
There,  disenrumben'd  of  her  chains,  the  lies 
Of  tovs  terrestrial,  KJieean  rove  at  larjre; 
There  fn'oly  can  rrsj)ire,  dilate,  extend, 
In  full  pn»jK>rtion  U-t  Incise  all  her  j)Owers, 
And,  urulfluflivl.  ifrasi)  at  s<imetljitiif  ureat. 
Nor  a-*  a  strang«T  dtx-s  she  wander  there, 
l*ut,  wondrrinij  hiTM-If,  tliron-^h  wonder  strays; 
Co!ifeinj)l.itiii;i  t!ii'ir  gr.niilour,  finds  her  own; 
Pivi's  di'ep  in  tlu-ir  eennomy  divine, 
Sits  lii;;h  in  judginrnt  on  tlieir  various  laws, 
And,  hke  a  ma>t<'r,  judires  nut  amL-s. 
Hi'iu'e  gn-atly  pleasi'd,  and  jii>tly  [•mud.  the  soul 
Crows  eon.srious  of  licr  birth  cch'sti.d;  breathes 
More  life,  more  ^igour,  in  hrrn:itive  air. 
And  feels  lu'rself  at  home  amon-r  the  stars, 
And,  lii'ling,  euuilati's  her  country's  praise. 

What  call  we,  tlien,  the  firmament,  LorenioT 
As  earth  the  bwly,  .sinci*  the  skies  sustain 
The  Si)ul  with  food  tliat  gives  immortal  life, 
Cull  it  the  noblest  ]\nslure  of  the  mind. 
Which  there  expatiates,  strrnutlH'ns,  and  exults^ 
And  riots  thn>u;xh  t!ie  luxuries  of  thought. 
C:dl  it  the  garden  of  the  IVity, 
Pilossomed  with  stars,  redundant  in  the  growth 
Of  fruit  ambrosial,  moral  fruit  to  man. 
Call  it  the  breast-plate  of  the  true  lligh-priest, 
Ardent  v\ith  gems  oracular,  that  give, 
In  points  of  liighest  moment,  rii^ht  resjwnse; 
And  ill  negK'Ct«'d,  if  wo  prizi^  our  jx^ice. 

Thus  have  we  found  a  true  astrology; 
Thus  have  w<»  found  a  Mrw  and  noble  si'use, 
In  which  alone  stars  jjovi-rn  human  fatrs. 
O  that  '.he  stars  (ass*>mc  have  fi'igned)  let  fall 
Bloodshed  and  havock  on  embattled  n^dms, 
And  rescued  monarehs  from  so  black  a  guilt! 
Bourbon!  this  uish  how  generous  in  a  tin'! 
Wouldst  thou  be  creat,  wouldst  thou  Iwcome  a  god. 
And  stick  thy  deathless  nameamon<^  the  stars, 
For  mighty  conqiiests  on  a  nej'dle's  ]H)int7 
Instead  of  forging  chains  for  foreigners, 
Bastile,  thy  tutor;  grandeiT,  all  thy  aim"? 
As  yet  tluui  know'st  not  what  it  is.     1  low  great, 
IIow  glorious,  then  appears  the  mind  of  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  stars  and  planets  roIP 
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And  what  it  seems,  it  is.  Great  objects  make 
G«oat  minda,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge; 
Those  still  more  godlike  as  these  more  diviiio. 

And  more  divine  tliantliese,  thou  canst  not  sec. 
Dazzled,  overpowered,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  miscellaneous  splcndourisi,  how  I  reel 
From  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end! 
An  Eden  tliis!  a  Paradise  unlost* 
I  meet  tlie  Deity  iu  every  view, 
And  tremble  at  my  nakedness  lH?rore  him! 
O  that  I  could  but  reach  the  tree  of  life; 
For  here  it  grows  unguarded  from  our  taste; 
No  flaming  sword  denies  our  entrance  here : 
"Would  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever. 

Lorenzo!  much  of  mortal  hast  thou  seen: 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  mure  fond  7  then  mark 
The  mathematic  glories  of  the  skies, 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure,  all  ordained. 
Lorenzo's  boasted  builders,  Chance  and  Pate, 
Arc  lefl  to  /Initih  his  aerial  towers; 
Wisilom  and  Clioice,  their  well  known  characters 
Hero  deep  impress,  and  claim'  it  for  their  own. 
Though  splendid  ail,  no  cplcndour  void  of  use. 
Use  rivals  beauty,  art  contends  with  power; 
No  wanton  waste  aniid  effuse  expanse.', 
The  great  Economist  adjusting  all 
To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wise. 
How  rich  the  prospect!  and  for  ever  new; 
And  newest,  to  the  man  that  views  it  most; 
For  newer  still  in iifniite  succeeds. 
Then  these  aiiriai  racers,  O  how  swifl! 
How  the  shaft  loiters  from  the  strongest  string; 
Spirit  alone  can  distance  the  career, 
Orb  alH)ve  ascending,  without  end! 
Circle  in  circle,  without  end  inclosed! 
Wheel  within  wheel,  Ezekirf,  like  to  tliinc! 
Like  tliine,  it  seems  a  vision  or  a  dream: 
Though  seen,  we  labour  to  Uilie^'e  it  true! 
What  involution!  what  extc»»t!  whatswarma 
Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  earth!  immensely  great ! 
Immensely  distant  from  each  other's  spheres  I 
What,  tlien,  the  wondrous  space  through  which 

they  roll  ] 
At  once  it  quite  ingulfs  all  human  thought; 
'Tis  Comprehension's  absolute  c'<»feat 

Nor  think  thou  aeest  a  wild  disorder  here: 
Through  this  illustrious  chaos  to  the  sight, 
Arranr;ement  neat  and  chastest  opler  rei^n. 
The  path  prescribed,  inviolably  kept. 
Upbraids  the  lawless  sallies  of  mankind. 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  inti'rferc ; 
What  knots  are  lied !  how  soon  are  they  dissolved, 
And  set  the  seeming  married  planets  freo  I 
They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove ; 
Confusion  unconfused !  nor  less  admire 
This  tumult  untumuHuous ;  all  on  wing! 
J II  motion  all !  yet  what  profound  re^HMc; 
Wliat  fervid  action,  yet  no  noise !  as  awed 
To  silence  by  the  presence  of  thek  Lord; 


Or  hushed,  by  his  command,  in  love  to  man. 
And  bid  let  fall  soft  beams  on  human  rest, 
Restless  themselves.     On  yon  cerulean  plaii 
In  exuhation  to  their  GKxl  and  thine, 
They  dance,  they  sing  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  his  praise ! 
But  since  their  song  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 
Their  dance  jwrplexed  exliibits  to  tho  sight 
Fair  hieroglyphic  of  his  peerless  power. 
Mark  how  the  labyrinthiaii  turns  they  take, 
The  circles  intricate,  and  mystic  maze, 
Weave  the  grand  cipher  of  Omnipotence ; 
To  gods  how  great  I  how  legible  to  man ! 

Leaves  so  much  wonder  greater  wonder  s 
Where  are  tlie  pillars  that  support  the  skiea 
What  more  than  Atlantean  shoulder  props 
Th'  incunilK'nt  load  1  what  magic,  what  stnuij 
III  fluid  air  these  i>onderous  orbs  sustains  ? 
Who  would  not  lliink  them  hung  in  golden  cl. 
And  so  they  are ;  in  the  lili;h  will  of  Heavei 
Which  fixes  all ;  makes  adamant. 
Or  air  of  adamant ;  makes  all  of  nought, 
Or  nought  of  all,  if  such  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine,  from  their  deep  foundations  torn 
The  most  gigantic  sons  of  earth,  the  broad 
And  towering  Al^is,  all  tossed  into  the  sea; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Their  bulks  enormous  dancing  on  tho  waves 
In  time  and  measure  exquisite  ;  while  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  spheres. 
Tune  their  sonorous  instrmuents  aloft, 
The  concert  swell,  and  animate  the  ball. 
Would  this  appear  amazing  ? — what  then  w 
In  a  far  thinner  elemont  sustained. 
And  acting  the  same  part  with  greater  skill, 
More  rapid  movement,  an<l  for  noblest  ends 

More  obvious  ends  to  pass,  are  not  tlicse  i 
The  seats  majestic,  proud  imperi:d  thrones, 
On  whieli  angelic  delegates  of  Heaven, 
At  certain  i^eriods,  as  the  Sovereign  noila, 
Discharge  high  trusts  of  vengeance  or  of  lo^ 
To  clothe  in  outward  grandeur  grancl  desigi 
And  acts  more  solemn  still  more  solemnize  1 
Ye  citiz(*ns  of  air!  wliat  ardent  thanks. 
What  full  effusion  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Is  due  from  man,  indulged  in  such  a  siglit ! 
A  sight  so  noble !  and  a  sight  so  kind ! 
It  drojts  new  truths  at  every  new  survey  I 
Feels  not  Lorenzo  something  stir  witliin, 
That  sweeps  away  all  i>eriod  1   .  As  these  sp 
Measurs  duration,  they  no  less  inspire 
The  godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end. 
The  boundli*ss  space,  through  wiiich  these  i 

take 
Their  restless  roam,  suggests  the  sister- tlimi; 
Of  boundless  time.     Thus,  by  kind  Nature*! 
To  man  unlalx>ured,  that  important  giie«t, 
Etermty,  finds  entrance  at  the  sight; 
And  an  eternity  for  mm  ordaincd| 
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Or  these  hu  destined  midni^rht  counsellor, 
The  stars,  had  never  wliisjX'red  it  to  niun. 
Nature  informff,  but  nu  cr  insults,  her  Rons : 
Could  she,  then,  kiudlc  the  most  anient  v^kh 
To  diftapfKilnt  it  ? — That  Ls  Maspliomy ! 
Thus  of  tliy  creed  a  second  arlide, 
Momcntoufi  as  the  existejice  of  a  Oofl, 
Is  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  j^ought, 
And  thou  niay'dt  read  thy  soul  iininovlal  hrre. 

Here,  then,  Lorrn»>!  on  t]le^5c  ^^lories  dwell, 
Nor  want  the  gilt,  illuminated  roof, 
That  call*  the  wretched  jjay  lo  dark  deli^Iits. 
Asjieml'IIes  ?— this  is  one  di\  jm  ly  l»ri:;Iit ; 
Here,  uncndangered  in  healtli,  wcrdth.  or  fame, 
Range  thro«;:h  the  fairest,  and  tlu*  Sultan  scorn. 
fle,  witfc  as  thou,  no  ercMVut  hnl.Iri  no  fair 
As  that  wliich  on  his  turban  awes  a  world. 
And  thinks  the  moon  is  prdiul  to  copy  hi:n. 
Look  on  her,  and  gain  nn^re  tli:in  wnrl.ls  Ciiii  give, 
A  mind  ftuix?rior  to  the  charms  of  [xiwcr. 
Thou,  niufHed  in  di'lu.sions  of  this  life! 
Can  voncU»r  moon  turn  Ocean  in  his  br  d 
From  side  to  side,  in  constant  ebb  and  How, 
And  purify  from  stench  his  watery  realms, 
And  fails  her  moral  influence  1  wants  she  power 
To  turn  Lorenzo's  8tubl)oni  tide  of  thought 
From  stagnating  on  earth's  inf«cte<l  ^'h^re, 
And  purge  from  nuisance  hi=?  corrupted  heart  ? 
Fails  her  attraction,  when  it  draws  to  ITenveu? 
Nay,  and  to  what  tliou  valucsL  more,  earth'o  joy  ? 
Minds  elevate,  and  panting  for  unsi  en. 
And  defecate  from  sctnse,  nione  obtain 
Full  jclish  of  existence  undeflowered, 
The  life  of  life,  the  zest  of  worldly  bliss; 
All  else  on  earth  amounts — to  what  7  to  tliis, 
'  Bad  to  bo  sulfered,  blessings  to  Ih;  kft :' 
Elaith's  richest  inventory  boasts  no  more. 

Of  higlier  scenes  be  then  the  cull  ob-eyed. 
O  let  nic  gaze ! — of  gazing  there's  no  end. 
O  let  mc  think ! — thought,  too,  is  wildcred  here ; 
In  mid-way  flight  Imagination  tires ; 
Vet  soon  rcpruncs  her  wing  to  so:ir  anew, 
HcT  point  unable  lo  forL)oar  or  gain ; 
So  i^cat  the  pleasure,  so  profound  tlic  plan ! 
A  banquet  this,  where  men  and  ang(  Is  meet, 
Eat  the  same  icianna,  mingle  earth  and  Heaven. 
Iloir  distant  some  of  these  nocturnal  suns ! 
So  distant  (says  tlic  sage)  'twere  not  absurd 
To  doubt  if  Ix'ams,  set  out  at  Nature's  birth, 
Are  yet  arrived  at  this  so  foreign  world, 
Though  notliing  half  so  rapid  as  their  flight. 
An  rye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  mc  roll, 
And  roll  for  ever     "Who  can  satiate  sight 
In  such  a  scene?  in  such  an  ocean  wiJo 
Of  deep  arfonishment,  where  deplli,  height,  breadth 
Arc  lo^t  in  their  extremes;  and  where  to  count 
Th/e  thick-sown  glories  in  this  Held  of  fire, 
Pcjiiaps  a  seraph's  computation  fails. 
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Now  go.  Ambition !  biiast  thy  boundless  might 
In  conquest  o  or  tiie  tenth  part  of  a  grain. 

And  yet  Lorenzo  calls  for  miracles, 
To  give  his  tottering  Hiith  a  solid  base. 
Why  call  for  les.5  llun  is  alreaily  tliijie  1 
Thou  art  no  noxiee  in  thet>logy  : 
Wliat  is  a  miracle? — *li;i  a  rei)roacn, 
'Tis  nn  implicit  satire  on  mankind, 
And  while  it  satisfies  it  censures  too. 
To  (Oinmon  si-nse  gn-at  Nature's  course  proclainu 
A  Deity.     When  mankind  falls  asleep, 
A  niiroele  is  siMit  as  an  alarm 
To  w.ike  the  world,  and  prove  him  o'er  again, 
riv  HTcnt  ar;ju!M(i;t,  but  not  m{»Te  stron;;. 
f^.iy  wliich  iinju»rts  more  I'lenitude  of  power, 
Hf  Natiiiv's  laws  to  fix,  or  to  repeal  ? 
To  iii;il:o  a  sun,  or  sti»p  his  iniil  career? 
To  CiMiiitiTi:iruiiI  111:?  f.ir.lors,  and  send  back 
The  lljriiiii^citurior  to  ihe  Iriirliti'd  eu^t, 
"WiirMH'd  and  a-^touiMiod  at  his  evening  ra)*: 
Or  bill  t'lo  moon,  as  with  her  jounuy  tired, 
In  Ajalon's  .soil  llowery  vale  re[Htse? 
'^^Jreat  things  are  tlujje?  still  greater  to  create. 
Fri»:n  Ad.un's  Ijov.lt  Ijokdjwn  thrL»u:r!i  the  wlK)Ie 

triiin 
Of  miriieles; — rosi.-Jle.?$  is  thtir  power! 
They  ilo  not,  enn  not,  more  amazt^  the  mind, 
Th.iii  liiis,  ciiil.'d  unmiraculous  survey. 
If  duly  weii;lii\l.  if  ratio7ially  seen, 
If  s.H-n  with  human  eyes.     The  brute,  indeed, 
Sees  muj.Tht  but  siMUgles  here;  the  foi)l  no  mora. 
Say'st  thou,  '  The  course  of  Nature  governs  all'? 
The  course  of  Nature  is  the  art  of  God. 
The  miraelrs  then  eall'st  f«)r,  this  attest; 
For  say,  could  Nature  Nature's  course  control? 

But,  miracli's  apart,  who  sees  him  not 
Nature's  Controller,  Author,  Guide,  and  End? 
Who  turns  his  eve  on  Nature's  midni;;ht  face, 
Hut  nmst  inquire — '  What  hand  behind  thescene^ 
"What  arm  Almight^',  put  these  wheeling  globes 
In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vast  machine  ? 
Who  rounded  in  his  palm  these  spacious  orbs? 
Who  l)owled  them  llaming  through  the  dark  pro* 

found, 
Numerous  as  glittering  gems  of  raoniing  dcw^ 
Or  sparks  from  ix)pulons  cities  in  a  blaze, 
And  set  the  bosom  of  old  Night  on  fire. 
Peopled  her  desert,  and  made  Horror  smile  V 
Or  if  the  military  style  delights  thee, 
(For  stars  have  fought  their  battles,  leagued  will-. 

man) 
*  ^Vllo  marshals  this  bright  host  ?  enrols  theu 

names, 
ApiH>ints  their  posts,  their  marches,  and  retun^*, 
Punctual,  at  slatj  d  jxriods?  who  di>bands 
These  veteran  trof>i>s,  their  final  duty  done. 
If  e'er  disbanded? — He,  whose  jwlent  word, 
Like  the  loud  trum[x;t,  levied  first  their  (K)w«ra 
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In  Nij»ht*8  inglorious  cinpirp,  where  they  sli^pt 
In  K'da  of  durkncss;   aniiod  tlicm  with  fierce 

flaQies; 
Arranged,  and  disciplined,  and  clotheil  in  gold, 
And  calliMl  tliem  out  of  Chaos  to  the  Hrld, 
Where  now  they  war  with  Vice  and  Unbelief. 
O  h't  us  join  this  army!  joining  these 
Will  give  Uif  hearts  intn.>pid,  at  tliat  hour 
Wiirn  brighter  flames  shall  cut  a  darker  niglit; 
When  these  strong  demonstrations  of  a  God 
Snail   Iiide  their  heads,   or  tumble  from    their 

spheres, 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  all! 

Struck  at  that  thought,  as  new-awakeil,  I  lift 
A  more  cnli^litened  eve,  and  read  the  stars 
To  man  still  more  pro])iiious,  and  their  aid 
(Though  guiltless  of  idolatry)  implore, 
Nor  loHiier  rob  them  of  their  noblest  name. 
O  ve  dividers  i)f  Jiiv  time!  vc  bri;jht 
Accomptants  of  my  d;ij»?,  and  months,  and  years. 
In  your  fair  kuliMular  dislinc-tly  marked! 
Since  that  authiMitlc,  radia:it  rogistrr, 
Though  man  insiwcts  it  not,  stands  goo<l  against 

him ; 
Smce  you  and  years  roll  on,  though  man  stands 

still, 
Tearh  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  wisdom,  now  beyond 
All  shadow  of  excuse  for  fooling  on. 
Age  smooths  our  path  to  prmh-nco;  sweeiw  aside 
The  snares  keen  appi^titc  and  passion  spread 
To  catch  stray  souls ;  and  wo  to  that  gray  head 
Whose  folly  would  undo  what  age  has  done! 
Aid,  then,  aid,  all  ye  Stars! — Much  rather  Thou, 
Gn'at  Artist  I    Thou  whose  finger  set  aright 
This  exquisite  machine,  with  all  its  wheels, 
Though  intervolved,  exact ;  and  pointing  out 
Life's  rapitl  and  irrevoirablo  flight 
With  such  an  index  fair  as  none  can  mi-acs 
Who  lifts  an  eye,  nor  sleei»s  till  it  is  closed; 
Ol>en  mine  eye,  dread  Deity !  to  read 
The  ticit  dix'trine  of  thy  works;  to  sec 
Things  as  they  ore,  unaltere«l  through  the  glass 
Of  worldly  wishes.     Time,  Eternity ! 
('Tis  thesi?,  mismeasnre<I,  ruin  all  mankind) 
Set  them  Iwforc  me ;  let  mc  lay  them  Iwth 
In  equnl  scale,  and  learn  their  various  weight. 
Let  time  appear  a  moment,  as  it  is; 
And  let  eternity's  full  orb,  at  once, 
Turn  on  my  soul,  and  strike  it  into  Heaven. 
When  sliall  I  see  far  more  than  cliarms  me  now, 
Gaze  on  creation's  model  in  thy  breast 
Unveiled,  ror  wonder  at  the  transcrij)!  more? 
When  this  vile,  foreign  dust,  which  smothers  all 
That  travel  earth's  dwp  vale,  shall  I  shake  oVi'X 
When  shall  my  soul  her  incarnation  quit, 
A  "d,  re-adopted  to  thy  blessed  embrace, 
I'MiUin  her  apotheosis  in  thee? — 

Dcwt  think,  Lorenzo,  this  ia  wandering  wide  \ 


No;  'lis  direct Iv  striking  at  the  mark. 

To  wake  thy  dead  devotion*  was  my  point; 

And  how  I  bless  Night's  consecrating  shadeiy 

Which  to  a  temple  turn  an  universe, 

Fill  us  with  great  ideas,  full  of  Heaven, 

And  antidote  the  pestilential  earth! 

In  every  storm  that  either  frowns  or  falls, 

What  an  asylum  has  the  soul  in  praj'erl 

And  what  a  fane  is  this,  in  which  to  pray! 

And  what  a  Gu.n  must  dwell  in  such  a  fane! 

O  what  a  genius  must  inform  the  skies ! 

And  is  Lorenzo's  salamander-heart 

Cold,  and  nntouche<1,  amid  these  sacred  fires? 

O  ye  ncjcturnal  sparks !  ye  glowing  embers, 

On  Heaven's  broad  hearth!    Who  burn,  or  b 

no  more, 
Who  blaze,  or  die,  os  great  Jehovah's  breath 
Or  blows  you,  or  forl)eaTs,  assist  my  song ! 
Pour  your  whole  influence;  exorcise*  his  heart 
So  long  |»osee<si'd,  and  bring  him  l>ackto  man. 

And  is  Lon'nzo  a  di?nmrrer  still? 
Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thee  to  contest 
Truths,  which,  contestetl,  put  thy  parts  to  sha 
Nor  .shanu'  they  more  Lon-nzo's  head  than  hca 
A  fjithlcss heart,  how  despicably  small! 
Too  si  raiglit,  aught  gn^ator  generous  to  rcccivi 
Filled  \\  itii  an  atom !  filled  and  fouled  witli  sc 
And  self-ndstakon!  self,  that  lasts  an  hour! 
Instincts  and  passions  of  the  nobler  kind 
I/ie  sufl<)cated  there,  or  thej'  alone, 
Reasitn  apart,  would  wake  high  ho]M*,  and  opp; 
To  ravished  tliought,  that  intellectual  sphere, 
Where  Onlcr,  Wisdom,  Goodness,  Providcnc 
Their  endless  miracles  of  love  display, 
And  promise  all  the  truly  great  desire. 
The  mind  that  would  I)e  happy  must  be  great; 
Great  in  its  wislies,  great  in  its  surveys. 
Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend. 
Push  out  its  comigate,  expansive  make, 
Whii"h,  ere  long,  more  than  planets  shall  embr 
A  man  of  compass  makes  a  man  of  worth: 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  divine  I 

As  man  was  made  for  glory  and  for  blis^ 
AH  littleness  is  in  approach  to  wo. 
Open  thy  bosom,  set  thy  wishes  wide, 
And  let  in  manhood;  let  in  happiness; 
Admit  the  l>oundless  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  God;  which  makes  a  ma 
Take  God  from  Nature,  nothing  great  is  left; 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  sees; 
Man  s  heart  is  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Emerge  from  thy  profound;  erect  thine  eye; 
See  thy  distress  I  how  close  art  thou  beBic;red 
Besieged  by  Nature,  the  proud  sceptic's  foci 
Inclosed  by  these  innumerable  worlds, 
Sparkling  conviction  on  the  darkest  mind, 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  Providence, 


*  See  pose  74. 
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Uonr  art  thou  caught,  sure  captive  of  belief! 
Prom  this  thy  blesiied  captivity  what  art, 
What  blasplicmy  to  reason,  si'ts  tliec  free ! 
This  scpuG  is  Heaven's  indulgent  violence ; 
Can'st  thoa  bear  up  a^inst  this  tide  of  glory  1 
Wliat  is  earth  iKwomed  in  these  ambient  orbs, 
But  fdxth  in  GoJ  impf>seJ,  and  pressed  on  inani 
Dar'st  thou  still  litigate  thy  desi)erate  cause, 
Spile  of  these  numerows  awful  witnesses, 
And  doubt  the  deposition  of  the  skies'? 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  wa}*  to  ruin  I 

Laborious?  'tis  impracticable  quite 
To  sink  beyond  a  doubt  in  this  debute, 
With  all  its  weight  of  wisdom  and  of  will, 
And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 
Some  wish  they  did,  but  no  man  dislK'licves. 
'  God  a  a  spirit  •/  spirit  can  not  strike 
These  gross  material  organs;  God  by  man 
As  much  is  seen,  as  man  a  God  can  see, 
In  these  astonishing  exploits  of  power 
What  order,  1»cauty,  motion,  distance,  size! 
Concrrtion  of  design,  how  exquisite ! 
How  complicate  in  their  divine  |x)li(:c! 
Apt  means !  great  ends!  consent  to  general  good  I — 
Each  attribute  of  these,  material  gml^. 
So  long  (and  that  with  siKvious  pI^^'l^^)  adored, 
A  separate  conquest  gains  oVr  rel)ol  thought, 
And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man.' 

Lorenzo !  this  may  seem  harangue  to  tliee ; 
Such  all  IS  apt  to  seem,  that  thwarts  our  will. 
And  dost  thou, then,  demand  a  simple  proof 
Of  this  great  master-moral  of  the  skies, 
Unskilled,  or  disinclined,  to  read  it  there? 
Since  *txs  the  bans,  ami  all  drops  witliout  it, 
Take  it  in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain. 
Such  proof  insists  on  an  attentive  enr, 
Twill  not  make  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts, 
And  for  thy  notice  stniggle  with  the  world. 
Retire;  -the  world  shut  out; — thy  thoughts  call 

home ; — 
Imagination's  airy  wing  repress ; — 
L^ick  ap  thy  senses; — let  no  passion  stir; — 
Wake  all  to  Reason ; — let  her  reign  alone ;   - 
Then  in  thy  sours  deep  silence,  and  the  depth 
Of  Nature's  silence,  midnight,  thus  inquire, 
As  I  ha\'C  done,  and  shall  inquire  no  more. 
In  nature's  channel  thus  the  questions  run: 

'What  am  I?  and  from  whence! — I  nothing 
know 
Bat  that  I  am;  and  nnce  I  am,  conclude 
Eiimething  eternal:  had  there  e'er  l^een  nought, 
Nought  still  had  been :  eternal  there  must  be. — 
But  what  eternal? — Why  not  human  race? 
And  Adam's  ancestors  without  an  end? — 
That's  hard  to  be  conceived,  since  every  link 
Of  that  long-chained  succession  is  so  frail. 
Can  every  part  depend,  and  not  the  whole  ? 
Yet  grant  it  true,  new  diflicuhies  rise; 
I'm  still  quite  out  at  sea,  nor  sec  the  shore. 


AVhencc  earth,  and  these  bright  orbs  ? — ^Eternal 

too?— 
Grant  matter  was  eternal,  still  these  orbs 
Would  want  some  other  father;— much  design 
Is  seen  in  ail  their  motions,  all  their  makes, 
Design  implies  intelligence  and  art; 
That  can't  l)e  from  themselves — or  man :  that  art 
Man  scarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  bestow  1 
And  nothing  greater  yet  allowed,  than  man. — 
Who  motion,  fon-ign  to  the  smallest  grain, 
Shot  through  vast  masses  of  enormous  weight  1 
Who  bid  brute  matter's  restive  lump  assume 
Such  various  fonns,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly? 
lias  matter  innate  motion  ?  then  each  atom, 
Asserting  its  indisputabh'  right 
To  dance,  would  form  an  universe  of  dust: 
Has  matter  none?   then  wlicncc  these  glorious 

forms 
And  boundless  flights,  from  shapeless  and  re- 
posed? 
Tins  matter  more  than  mution  ?  has  it  thought, 
Judgment,  and  genius?  is  it  dreply  learned 
In  mathematics?  has  it  fniniod  such  laws. 
Which,  but  to  guess,  a  Newton  made  inunortal?—- 
If  so,  how  each  sajjc  atom  luii<;hs  at  me. 
Who  tiiinks  a  clod  inferior  to  a  man ! 
If  art  to  fonn,  and  counsel  to  conduct, 
And  that  with  greater  far  than  human  skill, 
Rrsides  not  in  each  block, — a  Godhead  reigns !-« 
Grant,  then,  invisilile,  eternal  Mind; 
That  grnnte<l,  all  is  solved; — but  granting  that| 
Draw  I  not  o'er  me  a  still  darker  cloud? 
Grant  I  not  that,  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  1 
A  bein^  witliout  orijjin  or  end! — 
Ilail,  human  Lil>erty !  there  is  no  God — 
Yet  whyl  on  either  scheme  that  knot  subsists; 
Subsist  it  nuLst,  in  Goil  or  human  race ; 
If  in  tlie  last,  how  many  knots  beside. 
Indissoluble  all? — whv  choose  it  there 
AVhere,  chosen,  still  subsist  ten  thousaiid  morct 
Reject  it  where,  that  clios<^n,  all  the  rest^ 
Dispersed,  leave  Reason's  whole  horizon  clear? 
This  is  not  Reiison's  dictate;  Reason  says, 
Close  with  the  side  where  one  grain  turns  th* 

sc4de. 
Wliat  vast  preponderance  is  here !  can  Reason 
With  louder  voice  exclaim — '  Believe  a  God?' 
And  Reason  heard,  is  the  sole  maik  of  man. 
What  things  impossible  mu.'tt  man  think  truO| 
On  any  other  system  ?  and  how  strange 
To  dislK-lieve,  through  mere  credulity! 

If  in  this  chain  Lorenzo  fmds  no  flaw^ 
Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  belief. 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds? 
And  if  a  God  there  is,  that  God  how  great! 
How  great  that  Power  whose  provideiitial  caia 
Through  these  bright  orbs'  dark  centres  darts  ■ 

ray ! 
Of  Nature  universal  threads  the  whole  I 
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And  hangs  Creation,  like  a  [irocious  ^^cm, 
Though  Uttic,  on  the  Atotstool  of  his  tlirunc ! 

Thut  little  gem,  liuw  large!  A  wci^lit  let  fall 
From  a  llxetl  etar,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
I'his  ilLtitant  earth  1  Say,  tlu.*n,  Lorcjizo,  where, 
Where  ends  this  mighty  builJmg'}  where  begin 
Tiie  suburbs  of  Creation?  where  the  wall 
Wiiosc  battlcuients  louk  o'er  into  tlic  vale 
Ol'  non-existence,  Is  othing's  strange  altode  7 
Say  at  what  jiciiit  of  s)iaiu;  Jcho\ah  Jrop[)Cvl 
His  slackened  line,  and  laid  his  balance  by; 
AVei^rlicd  worlds,  and  nieasunni  infmitc  no  more  7 
Where  rears  his  terniiiiatini;  {lillar  liigh 
Its  extrainundanc  head  ]  and  s^ys  to  gods, 
In  ciiaractcrs  iIhii>triovs  as  tiie  sun, 
'  I  stand  the  plan's  proud  {K-riod ;  1  pronounrc 
Tiic  work  aceoinphaiied  *,  the  croiition  ciO:>od ; 
Shout,  all  ye  Gods  I  nor  shout,  ye  Gods,  ulonc; 
Of  all  that  Uves,  or,  if  devoid  of  Ufe, 
Tliat  rinU,  or  rulis ;  ye  IXlI^iiIs  and  Deptlis  re- 
sound ! 
Resound!  resomid!  ye  Dcjiths  and  Heights  re- 
sound!' 

Hard  are  those  questions! — answer  harder  still. 
Is  tiiis  tlie  sole  exploit,  the  single  birth, 
The  solitur}'  stjn  of  Powit  Divine? 
Or  has  the  Almighty  rather,  wil!i  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  distiuit  Space? 
Uas  he  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 
Urol  t\er-creat ions  the  dark  bowi!a  burst 
Of  Night  priiueval,  barren  now  no  more  ? 
And  He,  the  central  sun,  trans) liercing  all 
Those  giant-grnerations  wliith  disport, 
And  uancc  as  motes,  in  his  meridian  ray ; 
That  ray  withdrawn,  bcni;^litcd,  or  absorbed 
In  that  abyss  of  horror  whence  tbey  sprung ; 
WLile  Chaos  triumphs,  re])OS:ieat  of  all 
Rival  Creation  ravislied  from  his  throne? 
Chaos!  of  Xaturc  both  the  womb  and  grave! 

Tliiuk  st  thou  my  scheme,  Lorenzo,  spreads  too 
wide? 
Is  this  extravagant  ? — No ;  this  is  just ; 
Just  in  conjecture,  tliongh  'twere  falric  in  fact. 
If  'tis  an  error,  'tis  un  error  s])rung 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  t!ie  Most  High. 
Kut  wherefore  error?  who  can  prove  it  such? 
lie  that  can  set  OmniiK)tence  a  Itound, 
Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  Goti  can  do? 
Isotlung,  but  quite  imi>ossible,  is  hard. 
He  summons  into  lx.-ing,  with  like  ease, 
A  whole  creation,  and  a  single  grain. 
Speaks  ho  tho  word!  a  thousand  worlds  areboml 
A  thousand  worlds!  there's  space  for  millions  more: 
And  in  what  space  can  his  great  Hat  fail  ? 
Condemn  me  not,  cold  critic!  but  induljie 
riie  warm  imagination:  why  condemn? 
Why  not  indulge  such  thoughts  as  swell  our  hearts 
Wjlh  fuller  admiration  of  that  Power 


A\rho  gi\es  our  hearts  nith  such  high  tlioug! 

swell! 
Why  not  indulge  in  his  augmented  praise  % 
Darts  not  his  glory  a  still  brighter  ray, 
The  less  is  lefl  to  Chaos,  and  the  realms 
Of  hideous  Night,  where  Fancy  strays  aghi 
Anil,  though  most  talkative,  niakn  no  rcpoi 

Still  seems  my  thought  enormousi  tliinkagi 
Hxix'rience  self  shall  aid  thy  lame  belicfl 
Classics,  (that  n'vilation  to  the  sight!) 
Have  they  not  h^l  us  in  the  deep  disclose 
Of  fine-spun  Natun*,  exqui^iti'ly  small, 
And,  tliuug!i  demDUftrated,  still  ill-conccivci 
If,  t!;(.n,  on  the  rrviTse  tiie  mind  would  inou: 
In  ma^'p.ltudc* ;  uh.it  mind  can  mount  too  fa 
Ti)  ki.vi»  t!ie  balance,  and  crralion  poi^scl 
I.'ifivt  alvine  can  err  on  such  a  theme: 
What  Is  ti>o  gnat,  if  we  the  cans*?  survey  ? 
fc'tiJivndous  Architt et !  Thou,  Thou,  art  al 
My  si.ul  i'.ii's  uj)  and  down  in  thoughts  of  T 
And  finds  heriM'irbut  the  centre  still ! 
;  1  AM,  tiiy  name  I  exi.sienoe  all  thine  own! 
Creation's  nothiu;^,  lialtered  nmeh  if  styled 
*  The  thin,  the  liei.ting  atino^phero  of  God.' 

O  for  tlic  voice — of  what  {   of  whom?— 
voice 
Can  answer  to  my  wants,  in  such  ascent 
As  dares  to  deem  one  universe  too  small  ? 
Trll  me,  Lorenzo  I  (for  now  Fancy  glows, 
Fired  in  the  vortejc  of  almiglity  jwwor) 
Is  not  this  home-err  at  ion,  in  the  map 
Of  univortal  Nature,  as  a  si)eck, 
Like  fair  Britannia,  in  our  little  ball ; 
Exceeding  fair  and  glorious,  for  its  size, 
But,  elsewhere,  far  (mtmeasured,  fur  outsboi 
In  fancy  (for  the  fact  beyond  us  lies) 
CVanst  thou  net  fi^rure  it,  an  isle  almost 
Too  small  for  notice  in  the  vast  of  beinn- 1 
Severed  by  migiity  seas  of  unbuilt  space 
From  otjjcr  realms ;  from  ample  continents 
Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell ; 
Less  nortiiern,  less  n^mote  from  Deity. 
.Glowing  beneath  the  hne  of  the  Supreme, 
Where  souls  in  excellence  make  haste,  put  J 
Luxuriant  crrowths,  nor  the  late  autumn  wa 
Of  human  worth,  but  riimn  8iK>n  to  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drown  Fancy  in  such  depths  as  t 
Return,  presumptuous  Rover!  and  confi'ss 
The  bounds  of  man,  nor  blame  them,  as  too  i 
Enjoy  we  not  full  sciope  in  what  is  seen? 
Full  ample  the  dominions  of  t!ie  sun  I 
Full  gloiious  to  I  ehold  !  how  far,  how  wide 
The  matchless  monarch  from  his  flaming  l>, 
Lavish  of  lustn\  throws  his  bca:ns  about  liui 
Farther  and  faster  than  a  thought  can  fly, 
And  fi^s  his  pinnets  with  eternal  fires! 
This  Holioiwlis,  by  greater  far 
Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  tho  Nilo,  was  Imil 
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And  He  alone  who  built  it,  cun  destroy. 
Bojund  t!iid  city  why  strays  human  thought? 
Cue  wonderful  enoii>xh  for  man  to  know  I 
One  infinite  cnoujrh  for  man  to  ran;re! 
One  ilrmament  cnou:;li  for  man  to  read  I 
O  what  voluminous  instruction  here ! 
What  pa;;o  of  wisdom  is  denied  him  7  none, 
If  learning  his  chief  lesson  makes  him  wise. 
Nor  Li  instruction  here  our  only  gain : 
There  dwells  a  noble  patlios  in  tlio  skies, 
Which  wanns  our  passions,  prosrl^tes  our  hearts. 
How  eloquently  shines  the  glowing  pole ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 
Remonstrating  great  truths  in  style  sublime. 
Though  silent,  loud :  heard  eartii  around ;  above 
The  planets  heard;  and  not  unheard  in  hell ; 
IleD  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  praise. 
Is  earth,  then,  more  infernal  1  has  she  those 
Wlio  neither  praise  (Lorenzo,)  nor  admire  ? 

Lorenzo's  admiralion,  pre-ciigagcd, 
Nc  cr  asked  the  moon  one  «pie.stion ;  never  held 
Least  correspondence  with  a  single  star; 
JCcVt  reared  an  altar  to  tin;  queen  of  Heaven 
Walking;  in  brightnei<s,  or  her  train  adored. 
Their  sublunary  rivals  have  long  niiicc 
£Rgro!»cd  Iiis  whole  devotion;  st:irs  malign, 
T%^ch  made  the  fond  astronomer  run  mud, 
Darken  his  intellect,  corrupt  his  heart ; 
Cause  him  to  sacrifice  his  fame  and  pcaco 
To  momentaiy  madness,  culled  deliglit : 
Idolater  more  gross,  than  ever  kissed 
The  lifted  hand  to  Luna,  or  poured  out 
The  blood  to  Jove. — 0  Thou,  to  whom  U^longs 
AC  sacri/icc!  O  Thou  great  Jove  unfilgnud! 
Divine  Instructor !  Thy  first  volume  tills 
For  nian*s  perusal ;  all  in  capitals ; 
In  inoon  and  stars  (FTeaveirs  gulden  a1[)1iabL't,) 
Emblazed  to  seize  the  wight,  wlio  runs  uiay  n^ad ; 
Who  rc-ads  can  undeTsitaiul.     'Tis  unconfincd 
To  Cbriiitian  land  or  Jewry;  fairly  writ, 
In  language  universal,  to  inunkind; 
A  language  lolly  to  the  loarncil,  vi  t  plain 
To  those  that  fiM'd  the  flock,  or  guidi-  tlie  plough, 
Or  from  Its  husk  strike  out  t!io  lioiuuliii;;  <:riiin: 
A  language  worthy  the  gTc;*t  mind  that  siH.iiks : 
P/t-face  and  cr>mment  to  tlie  sarnMl  ]iag(*, 
Wluch  oH  refers  its  reader  to  the  nkic^. 
As  presupposing  his  first  lesson  tlure, 
And  scripture  'strlf  a  fragment,  that  unread. 
Sta^icndous  book  of  wisdom  to  the  \%iso ! 
Stupendous  lxx)k!  and  oi>eMod,  T^'ight,  by  tliee. 

By  thee  much  opened,  1  confess,  O  Night ! 
Yet  more  1  wish ;  yet  how  shall  I  prevail  ] 
Sav.  griillo  Night,  whoso  modt-st  maiden  beams. 
Give  us  a  new  cn;ation,  and  ])reseiit 
The  \vof M'**  great  picture  wjlb-ned  to  the  sight ; 
Nn3",  kinder  far,  I'ar  more  indulgent  still, 
Sav  thou,  whose  mild  dondnion's  silver  key 
Coloc'ks  our  hemisphere,  and  sets  to  view 
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Worlds  beyond  number;  worlds  comx^aled  by  day 
Behind  the  proud  and  enviuus  star  of  noon  j 
Canst  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  scene, — and  show 
The  Mighty  Potentate,  to  whom  belong 
These  rich  regalia,  pomjiously  displayed 
To  kindle  that  high  Iio^h)  1  Like  him  of  Uz, 
I  gaze  around,  I  search  on  every  side — 

0  for  a  glim|)se  of  Him  my  soul  adores : 
As  the  chased  hart,  amid  the  dL*sert  waste. 
Pants  for  the  living  stream,  for  Himwho  juadc  hcfi 
So  pants  the  thirsty  soul  amid  the  blank 

Of  sublunary  joys.     Say,  goddess,  where— 
Where  blazes  his  bright  court  ?  where  burns  hii 

throne  ? 
Thou  k  newest,  for  Thou  art  near  Ilim ;  by  thce^ 

round 
His  grand  pavilion,  sacred  Fame  re{K)rts 
The  sable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 
Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  so  s^vifl  of  wing, 
Who  travel  far,  dis;:over  where  h(?  dwells? 
A  star  his  dwi'lling  iwinted  out  below. 
Ye  Pleiades!  Arcturusl  Mazaroth! 
And  thou,  OrioM  !  of  still  kcemr  eye, 
Say  ye,  wlio  guiile  t!ie  wiliiered  in  the  waves, 
And  bring  them  out  of  trinpe.4  into  jiort, — 
On  wliicli  hand  must  I  bend  luy  cour:ie  to  lind  himl 
These  courtiers  keep  the  si.'cret  of  tlieir  king ; 

1  wake  whole  nights  in  vain,  to  steal  it  fr^m  them. 

I  wake,  and,  waking,  climb  Nig!it's  radiant  scale 
From  sphere  to  si)here,  tin;  steiw  b}'  Nature  set 
For  man's  ascent,  at  once  to  ten)pt  and  aid  ; 
To  tempt  his  eye,  and  ai»l  his  towering  lliought, 
Till  it  arrives  at  the  htchI  i;oal  of  all. 

In  ardent  Conti?m[)latioii's  rapid  cur. 
From  earth,  as  from  my  barrier,  I  set  out. 
IIow  swift  I  mount;  dimi.iislied  earth  recdca: 
I  p;t<s  tlic  isioon;  aii.I,  iry'.'A\  lur  f.irlhi.r  iide, 
Pierce  Ilt'axen's  blue  curtain;  strike  inUj  remote; 
Will  re,  wit!i  lii.^  '.ill.tl  tu!ie,  tlie  su'jtle  sage 
His  artilieial  ;iry  journey  l.dces. 
An  J  to  eelesli.d  IiMi;f|he!i.s  human  si 'lit. 
I  pausi^  at  r\f:"v  [)l.;iiet  on  u.y  ro.ul, 
And  n>k  f.-r  1  lim  wlio  gi-^M  tli.ir  orlw  to  rull, 
Their  fon'lKiuIs  lUii*  to  shine.  From  Saturn's  ring, 
111  wl:i«-ii  of  r.irth's  ;iii  ;;rjjiy  u.i^lit  be  l<):it, 
With  the  l«i»M  j'oiiictlaki-  luy  br.l.kr  l!i„N.t, 
Ami«l  tliosi"  soveni in  ;flori-  s  of  tin'  skies. 
Of  imleiH'iileiit  ii..ti\o  lu^tr-.'  I'Minl; 
Tli> souls  of  hv>ti'ms,  aii.l  the  lor.ls  oflil'e, 
Thrwu^jh    tlieir  v/i.lo  cospiiv.:! — "Wh.il  bL-Iiold  1 

now  ? 
A  wilderneiis  of  wonder  biirniiig  round, 
Where  l.irjj[tr  j-uhs  iiilia'.^it  liii;!ii  i' >iM,e:rs, 
['erlio|»s  the  \ill..s  of  «le  ueniliu^  o'' '"^J 
Nor  halt  I  liere;  my  tuil  is  nut  Ingim  ; 
•Tis  luit  the  llir.-^li.i^l.I  of  tli.'  l.Vit/ ; 
Or.  far  IkmumI!!  it.  I  a:n  «jro\eIiii:i  .still. 
Nor  is  it  .<lran;fi';  I  built  on  a  ini.^t.jke: 
The  graiiileurof  his  Wurks,  whoiveo  F'uly  gougM 
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For  aid,  to  rcs40ii  sets  hu  glory  higher ; 

Who  built  thtu  high  for  worois  (mere  worm  to 

Him) 
O  where,  Lorenzo,  must  the  builder  dwell  1 

Pause,  then,  and  for  a  moment  hero  respire — 
If  human  thought  can  keep  its  station  here. 
Where  am  1 7 — where  is  earth  ?  nay,  where  art 

thou, 
O  Suni — Is  the  sun  tum'd  recluse?  and  are 
His  boasted  expeditions  short  to  mine  7 — 
To  mine  how  short!  On  I^aturc's  Alps  I  stand. 
And  sec  a  thousand  firmaments  Ix'ncath : 
A  thousand  systems,  as  a  thousand  grains  I 
So  much  a  stranger,  and  so  late  arrived, 
How  can  man's  curious  spirit  not  inquire 
What  are  the  natives  of  this  world  sublime, 
Of  this  BO  foreign  untcrrcstrial  sphere, 
Where  mortal,  untranslated,  never  strayed  % 

'  O  yc,  as  distant  from  my  little  homo 
As  swiftest  sunbeams  in  an  age  can  fly ; 
Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam. 
In  quest  of  new  and  wonderful,  to  man. 
What  province  this,  of  his  immense  domain. 
Whom  all  obeys?  or  mortals  here,  or  god.s  ? 
Ye  borderers  on  the  coasts  of  bliss !  wliat  arc  you  1 
A  colony  from  Heaven  ?  or  only  raisei! 
By  frequent  visit  from  Heaven  s  neighbouring 

realms. 
To  secondary  gods,  and  half  divine  ? 
Whatever  your  nature,  this  is  past  dispute, 
Far  other  life  you  live,  fur  other  tongue 
You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think, 
Than  man.     How  various  are  the  works  of  God  ! 
But  say,  what  thought?  Is  Reason  here  enthroned. 
And  absolute?  or  Sense  in  arms  against  her? 
Have  you  too  lights?  or  need  you  no  revealed? 
Enjoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age? 
And  had  your  Eden  an  abstemious  Eve? 
Our  Eve's  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree. 
And  ask  their  Adams — '  Who  would  not  he  wise?' 
Or,  if  your  mother  fell,  are  you  redeemed  ? 
And  if  redeemed — is  your  Redeemer  scorned  ? 
Is  this  your  final  residence  ?  if  not. 
Change  you  your  scene  translated,  or  by  death  ? 
And  if  by  death,  what  death  ? — Know  you  disease, 
Or  horrid  war?— With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 
Europa  groans,  (so  call  wo  a  small  field 
Where  kings  run  mad.)  In  our  world,  Death  deputes 
Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  Age, 
And,  hanging  up  the  quiver  Nature  gave  him, 
As  slow  of  execution,  for  despatch 
Sends  forth  inii)erial  butchers ;  bids  them  slay 
Tiicir  sheep,  (llie  silly  shci^p  they  fleeced  before) 
And  toss  him  twice  ten  thousand  at  a  meal. 
Sit  all  yuur  I'xecutioncrs  on  thnmes? 
Witti  you,  can  ra^e  for  plunder,  make  a  god  ? 
And  liluoiUhcd  \\iXf\\  out  evrry  other  xtain? — 
Hut  yuu,  |M!rliiips,  iMnH  b!t>ed :  from  matter  gross 
Yuur  Hpiriis  clean  art*  delicately  clad 


In  fine-spun  ether,  privileged  to  soar, 
Unloaded,  uninfected.     How  unlike 
The  lot  of  man  1  liow  few  of  human  n 
By  their  own  mud  unmurdered  !  how  w 
Self-war  eternal ! — Is  your  painful  day 
Of  hardy  conflict  o  er  ?  or  arc  you  still 
R<aw  candidates  at  school  ?  and  have  yo* 
Who  disaflcct  reversions,  as  with  us  ? — 
But  what  are  we  ?  you  never  heard  of  i 
Or  earth,  the  bedlam  of  the  universe ! 
AVhere  Reason  (undiseased  with  you)  n 
And  nursi's  Folly's  children  as  her  own, 
Fond  of  the  foulest.     In  the  sacred  moi 
Of  Holiness,  wiierc  Reason  is  pronounc 
Infallible,  and  tiiunder^  hke  a  god, 
E'en  there,  by  saints  the  demons  arc  out 
What  these  think  wrong,  our  sunts  refin 
And  kindly  teach  dull  Ilell  her  own  bb 
Satan,  inritructcil,  o'er  their  morals  smik 
But  this  how  strange  to  you,  who  know 
Has  the  least  rumour  of  our  race  arrivct 
Called  here  Elijah  in  his  flaming  car? 
Past  by  you  tlie  gooJ  Enoch,  on  his  roai 
To  those  fair  fields  whence  Lucifer  was 
Who  brushed,  perhaps,  your  sphere  in  hi 
Stained  your  pure  ery.stal  ether,  or  let  fa 
A  short  eelipsi*  from  his  jmrtentous  shad 
O  that  the  fiend  had  lodginl  on  some  brc 
Athwart  his  way,  nor  reached  his  preset 
Then  blackened  earth,  with  footstejis  foul 
Now  washed  in  ocean,  as  from  Rome  \u 
To  Britain's  isle ;  too,  too  conspicuous  tl 

But  this  is  all  dijrression:  where  is  E 
That  o'er  Heaven's  battiemonts  the  fclo 
To  groans,  and  chains,  and  darkness  ?  wl 
Who  sees  creation's  summit  m  a  vale  ? 
He  whom,  while  man  is  man,  he  can't  1 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  i 
O  for  a  tcIescoi)C  his  throne  to  reach ! 
Tell  me,  ye  learned  on  earth !  or  blesscc] 
Ye  searching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  !  te 
Where  your  Great  Master'sorb?  hisplam 
Those  conscious  satellites,  those  mornin« 
First-born  of  Deity !  from  central  love, 
By  veneration  most  profound,  thrown  of 
By  sweet  attraction  no  less  strongly  drai 
Awed,  and  yet  raptured;  rapturtnl,  yet 
Past  thought  illustrious,  but  witii  borrowe 
In  still  approaching  circles  still  remote, 
Revolving  round  the  sun's  eternal  Sire  7 
Or  sent,  in  lines  direct,  on  embassies 
To  nations — in  what  latitude  ? — beyond 
Terrestrial  thought's  horizon ! — and  on  w 
High  errands  sent  ? — Here  human  effort 
And  leaves  me  still  a  stranger  to  his  tlin 

Full  well  it  might !  I  quite  mistook  m 
Born  in  an  a<ie  more  curious  than  dcvou 
More  fond  to  fix  the  place  of  Heaven  or 
Tlian  studious  this  to  shun,  or  that  v*c\ii 


THE  CONSOLATION. 


85 


^b  not  the  curioiu,  but  the  pious  path 
That  leads  ine  to  my  piuiit.     Lorenzo !  know, 
Without  or  star  or  angrl  for  their  guide, 
Who  worohip  God  »hall  find  him.  Humble  L<ive, 
And  not  proud  Reafion,  keeps  the  door  of  Heaven ; 
Love  finds  admission  where  proud  Science  fails. 
Man's  science  is  the  culture  of  his  heart, 
And  not  to  lose  his  plunmiet  in  the  deptlis 
Of  Nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  God  : 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  sets 
The  wisest  on  a  level  witli  tbe  fuol. 
Tofatboni  Nature  (ill  attempted  here!) 
Fast  doubt,  is  dfH.'p  philosojihy  a1)ove ; 
Hiffher  degnes  in  bliss  archan>;('ls  take, 
As  deeper  learned,  the  det*pcst  learning  still. 
For  what  a  thunder  of  Omnijxjtence 
(So  might  I  dan:  to  s{)eak)  Is  seen  in  ail ! 
In  man !  in  earth !  in  more  amazinrr  skies  ? 
Teaching  this  lesson  Pride  is  lutii  to  learn — 
*  Not  deeply  to  discern,  nut  much  to  know, 
Mankind  was  Itorn  to  wonder  and  adore !' 

And  is  there  cause  for  hi^rhcr  wonder  slill 
Than  tliat  which  struck  us  from  our  past  surveys? 
Yes,  and  for  deejier  admirutiun  too. 
Fnimmy  lute  airy  travel  unconfined, 
Have  I  learneil  notliing  I — Yes,  Lorenzo !  tliis ; 
Each  of  tliese  stars  is  a  religious  house ; 
I  saw  tlieir  altars  smoke,  tlu'ir  incens(>  rise. 
And  heard  hosannas  ring  through  e\ery  .sphere, 
A  seminary  fraught  with  future  gixls. 
Ntfcturo  all  oVr  is  conseeruted  ground. 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal  and  di\ine. 
Tlu:  jrriut  Proprieltir's  all-bounteous  hiind 
*^avM  Motiung  wasti',  but  sows  thfso  fiery  fields 
"  il!j  needs  of  Rcu.si>n,  \\  hich  to  NUtui's  rise 
wnfatli  his  genial  ray;  and,  if  escaped 
The in'^iiliniial  blasts  of  stultUirn  will, 
"hen grown  mature, are  g.illu'red  for  the  skies. 
An«l  13  devotion  thought  ti»o  much  on  earth, 
Hhi'ti  liihi;;>s  so  suiKTior,  hoiiia^c  lumst, 
'^'^J  triumph  in  prostrations  to  the  ihroiie? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets  or  of  bturs7 
*^herpa|  journies,  ami,  dLSvovered  there. 
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'ntiiuusand  worlds,  ten  tliousund  wa\s  devout, 
1;**  *>atun.>  sending  iiuu.Mise  tii  tiie  throne, 
***!<  tiie  IkiM  Lorenzos  of  our  sphiTe  1 
P^'nin^  the  solemn  sources  of  my  s«)ul, 
*rice  I  li^^ji  {loured,  hkc  feigned  KrliLnus, 
^  >■  ^wing  nuniliers  o*i*r  tiur  fiaming  skies, 
J    *^^«Pc  of  fancy  or  of  fact  what  more 

*^ite«  i1m»  Muse — here  turn  we,  mid  re\iew 
^  ^' jMst  nocturnal  lunisca^N.*  ui<le  ; — llien  say, 
^*-^'»  then,  Lorenzo!  with  what  hurst  of  hiarl 
_    ■**■  Whole,  at  once,  revoUing  in  his  thought, 
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-"^^  man  exclaim,  adoring  iind  ii>;!iast  ! 


#^     ^h^  a  root !  O  what  a  brancii,  is  lu-re  ! 
*,.*^^i»t  a  rather  1  what  a  family  ! 
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Great  Vine!*  on  thee;  on  tliec  the  cluster  han^» 
The  filial  cluster!  infinitely  spread 
In  gh)wing  gloI)es,  with  various  ]»cing  fraught, 
And  drinks  (nertareous  dranglit !)  immortal  Hfo. 
Or,  shall  I  say  (for  who  can  say  enough  ?) 
A  constellation  often  thousand  gems, 
(And,  O!  of  what  dimension!  of  what  weiglii!) 
Set  in  one  signet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 
Of  Majesty  divine!   The  ItUizing  seal, 
That  deeply  stamps,  on  all  created  mind, 
hiilelible,  his  sovereign  attributes, 
Omnipotence  and  Love!  that  passing  l)ound, 
And  this  surpassing  tliat.     Nor  htop  we  here 
For  want  of  i>owerin  GvmI,  but  thought  in  man. 
IVvu  this  acknowledged,  leaves  us  still  in  debtj 
If  greater  aught,  tliat  gn-ater  all  is  thine. 
Dread  Sire! — Accept  this  miniature  of  Thee, 
And  pardt)n  an  attempt  from  mortal  thought, 
In  wliich  archangels  mi^ht  have  failed,  unblamed. 

in)W  such  ideas  of  th'  Almighty's  jiower. 
And  such  ideas  of  th'  Almighty's  plan, 
(Ideas  not  alkiurd)  distend  tiie  th(»ught 
Of  feeble  mortals!  nor  of  them  alone! 
Tlie  fulness  of  the  Deity  breaks  forth 
I  In  inconceivables,  to  men  and  gods. 
Think,  then,  O  think,  nor  ever  drop  tlie  thonghtj 
How  low  nmst  man  ih'srend  when  jumJ-j  ndorc! 
Have  I  not,  then,  acromplished  my  proud  boast! 
Did  1  not  tell  thee'  We  would  mount,  Lorenzol 
And  kindle  our  devotion  at  tlie  stars  Vf 

And  have  1  fail*  d  :  and  tliil  I  flatter  tlicel 
And  art  all  ailamant  1  antl  dost  confute, 
AH  urg("d,  witlioiM'  irrefragal'le  smile? 
Liireiizo!  iiiirth  how  niiserable  here ! 
Swear  bv  the   stars,   bv  Him  who  made  them, 

swear, 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  s];all  Ih?  as  pure  as  they; 
Then  thou,  like  t!;em,  shalt  shine :  like  them,  slialt 

ri'ie 
From  low  t()  loflv,  from  obsrure  to  bri::ht, 
l*y  due  gradation,  Naturr's  s.icred  law. 
The  stars  from  wiunce  ? — ask  Chao> — he  can  tell, 
Tiirse  bright  ttMiiptatioiis  to  idjilatry 
From  darkness  and  cniiriislnii  t<K>k  their  birth; 
Sons  of  Deforiaitv  I  from  fluid  dre^s 
Tartan'an.  fir>t  thcv  riw  to  ma:<-es  rude, 
Aiul  then  to  splseres  oji.Kpji';  tlu'n  dimly  sljone, 
Then  brii^ljleiied  ;  then  blazed  out  in  juTfect  day. 
Nature  delii^hts  in  proi^ress,  in  advance 
Frt>m  wor.-^;'  tn Utti-r;  but  when  minds  ascend, 
j  Proi^ress,  in  part,  di'|Kiids  upon  t'lcniselvt's. 
1  lia\en  aids  «  xertiou.     Greater  make  s  the  great. 
The  voluntary  little  lessens  m»)nv 
()  he  a  man!   and  tlaiu  sh.dt  be  a  <:iul! 
And  hullself  in.nl.I—  liinliti'.in  h«»w  di\ine! 

O  liitiu,  aui!i:i.»i:s  i^f  i!i>^'r.iee  aLme! 
Still  undixoi.l  ?  unKiMiIIi".!  I — t!ioi!::Ii  Iii^li  taught 


'^'^Ji!  aysttms!  and  creations ! — and  creations, — 

****«  agglomerated  cluster,  hung,  ' 
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Schooled  by  the  skioii,  ami  pupil  of  the  stars, 
Hank  cx>\vanl  to  the  fuahionable  world! 
Art  thou  ashamed  to  hcnd  thy  knee  to  Heaven! 
Cursed  fume  of  pride,  exhaled  from  dtH.'pcst  hell! 
Pride  in  rolitjion  is  man's  hi^heiit  pr.iiie. 
Bent  on  destruction!  and  in  love  witli  death! 
Xot  all  these  lumin:iriei«,  quenched  ut  once, 
"Were  half  so  sad  as  one  K'niirhtrd  mind, 
"Which  gropi's  for  happiness,  and  meets  despair. 
How  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  Ni^ht, 
Amid  her  glimmering  taiN*rs,  silent  sits! 
How  sorrowful,  how  desolate,  she  wee|>s 
Perpetual  dews,  and  sudilen's  Nature's  scene! 
A  scene  more  sad  Sin  makes  the  darkened  soul, 
All  comfort  kills,  nor  h-avj-s  oni*  spark  alive. 

Though  blind  of  heart,  still  ojvn  is  thine  eye. 
W^y  such  njagnificenee  in  .-ill  t!iou  seost? 
Of  matter's  grandeur,  know  one  end  is  this, 
To  tell  the  rational,  w!io  gazes  on  it, — 
*  Thoujrh  that  hnniensilv  ^re:it,  slill  '▼renter  he 
Whos*;  breast  ea[)acious,  can  einbmce  and  lodge, 
Unburdened,  Nature's  univirsil  st'heine; 
Can  grasp  creation  with  a  sinL;li'  thon^rlit ; 
Creation  iirasp.  and  n»t  cx'-hi'l:'  it**  Sire.' — 
To  tell  him  farlljer — '  It  Ih-Iuivi-s  hiitj  nmch 
To  guard  tlje  iin|>ortant,  yt-t  d'*[i«'n'liiii;  f;itc 
Of  bi'ing,  brighter  th;jn  a  tliousjuul  suns; 
One  sinule  rity  of  thoujilit  oiitsliiiics  t!irm  all.' — 
And  if  man  hears  oN'ilii'nt.  soon  In-"!!  soar 
Suix'rior  iii'ights,  and  on  liis  jnriilc  win-.r, 
His  pnrplt'  \viii;r  !i(i!ri»pi'<il  wii'i  r'*--?  of  jjold, 
Kisiii;;.  wlirn*  tlwMii;!:!  is  lutw  ciiuii'd  to  ri-ej 
L(N)k  down  triuiM]i!iant  imt!i<"^'  diiz/.Iiri::  siilioros. 

Why  t!ien  pcr-i-t  ? — no  d,  tI  d  •  vi-r  livcil 
Hut,  dviii'j,  he  [»ri»n.UHii'riI  (wlicij  wur-ls  an*  true) 
Tiie  whole  that  c!iarti;<  t!i'-  a''-«Ii!Nly  vain; 
Vain,  au'l  fir  wnr-*  ■!--'[''. ''i\   tl:  o  vitli  dvinir 

inrn! 
O  roni!r«.i;rr!.l  ti>  t'.i'i!;  ;■-■  :-»r:l-  T'li-i-^! 
O  tol<T.it«'  a  c!i:i!5'*f  f'T  'ii;.|iM -il 
Our  ni'tiiri'  sM'*Ii   i'i  (■'■i-'i"    i:>  '.ii-  -  i!!  f  ti'; 
And  hrl!  had  Ikim  t'i"ii','i  t'  i  r-  !i  :i|  I-  .  n  no  Tiop. 
Dost  t!M)U  n-'t  kn-'W.  fti;    ii  w  :i-''i'!mh;;i  r. 
I'.irtli,  tnrnint^  \'r>\'.\\  I'n"  'i;n  lii'm  >  i:' .:':t  •■>  man? 
IM.'in,  t'lfiiili'i  Iruiii  \\\<  ^  in  »   '  -in  ■-■  i  n'l...,  ni  ;'.f  ; 
AVI»i  re  tlif»n  c  in>t  n  .•  I  n-Mi:-.;-  1-    rn!  n-)  I'li';..!, 
AiiMlid  III*  inanii'-r-    .'r!-!  i  \|'- •••    ti  >  ;■■■  ■.•i-. 
How  ili«'p  t' I"  .1 'rk'H- .1  an-!  !"      '■■  • «  i  'i.^w  1 -n  II 


Gut,  above  nil,  dnfuses  endless  good; 
To  whom,  for  sure  xedrc>s3,  the  wronged  may  flj 
The  vile  for  mercy,  and  the  paini'd  for  peace; 
Gy  whom  the  various  tenants  of  these  uphcrt-s, 
Diversified  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
Raised  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  tliey  ri.^e, 
Arrive  atlen^^tli  (if  worth}' such  approach) 
At  that  bl(>ssed  fountain-head  from  which  the 

stream, 
Where  conflict  past  nnloubles  present  joy, 
And  preac*nt  joy  looks  fonii'ard  on  increase*, 
And  that  on  more!  no  pcrioil!  every  step 
A  double  boon !  a  promis;^  and  a  bUss.' 
How  easy  sits  this  scheme  on  human  hearts! 
It  suits  tlurir  make,  it  B(X)ths  their  vast  desircA; 
Passion  is  plea5;ed,  and  heason  asks  no  niore: 
'Tls  rational  I  'tis  great! — but  wlutt  is  tiiiiit.*? 
It  darkens!  shoc^ks!  excruciates!  <indconfoundi 
Leaves  us  ([uite  naked,  lK)th  of  liflp  ;«iid  ho|ic, 
Sinkin:;  from  bad  to  worse;  few  yoar^  the  s[n)rt 
Of  Ftirtune,  then  the  morsel  of  des^iair 

R.'.Y  tln-n,  Lorenzo!  (for  thou  know'-t  it  well) 
Wljat's  vice — rnrre  want  of  coni;t.iss  in  our  thou«»!. 
nrlii;io:i  wliat  ? — the  pri'>i)f  cf  eonnn.in  sc'i^o. 
Ibuv  jirt  th'iuhootcil  where  the  le.ist  prt^va'U! 
It  is  my  fault  if  tliese  tniths  call  llu-e  r\)u?  ? 
And  tiion  shalt  never  1k^  miscalled  bv  me. 
Can  ni  itIiiT  Slinnie  nor  Terror  ftand  t!iv  f;  end 
And  art  tliou  ptill  nn  insect  in  the  mire  ? 
How  liKctl.y  guardian  auijil  liavo  1  llown, 
J^nalflivd  tlu'c  fro:n  eartli.  »'.-rorti'<l  tlis'e  tlirou  'Sj 
'VW  it]:iTral  arniits,  walked  tljce  like  :i  -t-.i.!, 
Tim  u;r!i  •.■•\  Irndoiirs  uf  iir*t  nv^ijniludi'.  ;irr.i:ii;f 
(Ml  (illur  hand;  c!.-iid;  f!jroivn  !»-nia!li  tliv  ftc 
n»si'  erui-<'d  t>n  t!ic  l»ri::!it  pariili.-c  rifCl-.-.!, 
Anl  j'li:!.>st  intn^'bi'.M'd  {\\vv  !■»  tlic  tlirniu-! 
Aii'l  ;  rt  t!.'-Mi  vti'j  iTun-iiij.  for  di!i^!.i. 
Rank  ;iiii-.»n  !  lir-t  fiT;i)i-nlin^  to  nivro  fp/tli, 
A';  I  \\v\\  Mt!  -.i.lir.j  int  i  !in  d  ;_'  ill  ? 
'I'll  !-«'iriL'-i  .•r>ti!ili;r:i'.  i:n:iior!aI  in  iki\ 
IT'nv  :!:ir*kiii^  i^  ;:l!  i'  y  whcsi'  v\h\  \a  sun-! 
S"ili  j  y  I  :<..•  s^^irKii:;^  't!!!, l!:i   :!!.».-:>  i:  c*!:  .rn 
An  1  (I'<-t  I'an  r!iiM»-i'  \vli;it  k  rjil.-s  (  ft-  u,  '1  1    ^i;n 
.\m  !  in''.:ri'>':<  as  s'"ort  ?  anil  du.-=t  tlua:  c':-.-  -.-v' 
(TIi.i'i.  1  '  V.!;.  -.'  j'll  ■.»!'  •_:'»ry  \<  s.)  sw. .'  \ 
'To  \v<'.-  i ■.!'.•  ;•■  nlri'M  l';ri»;:j!:  i\-n«.--.:i:* 

y-t  ■  ■' ; r  I'i  :■••■'  ''ii'y.  |mi!  t!iv  c.\\i\  1 

]'■■.■  !  1:  ■«  ••  •     ■;•<•  1  i':t'i  t'.y  cn-r  ■  1  !ii  .-r!. 


And  far.  I'.ow  fir.  Ii-miu  !■  ■■.'»■  .■!  .   ■■■  »'■.■  ■' ■  -i. -^I—    .\'..i  >--\\  il  !''-«-'i  !'i:--.l'i  a  '-•■.'  *'r.\]  It-a  * 


Siii"'»  is  I.I'!.  •!/ I-  I'Mii':   -■■'    -■••'.  I  !    ;.i-.I 
T'li'  iri»nd.  t'lc  ji.'liti  ■  \.*\y  i:/  >     ;  '  ' 
Th.ni::h  in  l;U  i!.r.  -n  !  I-'.;!  .'  .  :     i-  !..  :rt, 
j'V'^  I-,  .l!'rr..|  II".  r  f"  i  \.  1::        ,  '•'  .     '  ;.  , 

I'lTt'  i'.k  n-it  I    -i;!  ' ••■  -1  !■.■  t  !    ,i;  •'  "...  fv  ;  ,i  i^„.. 
jMy  ""it'ii  l-nf  1 1*1  ii   .  \^  I  '  •  r     t   ^     *.•"■<       •  i'  <. 

V/»;it  Im-  slu-  Hi.-:..-i  '--■!■  ■      !'       ■     \\\,.    ,.].o, 
'I'hns  s|Hvks  i;,r  <^.r    -•  ["..-.  ;•■   N   -i;-;  •..  !„ad, 
A  S^uMP-i.!!!  \N  !.!■!»  Ill  r  .■!!  i'"i    ■  :.i'' .  !:i  ^  r\»' 
rxN-nds  his  \\\'.\"_    [.pir-.n'  Mti  .  ■  ;,  r,  rn  ,,.,ri  I>- 
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THE  CONSOLATION. 


err 


I^renzo !  no ;  it  can  not, — shall  not  \h\ 

If  there  is  force  in  rrasoii,  or  in  soihuIs, 

Chanted  beniMlIi  the  gliinpscs  of  the  moon 

A  magic,  at  this  pin  notary  hour, 

Whrn  Sluuilx?r  locks  the  gciural  lij),  and  dreams, 

Thfoiijh  PtnM*lt>ss  njazt\s,  liuut  souls  uninspired. 

Attend — the  sacrt-d  nivstcricshf^ln 

"Sly  soUnnn  nijjht-ljorn  adjuration  hear; 

Hirar.  and  111  raise  thy  spirit  from  the  dust, 

While  the  stars  gaze  on  this  enchantment  new  j 

Enchantment  not  infernal,  hut  divine! 

*  By  Silence,  Death't;  peculiar  attrihutc ; 

By  Darkness,  Guilt's  ine>itahle  doom; 

By  Darkness  and  hy  Silence,  sisters  dread! 

That  draw  the  curtain  round  Ni^jht's  ebon  throne, 

And  raise  ideas  solemn  as  the  scene! 

By  Night,  and  all  of  awful  Ni«;ht  presents 

To  thought  or  sense  (of  awful  much,  to  both, 

The  goddess  brings  I)  By  these  her  trembling  fires, 

Like  VcstVs,  ever  burning:,  and,  like  hor's, 

Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate  and  pure! 

By  these  bright  orators  that  prove  and  praise, 

And  proAs  thee  to  re\ere  the  Deity, 

Perhnp'?, too,  aid  thee,  wlun  revered,  awhile, 

To  reach  his  throne,  a-*  stages  of  the  soul 

Through  which,  at  difl'oreut  periods,  she  shall  pas?, 

Refining  gradual,  for  the  final  lioigjjt, 

AlJ  purging  off  some  dross  at  every  sphere ! 

By  this  dark  pall  thrown  o'er  tlie  silent  world! 

Bv  the  world's  kinjjs  and  kiniidoiii*;  most  renowned, 

From  short  Ambition's  zenitli  set  fur  ever, 

Sad  presage  to  vuin  l>oistors,  now  in  bloom! 

Bv  the  Ion:;  li*t  of  swiH  inortalit  v, 

From  Adam  downward  to  this  eveninix  knell. 

Which  midnight  waves  in  Fancy's  ^^t;lrtled  eve, 

And  sIiDcks  her  with  an  hundrtvl  centuries, 

Round  Death's  black  banner  thronged  in  human 

thoujjht ! 

Bv  t^l'^usa  lids  nnw  re-;icrnip:?  tli'-ir  I:i«.t  breath, 

And  cnHinsjthee — wert  thou  so  wise  to  hear! 

By  ton^!'S  o'lT tombs  ari'ii MX;  hu;::nn  earth 

KT.''Otei!,  to  makerv-Xim  for — l-nunn  eirth, 

The  munnrch's  tr-rriir!  and  the  sextDri's  trade! 

Bv  j.i"«::iiwvn>  o'.tscquie"^  tli»l  shun  the  d'ly, 

Tl:>'  t*»rc!i  funereal,  and  tlie  iiodiliuix  plume, 

"Wlii'rh  7nrdses  y<)c,x  mm's  !ju:j>ili.i!ii»ii  i»n>ud, 

pra-t  of  our  mini  triumph  r.ftuir  (hi  :l  I 

By  tlic  damp  vnult  tli.'it  weeps  o'er  roy*^l  bones, 

/.  nd  tlio  pab*  lamp  that  sb<nvs  tl^e  ebrn^tiy  dead, 

?'!nri'  "hr»<fU  liiniii'di  thetbiek  iii"ir;ib'iit  "lomn! 

By  \i-'ls  'if  there  are)  from  d;irker  sefucs, 

TliJ  "?i.;iii;i  s-icrtre!  and  the  'Tr»i:iiiii«:r  •rrovc ! 

V,\  ;:rt.i.-.»s.  and  irraveSj  and  le/i-^eries  tb.;it  ^rroan 

F<«rthr  ^'rave's  shelter!  By  de^piMidiiiir  men. 

Ff.n^'-I'  s«  to  pnins  of  death  from  pmi^s  of  jriiilt! 

Bv  riviilt's  lrt<t  ardit!  Ws  von  rnx)ii  in  blDcd, 
•  •   •  ' 

The  P''-*'r:i!ig  firmament,  the  fr^llii!;:  st'»r>'. 

And  !!:Under's»l:i.';t  ilisoliarge,  i:re;tt  Xnturt's  knell! 

By  second  Chaos,  and  eternal  Nij;ht. — 


Be  wise — nor  let  Philander  blame  mv  charm; 
But  own  not  ill  disrharged  my  double  debt, 
IjOvc  to  tlie  livinji.  dutv  to  the  dea*!. 

For  know  I'm  but  executor;  he  lefl 
This  moral  legacy;  I  make  it  o'er 
By  his  command :  Philander  hear  in  me, 
And  Heav.Mi  in  both. — If  deaf  to  these,  oh!  heai 
Flore!It)'8  tender  voice;  his  weal  dei>ends 
On  t!iy  resolve  ;  it  trembles  at  thy  choice ; 
For  his  sake— love  thys(  If :  example  strikes 
All  human  hearts;  a  bad  example  more; 
More  still  a  father's ;  that  insures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  Ix^ing,  wouldst  thou  prove 
Th' unnatural  parent  of  his  miseries, 
Ami  make  him  curse  the  beiuii  which  thou  jjav'sll 
Is  this  the  blessin'r  of  so  fond  a  father  1 
If  careless  of  Lorenzo,  spare,  oh !  spare 
Florello's  father,  and  Philander's  friend! 
Florello's  father  ruined,  ruins  him  ; 
And  from  Philander's  friend  the  world  expects 
A  conduct  no  dislionour  to  the  dead. 
Let  passion  do  what  nobler  motive  should; 
Let  love  and  emulation  rise  in  aid        / 
To  reason,  and  persuade  thee  to  be — blessed. 

This  wnnfi  not  a  request  to  Ik*  denied ; 
Yet  (such  the  infatuation  of  mankind!) 
'Tis  the  most  hopeless  man  can  make  to  man. 
Shall  I  then  rise  in  argument  and  warmth  1 
And  uri;o  Philander's  posthumous  advice, 

From  tojjics  yet  unhroaehcd? 

But.  oh !  I  faint!  mv  spirits  fail!  nor  stranne! 
So  lonn  on  winij,  and  in  no  middle  clime! 
To  whieh  mv  jin'at  Creator's  clorv  called : 
And  calls — but  now,  in  vain.     Sleep's  dewy  wanj 
lias  stn)ked  my  drooping  lids,  and  promises 
My  long  arrear  of  rest:  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning  peace) 
"Will  pay,  ere  lonjr,  nnd  bless  me  with  repose. 
Ilfi'^ti'.  haste,  sweet  stranger!  from  the  peasant's 

cut, 
Tfie  sbipboy's  liainmock,  or  the  soMier*s  straw, 
Whence  Sorrow  never  chaw'd  thee;    whh  thco 

briiiMT 

N'ot  b.ii Icons  \i«:ioT)s,  as  of  late,  btit  draujihts 
D<'lieiou<s  of  well  ta<!ted  cordial  rest, 
Man's  ri-di  restorative;  his  balmy  bath, 
Tlint  supples,  lubrir'ates,  and  keeps  in  play 
T^.e^^;ri.»p.s  mo^enn■nts  of  this  nice  machine, 
Whieh  a-ik«i  sueh  fre(pient  p<'riods  of  repair. 
Wlieri  tired  with  v:iin  n»tations  of  the  day. 
Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  suceeeiling  dawn; 
Fresh  we  spin  on,  till  sickness  cloijs  tmrwheids, 
(')r  ileath  quite  breoks  tb.e  spnng.  and  motion  ondi • 
When  will  it  end  with  me? 

'  Tnoi*  only  know'st, 

Thou,  wIk^sc  bmad  eye  the  future  and  the  past 
Joins  to  the  j)re.^*nt,  mnking  one  t)f  three 
To  mortal  thought!  Thou  know'st,  ind  Thop 
alone, 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


AlI-tuiowlng!-aIl-unkiiown!-ant1  yd  well  known! 
Near,  though  n>motcl  and,  though  uufatbomed, 

folt  ( 
And,  though  invisible,  for  ever  seen ! 
And  seen  in  all,  the  great  and  the  minute : 
Earh  glolic  above,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
Each  llower,   each   loaf,  with   its   small  people 

swarmed, 
(Those  puny  vouchers  of  Omniixitenre !) 
To  the  first  thought  that  asks  *  From  whence? 

declare 
Their  common  source :  thou  fountain,  running  o*er 
In  rivers  of  communicated  jny! 
Who  gav'st  us  aiK^ech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes! 
Say  by  what  name  shall  I  presume  to  call 
Him  I  see  burning  in  theiic  countless  suns 
As  Moses  in  the  bush  ?  Illustrious  Mind  I 
The  whole  creation  less,  far  less,  to  Thee, 
Than  that  to  the  crention's  ample  nmnd, 
How  shall  I  name  Thee? — How  my  labouring 

soul 
Ileaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth ! 

Great  System  of  jvrfeetions !  mighty  Cause 
Of  causes  mighty  I  Cause  uncaused!  sole  root 
Of  Nature,  that  luxuriant  growth  of  God! 
First  Father  of  efTecL**!  that  progeny 
Of  endless  wries;  where  the  goMen  chain's 
Last  link  admits  a  {>eriod,  who  can  tclH 
Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard  or  hearv! 
Fatlier  of  all  that  U  or  seen  or  sees ! 
Father  of  nil  th:tt  is  or  shall  arise! 
Fatlier  of  this  immeasurable  mass 
Of  matter  multiform,  or  dense  or  rare, 
Opnquc  or  lucid,  rapid  or  at  rest, 
Minute  or  jmssing  l«ound !  in  each  extreme 
Of  like  amaze  and  mystery  to  man. 
Father  of  these  brijxht  millions  of  the  ni«;ht! 
Of  wiiich  tlie  least,  full  Godhead  had  pnxrlaimcd, 
And  thrown  the  gazer  on  his  kn.H? — Or,  say. 
Is  ap|x>Ilatiun  higher  still  thy  choice? 
F'-tlier  of  matter's  temjiorary  lords! 
Father  of  spirits!  nobler  olTsjiring !  sparks 
Of  high  paternal  glory,  rich  endowed 
With  various  measures,  and  with  various  modes 
Of  instinct,  reason,  intuition ;  beams 
More  pale  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
The  dark  of  matter  organize*!  (the  ware 
Of  all  createil  spirit)  lieams  that  rise 
Each  over  other  in  superior  light, 
Till  the  last  ri[)ens  into  lustre  strong. 
Of  next  approach  to  Go<lhead.     Father  fond 
(Far  fonder  than  ere  bore  that  name  on  earth) 
Of  intellectual  beings!  beings  blessed 
With  jKiwers  to  please  thee,  not  of  passive  ply 
To  laws  thev  know  not :  Ivinjis  lodged  in  seats 
Of  wrll-ada|»te<l  joys,  in  dUferent  domes 
Of  this  imperial  palnj*e  for  thy  sons ; 
Of  this  pn»ud,  populous,  well-policied, 
Though  boundless  habitation,  planned  by  Thee; 


j  Whose  several  clans  their  several  climates  i 
And  transjiosition  doubtless,  would  destroy. 
Or,  oh !  indulge,  immortal  King !  indui|<e 
A  title  lest  august,  indeed,  but  more 
Endearing;  ah!  how  sweet  in  human  ears! 
Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  heart 
Father  of  immortality  to  man  ! 
A  theme  that  lately*  set  my  soul  on  fire— 
And  Thol'  the  next !  yet  equal !  thou  l»y  w 
That   blessing   was   conveyed,  far   more! 
I         l»ought, 

InefTaMo  the  jmce !  by  whom  all  worlds 
Were  made,  and  one  redeemed!  illustrious  I 
From  light  illustrious!  thou,  wlufse  n*«jal  po 
Finite  in  time,  but  infinite  in  sjiacc 
On  more  than  adamantine  basis  fixcn, 
O'er  more,  far  more,  than  diadems  and  thror 
Inviolably  nigns, the  dread  of  gixls! 
And.  oh  !  tlie  friend  of  man  !  beneath  wboM 
And  by  the  mandate  of  whose  awfid  nod. 
All  n'gions,  revolutions,  fortunes,  fates, 
Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matt(%  roll 
Through  the  short  channels  of  expiring  time 
Or  shoreless  ocean  of  eternity, 
Calm  or  tempestuous  (as  thy  Spirit  breathes 
In  alwolute  subji-ction ! — And,  O  Tnou ! 
The  glorious  Thin! !  distinct,  not  separate  1 
Beaming  from  l>oth !  with  l)oth  hicor]K^rate, 
And  (strange  to  tell !)  incorporate  with  dust 
By  cxiiidescension,  as  thy  glory,  gn'at, 
Inshrined  in  man!  of  human  hearts,  if  pure 
Divine  Inhabitant !  the  tie  divine 
Of  Heaven  with  distant  earth!  bvwhom,  I 
(If  not  inspin'd)  uncensureil  this  address 
To  Thee,  to  Them — to  whom  ? — mvsterioui 

er! 
Revealed— yet  unrevealed!  darkness  in  ligb 
NuniluT  in  unitv!  our  joy!  our  dn-ad  ! 
The  triple  lH)lt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  mini 
That  animates  all  right,  the  tri[»lc  sun! 
Sun  of  the  soul !  her  never-settiufj  sun  ! 
Triime,  unutterable,  unconceived, 
Alwconding,  yet  demonstrable,  Great  God  ! 
Greater  than  greatest !  Mter  than  the  U^st! 
Kinder  than  kindest !  with  soft  Pity's  eve. 
Or  (stronger  still  to  sjwak  it)  with  tliine  ow 
From  thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  firma 
Where  thou,  from  all  eternity,  hast  dwelt; 
Beyond  archangels'  unassisted  ken. 
From  far  above  what  mortals  highest  call. 
From  Klcvation's  [linnacle,  look  down. 
Through — what  ?  confounding  interval !  tbi 

all. 
And  more,  than  labouring  Fancy  can  concei 
Through  radiant  ranks  of  essences  unknow 
Through  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  detach' 
Round  various  banners  of  Onmiiwtence, 

*  See  Ml^lits  die  SlxUi  and  Seventh. 
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With  endlcH  chimge  of  rapturouB  duties  fired ; 
Throrgh  wondruus  beings'  interposing  swarms, 
AU  clustering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  tlieo ; 
Through  this  wide  waste  of  worlds!  tliis  vista  vast, 
All  sanded  o*cr  with  suns,  suns  turned  to  night 
Before  thy  feeblest  beam — look  down— down — 

down, 
On  a  poor  breathing  particle  in  dust, 
Or  lower,  an  immortal  in  his  cximcs : 
HLs  crimes  forgive!  forgive  his  virtues  too! 
Those  smaller  faults,  halfconverts  to  the  right : 
Nor  let  mc  close  these  eyes,  which  never  more 
May  see  the  sun  (though  Night's  descending  scale 
Now  weighs  up  Morn)  unpitied  and  unblessed  I 
In  thy  displeasure  dwells  eternal  pain; 
Pain,  our  aversion ;  pain  which  strikes  me  now; 
And  since  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 
Though  transient,  terrible;  at  thy  good  hour, 
Gently,  ah,  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed. 
My  clay-cold  bed!  by  nature,  now,  so  near; 
By  nature  near,  still  nearer  by  disease ! 
Till  then  be  this  an  emblem  of  my  grave ; 
Let  it  out  preach  the  preacher ;  every  night 
Let  it  outcry  the  boy  at  Philip's  ear. 
That  tongue  of  death !  that  herald  of  the  tomb ! 
And  when  (the  shelter  of  thy  wing  implored) 
My  senses,  soolhiHl,  shall  sink  in  soil  repose^ 
O  link  this  truth  still  deeper  in  my  soul, 
Suggested  by  my  pillow,  signed  by  Fute, 
First  in  Fate's  volume,  at  the  page  of  Man^ 
'  Man's  sickly  soul,  though  turned  and  tossed  for 

ever 
From  side  to  side,  can  rest  on  nought  but  Thee ; 
Here  in  full  trust,  hereafter  in  full  joy:' 
On  Thee,  the  promisod,  sure,  eternal  down 
Of  spirits  toiled  in  travel  through  this  vale : 
Nor  of  that  pillow  shall  my  soul  dcsi>ond  ; 
For — Love  ahnighty!  Love  almighty!  (sing, 
Exult,  Creation ! )  Love  almighty  reigns ! 
That  death  of  death !  that  cordial  of  despair 
And  loud  Eternity's  triumphant  song ! 

Of  whom  no  more : — for,  O  thou  Patron-Gotl ! 
Thou  God  and  mortal !  thence  more  God  to  man! 
Man's  theme  ctenial !  man's  eternal  theme ! 
Thoa  canst  not  'scape  uninjured  from  our  praise: 
Uninjured  from  our  praise  can  he  esca{)0 
Who,  disembosomed  from  the  Father,  bows 
The  Heaven  of  heavens  to  kiss  the  distant  earth  1 
Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  sinless  soul ! 
Against  the  cross  Death's  iron  sceptre  breaks  I 
From  famished  Ruin  plucks  her  human  prey  I 
Throws  wide  the  gates  celrstial  to  his  foes! 
Their  gratitutle,  for  such  a  Iwundless  debt. 
Deputes  their  sufTering  brothers  to  receive ! 
And  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails, 
As  df:o*icr  guilt,  prohibits  our  despair! 
En»'jys  U,  a»  our  duty,  to  rejoice ! 
^^  {y  clo^  all)  omnipotently  kind, 


Takes  his  delights  amoni;  the  sons  of  men.** 

What  words  arc  these — and  did  they  come  fiom 
Heaven  1 
And  were  they  spoke  to  man  1  to  guilty  mani 
What  arc  all  mysteries  to  love  like  this  1 
The  songs  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 
Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  sound 
Fleal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart, 
Though  plunged,  liefore,  in  horrors  dark  as  night: 
Rich  prelibation  of  consunmiate  joy  ! 
Nor  wait  we  dissolution  to  be  blessed. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  Muse, 
How  justly  titled  !t  nor  for  me  alone ; 
For  all  that  read.     What  spirit  of  support. 
What  heights  of  Consolation,  crown  my  songi 

Then  farewell  Night!  of  darkness,  now,  no 
mon^ ; 
Joy  breaks,  shines,  triumphs;  'tis  eternal  day! 
Shall  that  which  rises  out  of  nought  complain 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endless  joys? 
My  soul!  henceforth,  in  sweetest  union  join 
The  two  supports  of  human  happiness, 
Which  some,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet, 
True  taste  of  life,  and  constant  thought  of  death! 
The  thought  of  death,  sole  \ictor  of  its  dread! 
Hope  be  thy  joy,  and  probity  thy  skill; 
Thy  patron  H  E  whoso  diadem  has  dropped 
Yon  gems  of  Heaven,  eternity  thy  prize ; 
And  leave  tlie  racers  of  the  world  their  own, 
Their  feather  and  their  froth,  for  endless  toils: 
They  part  with  all,  for  that  which  is  not  bread; 
They  mortify,  they  starve,  on  wealth,  fame,  power, 
An<l  laugh  to  scorn  the  fools  that  aim  at  more. 
How  mus't  a  spirit,  late  escaped  from  earth, 
Suj)ix>se  Philander's,  Lucia's,  or  Narcissa's, 
The  truth  of  things  new  blaring  in  its  eye, 
Look  bark  astonislied  on  the  ways  of  men. 
Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves! 
And  when  our  present  privilfgc  is  past, 
To  scourge  us  with  due  sense  of  its  abuse, 
The  same  astonisliment  will  seize  us  all. 
What  then  must  pain  us,  would  preserve  us  now. 
Lorenzo !  'tis  not  yet  too  late.     Lorenzo ! 
Seize  wisdom,  ere  'tis  torment  io  lie  wise; 
That  is,  seize  wiinloin  ere  she  seizes  thee. 
For  what,  my  small  philosoj>her!  is  hell  7 
'Tis  notliing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  truth, 
When  Truth,  resisted  long,  is  sworn  our  foe, 
And  calls  Eternity  to  do  her  right. 

Tlius  darkness  aiding  intellectual  l.ght, 
And  sacred  Siie.ncc  wliispering  truths  divine, 
And  truths  <livine  converting  pain  to  peace. 
My  song  the  midnight  raven  has  out  winged, 
And  shot,  ani!)itious  of  unl)Ounded  scenes, 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world 
Her  gloomy  flight.     But  what  avails  the  flight 
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Of  Fancy,  when  our  hearts  roniiun  below? 
Yirtuc  abounds  in  flutttTiTS  anJ  (oc^ ; 
*Tis  priJc  to  praise  her,  iwiianr/*  to  perform. 
To  more  than  wordd,  to  more  than  wort!i  of 

tonguo, 
Lorenzo !  risr,  at  t!ii«  auspicious  hour, 
An  hour  when  T loavon's most  intiiuntc  with  man; 
When,  like  a  falling  star,  the  ray  divine 
LiHdos  swift  into  the  bosomof  the  just; 


And  just  are  all,  dptcrinincd  to  reclaim; 
Which  A  is  t!iat  title  hi^h  within  thy  reach. 
Aw:iko,  tl;en;  thy  Philander  culls:  awake  ! 
Thou,  who  shult  wake  when  the  Creation  dcrpi 
AVhen  like  a  taper,  all  these  suns  expire ; 
When  Time,  like  hini  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath, 
In  Nature's  ainple  ruins  lies*  entornlvd, 
And  niidni^rlit,  universal  midnight !  reigns. 


a^ftr  ILast  3as. 
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Veiiii  tuiUHia  iVuSm —  Virg, 


DEDICATION  TO  THE  UUEEN. 

MADAM, 

Mv  only  tilli'  to  the  great  hunuiir  I  no'A  do  my- 
self, id  the  ol)li;::ition  I  lui\c  fifriiHTiv  rn'iivid  from 
youT  royal  iii(hil;;riico ;  which  I  r».'i:n.'ii;lK'r  \Nii!i 
the  utiiiont  ;:ratiludL>.  I  was  iii.liL'J  uiiv.<usv.  til! 
I  had  Ix'lhought  jny.s»*lf  of  some  ineuns  of  nliuv- 
iiig  ny  lu-art  by  expn:>i>iiig  iL-acliiiov,li-tl^iniiits: 
my  inclination  carried  me  to  poitry;  your  virtues 
deti'rniin(*{]  me  to  riacn-d  j^oetry  aUivo  all  other; 
iLud  in  thai  kind  there  is  no  sul  ject  ijii^re  exalti-d 
and  aiTictiiig  than  this  whicli  I  have  chosen:  its 
very  first  inentiun  HMatch4<  uv.ay  the  suul  to  the 
Itorders  of  eternity,  Hurrouiids  it  wil!i  woikUts, 
0{N?nstuit  oMe\i-ry  hand  the  iiiu^t  sur[.riMi):r  Sireiius 
of  awe  and  asl>)nishiiunt,  and  ti-riiiii.ai«  s  lis  nIl-w 
with  nothiii;'  h  ss  tliaii  the  fiiljic.fS  uf  ■  lorv,  and 
the  throne  of  Clod. 

Cut  lliis  mav  ^^•l■nl  a  >i  rv  iiiisiriiiMr  .-.  .'..i-.n  fi*r 

V  m  m  L 

any  tl.in<;  oI'mj  ^ra\e  and  stili-^uii  a  n:(turi'  lo  j.iv- 

BCilt  il^l■lf  lH-ll»ri'  \(»U,  ••M.I  Jl.ifl  '!i-  ■.,  itli  lli^-  U:iii.l\ 

and  siilcndi'ur  el'  nnivi  r<.d  j<<y  anil  lli.'.ii^-^ivjji^r ; 
yet  if  \MTun>i']i-r  dial  ti.e  ll."ii^l.t>  wl.ioii  \uu  will 
mcL't  in  l!ie  lollovving  p.t^is  are  hiiirli  as  are  evi.-r 
Up]i«'rr..i'>t  iii  }our  own  hi-.irl;  hIii!  t!i;it,  iii  al!  pru- 
babilits,  llii;se  j^real  M«-.-.Mnp;?»  uliioli  \i,nr  pioplc 
now  eiijuv,  are  the  ri:ward  of  l!i.it  rt-Ii^iijus  In. lit 
oC  iiiind  and  virtiiuus  (Ii.»puHii<iii  in  iiiiir  rrincc; 
1  hope  lli.il  may  Hi-m  li>»  fort-i^n  a;iil  un.->'.ason.i- 
l»!e,  w!  i«-li  is  t!.c  n>it  of  ilw  filiriu  ni.iw  liuiirUli- 
(ngumoni;-.!  us,  and  shi'dilin;;  ii»  ripiiu-d  fruits  on 
our  land. 

'1  lny  arc  >tran;;ers  to}onr  M.ijr«ty,  who  think, 
when  ll.iy  uriJi-  lo  tlie  IJriii..h  tlirone,  th.it  \icto- 
ncii  uiiij  triuiii|i!is  inu^t  he  tiu  ir  t-oiiMtiUit  tlieme; 
they  knuv.  iiot  l!i,  nr  is  s.imi  iiiin;!;  y>u  h<>I(I  much 
iieunrt!t.in  tilhrryour  forluiu-or  wiur  };Iory :  they 
have  not  .illiiuli-d  lo  your  unlHitjudcd  charities; 

cv  h;Oi'  no"  Leanl  of  your  rii\al  cuni  anil  }{ene- 


rosity  to  thi.>se  who  8er\c  at  the  holy  altar;  they 
nev\.r  sullji  iontly  admired  your  R'fiolution  of  build- 
ing magniiioenlly  to  the  Loud,  and  bcttiug  wide 
jliie  <;.ttcs  of  salvation :  in  a  word,  they  are  still  to 
Ih*  ini'urmi«l,  th:it  prudent  countHrls  and  successful 
arms,  w*  Il-ordi-red  ftates,  and  huuiblod  foi's,  are 
onlv  the  i>eco:id  "lories  of  \our  most  illuatrluus 
niiin. 

It  is,  Txladam,  a  pros]K'ct  truly  great  to  behold 
vou  s«.atid  on  your  throne,  uurrounded  with  voux 
faithful  counsillors  and  mighty  men  of  war,  issuing 
fortli  commands  to  your  own  |K'ople,  or  giviuj^  au- 
dieuce  to  the  great  princes  and  |K)werful  rulers  of 
tlie  rartli:  hut  why  sliould  we  confine  your  glorj 
henrl  I  am  pLMsid  to  t^  e  you  rise  from  this  low- 
er world,  si<.»aring  al)ovo  the  clouds,  passii-g  the 
ilrht  aiid  tiecuud  htavens,  having  tiic  llxeti  stars 
hehiiid  \(iu ;  n->r  will  1  Io&<.'  \ou  tiierr, but  kif*p  you 
<\\\  i:i  virw  thrwi:;:li  the  hound iesji  ifjtaces  on  the 
I  ihtr  sit!i;iif  eriMtii-n,  i:i  yi. ur  journey  towards  etir- 
nai  l.Wf.i ;  till  I  li-h>'M  t!ie  i  li.iven  of  hi-uvens  0{vn, 
and  an^ii.-j  rri'ii\i:.j  and  rouvevin:;  vou  M(i!I  on- 
w.trd  f.itm  li.e  slri.ti-Ii  of  Uiy  iiiiagin..liiiri,  which 
tiii's  in  her  ]mr.»uit,  and  fall.-;  baek  again  to  the 
eailh. 

Wh.'t  A  paiie;;yric  is  it  on  human  nature  to  con- 
>id(  r  that  il  ^hall  coim'  topa^s  insome  iiilurc  tim?, 
liirou^Ii  v.hiv.-!i  llie  ihri-uJ  of  v.nir  «'.\i-.terice  shall 
run,  tli.it  you  }(»urstlf  niay  nirgit  t!»is  ^loriout 
yea  I  *  ir  m.ikc  lis  r,  jiieiiilrunce  only  serve  l»y  com- 
p.iris'io  to  n  v'oniiiien.I  hUp  rlt>r  honours,  and  nioro 
spk'iKh.I  renown  ]  Lt  t  us  tremble  at  llie  power  of 
Go;i,  and  ad.»nr  the  profu.«ii>n  of  lii*  goixlni>ss  on 
j  us  liis  enalun's  I  we  Inlu.hl  lljee,  ( >  (Xueen  !  gn.»at 
I  in  p.aee  and  war,  great  in  thy  alliance,  greater  in 
lIly^^'lf!  We  bee  thee  hli'.Sbing  thy  j»eople,  and 
com^ioslng  the  strifes  of  Ilurope;  we  suivcy  thco 
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in  this  full  light,  this  blaze  of  Fublunary  grcatncFi*, 
anil  own  thy  glory  is  net  yet  begun. 

Sudi  thouglits  might  apficar  too  warm  and  af- 
fected on  another  occasion ;  but  thry  arc  so  natu- 
idl  to  him  who  presents  such  a  thrinc  to  such  a 
CLureif,  that  they  arc  not  witliout  vidlcncc  to  be 
supprcAjvil.  When  at  your  royal  lt.isuro  you  turn 
over  the  following  sheets,  if  you  find  any  thing 
that  eneourages  virtue,  or  disheartens  vice,  let  it 
intcrccJc  for  pardon  of  my  many  d<.'foct3  and  er- 
rors 

That  your  reign  may  be  as  jiiour  as  it  is  glori- 
ous, an  J  give  jjosterity  as  many  iiisijinrrj*  of  ex- 
emplary virtue  and  religion,  os  it  v.iH  of  cnnnent 
taii-nt.4  and  extraordinary  csparitir.-; ;  tliat  it  may 
not  only  shine  in  history  and  ]»c  gn-it  in  tlic  an- 
nals of  the  earth,  hut  also  Ihi  srt  down  in  t!i<^  ol>- 
ser\'ation  of  aii^xcla,  and  with  disii:i''uishcd  cha- 
racters  be  written  in  the  book  of  lifi*,  to  giro  joy 
bt  the  Grc  it-Day  J  is  the  constant  pnyrrof  him 
who  is  (as  most  particularly  obliged  to  be) 
Your  Majesty's 
Most  huml'.lc 

And  most  oln^licnt  Servant, 
EdviAkd  Young. 


BOOK  I. 


Ipse  pitcr,  mnlli  nlmbonim  in  no-ff,  rnni.^ra 
Fulniliin  nvtlUur  cU-xtn.    Q'lo  imxinvi  ni'KU 
Terra  tmnic  r  fnznn  fcrw ;  ri  iri'  •n.ili.i  c'»n!a 
Per  geiitcs  litunilM  siravii  p.ivor. Vir^^, 


"Wnii.F.  others  sing  the  fortimc  of  the  irreat, 
Empire  and  nrms,  and  all  tlie  pornp  of  Ftntc, 
With  Britain's  hrnj*  set  their  ponls  on  fire, 
And  grow  immortal  as  his  deeds  inspire, 
1  draw  a  deeper  scene;  a  scene  t!iat  yiolds 
A  louder  trumpet,  and  more  drca«lfii!  firlds; 
Tho  world  alarmed,  both  earth  and  licaven  oVr- 

thrown, 
A  I'd  gaspinji  Nature's  last  tremondnus  groan ; 
Death *A  anci»-nt  sceptre  bnike,  t!ie  tceinin-^  tonil^ 
The  righteous  Judge,  and  man's  eternal  doom! 
'Twixt  joy  and  pain  I  view  tho  l»<>!i!  design, 
And  ask  my  anxious  heart  if  it  be  niine  1 
Whatever  grrrt  or  dreadful  hns  \xcx\  d(>nc 
Within  the  Hght  of  conscious  stars  or  sun. 
Is  far  beneath  my  daring ;  I  l«y>k  down 
On  all  the  splendours  of  the  British  crown. 
Thw  plobc  is  for  my  verso  a  narrow  bnund  ; 
Attend  me,  all  ye  glorious  worlds  around ! 
O  all  yc  angels,  howsoc'er  disjoinetl, 
f)f  every  various  order,  place,  an<l  kind, 
lIc^Tf  and  assi.st  a  fi-eblc  mortal's  lays ; 
•Tia  your  eternal  King  I  strive  to  praise. 

*  Ttw  Duke  of  Uarlborougtu 
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But  chieflv  thou,  irreat  ruler!  Lord  of  all! 
Refore  whi^se  throrie  archangels  proiitrate  full ; 
If  atthv  noil,  fnim  di^^^»rd  and  fnvn  niiht, 
Sprang  beauty,  and  yon  sparkling  worlds  of  lighl, 
F.x.'tlt  e'en  me;  all  inwanl  tumults  quell; 
The  clmida  and  darknesff  of  my  mind  dispel; 
To  my  groat  subject  thou  my  breast  inspire. 
And  raise  my  labouring  soul  with  equal  fire. 

Man !  War  thy  brow  aloft,  virw  every  grace 
In  Gon's  great  ofl'spring,  beauteous  Nature's  ijiCt  \ 
See  Spring's  gay  bloom,  see  golden  Autumn's  store. 
See  how  Karth  sinile:*,  and  bear  old  Ocean  roar. 
Levi:it!iansbut  heave  t!ii'ir  euiubrou-*  mall, 
It  makes  a  tile,  and  wiiul  b.tund  m\\i-\-«  s.iil. 
Here  f<'ri\sts  ri^e,  ibc  iiiouut:iins  irwH;]  iri:!e: 
Here  rivi-rs  mea'^ure  eIi;:ie.-».  and  w«.irM.^  divide : 
Tlh're  \allies,  fraught  with  g■l^^^«r^■.'p!l'n^^  nl  seals, 
1  Iijl.ls  kijiirs'  aii.l  kin:; :li»iiis'  P.)rta.ies  in  their  beds ' 
There  to  tlie  skies  asjiiring  hills  e.sci'iid, 
An«l  into  di.'.t  uit  land.;  l!ieir  ^ln;j:s  extend. 
View  cities,  armies,  Herts;  of  nests  the  pride, 
Ste  Euroj)e'ri  law  in  All 'ion's  chnnnel  ri;!e. 
View  the  wlmle  eartli's  \x\A  I  in-.ls<!ap.',  uncunfincd, 
Or  view  in  ]irit;-.in  all  her  glories  jiiimd. 

Then  ht  tbe  iirmaiiunt  thy  wonder .r.iise* 
'Twill  raise  thy  wonder,  but  transcend  thy  praiso. 
How  far  friMa  east  to  west  1  the  l.d>ijuriiigevo 
Can  scarce  tlic  distant  azure  bounds  descry: 
Wide  theatre !  where  temiK^sts  play  at  large, 
And  God's  riiihl  hand  can  all  its  wr.\th  dir»eliar;xet 
Mark  how  those  radiant  lamiis  inHame  the.  pole, 
Call  forth  the  seasons,  and  tlie  year  control: 
They  sliinc  through  time  with  an  unahered  ray, 
See  this  grand  jH-riod  lise,  and  tliat  dway : 
So  vast,  tills  world's  a  grain;  yet  myriad.s  grace, 
Willi  golden  i>oiii]>,  the  thronged  ethereal  space; 
So  bright,  with  such  a  wealth  of  glory  stored, 
'Twere  sin  Heathens  not  to  have  adored. 

How  great,  how  firm,  how  sicred,  all  appears 
How  worthy  an  immortal  round  of  years! 
Yet  all  must  drop,  as  autumn's  sickliest  grain, 
And  earth  and  firmament  bo  souglit  in  vani: 
The  tract  fiiri^ot  when*  ctmstellations  shone, 
Or  where  the  Stuarts  lille<l  anawiul  throne. 
Time  shall  l»e  slain,  all  nature  l>e  dt^troyed, 
Nor  leave  an  atom  in  the  mighty  void. 

Sooner  nr  1  \Wr,  \n  snmo  future  d?te, 
(A  dreadful  secret  in  the  bcM>k  of  fite^) 
This  hour,  for  au;;ht  all  human  wis«lp)7?i  knows. 
Or  when  ten  thousand  harvests  nvirc  have  rose; 
When  scenes  are  changed  on  this  rcvoh  in?  earth* 
Old  empires  fall,  and  give  new  emi-ires  birth, 
While  other  l^mrlw^^ns  rule  in  other  land^, 
And  (if  man's  sin  fi>rbifls  not)  other  A?ini»s; 
While  the  still  busy  worl<l  i-*  treailingo'er 
The  paths  they  tro«le  five  thousnnd  years  before, 
Thoughtless  a'*  those  who  now  life's  ma7i»«  run. 
Of  earth  dissolved,  or  an  extinguished  sun; 
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Yc  sublunaiy  worlds!  awake,  awake! 
Yc  rulers  of  the  nations!  hear,  and  bhakc! 
Thick  clouds  of  darkness  shall  arise  on  day, 
In  sudden  night  all  earth's  dominions  lay, 
Impetuous  winds  the  scattered  forests  rend, 
Eternal  mountains,  like  their  cedars,  bend ; 
The  valleys  yawn,  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 
And  break  the  bondage  of  his  wonted  shore; 
A  sanguine  stain  the  silver  moon  oVrspreud, 
.Darkm^ss  the  circle  of  the  sun  invade; 
From  inmost  heaven  incesrsant  thunders  roll, 
And  the  strong  echo  liound  from  {)oIe  to  \Kiic. 

When,  lo!  a  mighty  trump,  one  half  concealed 
In  clouds,  one  half  to  mortal  eye  revealed, 
Shall  pour  a  dreadful  note;  the  piercing  call 
Shall  rattle  in  the  centre  of  the  bidl; 
The  extended  circuit  of  creation  shake. 
The  living  die  with  fear,  the  dead  awake. 

Oh,  iwwcrful  blast !  to  which  no  equal  sound 
Did  e'er  the  friglited  ear  of  Nature  wound. 
Though  rival  clarions  have  Iwen  strained  on  liigh, 
And  kindled  wars  immortal  through  the  sky; 
Though  God's  whole  enginery  di^rehargcd,  and  all 
The  Tebel  angels  bellowed  in  their  full. 
Have  anr^els  sinned  ]  and  shall  nut  man  beware  1 
How  shall  a  son  of  earth  decline  the  snare'? 
Not  folded  arms,  and  slackness  of  tlic  mind, 
Can  promise  for  the  safety  of  mankind. 
None  are  supinely  good ;  through  care  and  pain, 
And  various  arts,  the  steep  ascent  we  gain. 
This  is  the  scene  of  combat,  not  df  rest; 
Man's  is  lalwrious  happiness  at  best : 
On  this  side  death  his  dangers  never  cease; 
His  joys  arc  joys  of  conquest,  not  of  peace. 

If  then,  obsequious  to  the  will  of  Fate, 
And  l)ending  to  the  terms  of  human  state, 
When  guilty  joys  invite  us  to  their  arms. 
When  Beauty  smiles,  or  Grandeur  spreads  her 

charms. 
The  conscious  soul  would  this  great  scene  display. 
Call  down  the  immortal  hosts  in  dread  array, 
The  trumpet  sound,  tJie  Christian  banner  spread. 
And  raise  from  silent  graves  the  trembling  dead ; 
Such  deep  impression  would  tlie  picture  make. 
No  {lower  on  earth  her  firm  resolve  could  shake ; 
Engaged  with  angels  she  would  greatly  stand. 
And  look  regardless  down  onsi^aand  land: 
Not  prolTered  worlds  her  ardour  could  rc&train, 
And  Death  might  shako  his  threatening  lance  in 

vain. 
Her  certain  conquest  would  endear  the  fight, 
And  danger  serve  but  to  exalt  delight. 

Instructed  thus  to  shun  the  fatal  spring 
Whence  flow  the  terrors  of  that  day  I  sing, 
More  boldly  wo  our  labours  may  pursue. 
And  alJ  the  dreadful  imago  set  to  view. 

The  sparkling  eye,  the  sleek  and  painted  breast, 
Th^  bumishci]  scale,  curled  traai,  and  rising  creit, 


All  that  is  lovely  in  the  noxious  snake. 
Provokes  our  fear,  and  bids  us  fleo  the  brake 
The  sting  once  drawn,  his  guiltless  beauties 
In  pleasing  lustre,  and  detain  our  eyes; 
We  view  with  joy  what  once  did  horror  mon 
And  strong  aversion  softens  into  love. 

Say  then,  my  muse,  whom  dismal  sceno 
light. 
Frequent  at  tombs,  and  in  the  realms  of  nigl 
Say,  melanclioly  maid  !  if  bold  to  dare, 
The  last  extremes  of  terror  and  despair, 
Oh  say  what  change  on  earth,  what  heart  in 
This  blackest  moment  since  the  world  began 

Ah  mournful  turn!  the  blissful  earth,  who 
At  leisure  on  her  axle  rolled  in  state, 
While  thousand  golden  planets  knew  no  rrsl 
Still  onward  in  their  circling  journey  pressed 
A  grateful  change  of  seasons  some  to  bring. 
And  sweet  vicissitude  of  fall  and  spring; 
Some  tliroughvast  oceans  to  conduct  the  keel 
And  somethuse  wat'ry  worlds  to  sink  orswcl 
Around  her  some  their  splendours  to  display, 
And  gild  her  globe  with  tributary  day: 
Tlds  world  so  great,  of  joy  the  bright  abode. 
Heaven's  darling  child,  and  favourite  of  her  < 
Now  looks  an  exile  from  her  Fathers  care, 
Delivered  o'er  to  darkness  and  despair. 
Nu  Run  in  radiant  glory  shines  on  liigli. 
No  light,  but  from  the  terrors  of  the  sky; 
Fallen  slk  her  mountains,  her  famed  rivers  I 
And  all  into  a  second  chaos  tossed: 
One  universal  ruin  spri^ads  abroad; 
Nothing  is  safe  U'nealh  the  throne  of  God. 

Such,  Karth!  tliy  fate:  what  then  const 
afibrd 
To  comfort  and  sup|K)rt  thy  guilty  lord? 
Man,  haughty  lord  of  all  beneath  the  moon, 
How  must  he  bend  his  souls  ambition  dowi 
Pnwtrate,  the  reptile  own,  and  disavow 
His  boasted  stature,  and  assuming  browl 
Claim  kindred  with  the  clay,  and  curse  his  fi 
That  speaks  distinction  from  his  sister  worm 
What  dn^adful  pangs  the  trembling  heart  in' 
Lord!  why  dost  thou   forsake  whom  thou 

madcl 
Who  can  sustain  thy  anger?  who  can  stand 
Beneath  the  terrors  of  thy  liiled  hand? 
It  flies  the  reach  of  thought:  oh,  save  me,  I 
Of  i)owers  supreme,  in  that  tremendous  lioui 
Thou  who  beneath  the  frown  of  Fate  hast  > 
And  in  thy  dreadful  agony  sweat  blood; 
Thou  who  for  me,  through  every  throbbing 
Hast  felt  the  keenest  edge  of  mortal  pain; 
Whom   Death  led  captive   through   tlic   r 

below, 
And  taught  those  horrid  mysteries  of  wo; 
Defend  me,  O  my  God !  oh,  save  me,  PowcT 
Of  powers  supreme,  in  that  tremendous  Woim 
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From  cast  to  west  tliny  fly,  from  pole  to  line, 
Imploring  shelter  from  the  wratli  divine; 
Btg  flames  to  wrap,  or  wlirhning  seas  to  sweep, 
Or  rocks  to  yawn,  compassionately  dorp: 
Seas  cast  the  monster  forth  to  meet  his  doom. 
And  rocks  hut  prison  up  for  v\Tatti  to  come. 
So  fares  a  traitor  to  an  earthly  crown, 
While  Death  sits  threatening  in  his  prince's  frown, 
His  heart's  dismayed :  and  now  his  fears  command 
To  change  his  native  for  a  distant  land : 
Swift  ordera  flv,  the  king's  severe  decree 
Stands  in  the  channel,  and  locks  up  the  sea; 
'^he  port  he  seeks  obedient  to  her  lord, 
Hurls  back  the  rebel  to  his  lifted  pword. 

But  why  this  idle  toil  to  paint  th.at  day  7 
This  lime  elaborately  thrown  awayl 
Wonls  all  in  vain  pant  after  the  distress. 
The  height  of  eloquence  would  make  it  less. 
Heavens!  how  the  good  man  trembles! — 

And  is  there  a  Last  Day?  and  must  there  come 
A  sore,  a  fixed,  inexorable  doom? 
Ambition!  swell;  and, thy  proud  sails  to  show, 
Take  all  the  winds  that  Vanity  can  blow; 
Wealth!  on  a  golden  mountain  blazing  stand, 
And  reach  an  India  forth  in  either  hand ; 
Spread  all  thy  purple  clusters,  tempting  Vine! 
And  thou,  moredreade<l  foe,  bright  Beauty  shine: 
Shine  all,  in  all  your  charms  together  rise, 
That  all,  in  all  you  charms,  I  may  despise, 
Wliile  I  mount  upward  on  a  strong  desire. 
Borne,  like  Elijah,  on  a  car  of  fire. 

In  hopes  of  glory  to  be  quite  involved ! 
To  amilc  at  death  I  to  long  to  be  dissolved! 
From  our  decays  a  pleasure  to  receive! 
And  kindle  into  transport  at  a  grave  I 
What  equals  this 7  and  shall  the  Victor  now 
Boast  the  proud  laurels  on  his  loaded  brow  1 
Religion!  oh  thou  cherub, heavenly  bright! 
Oh  joys  unmixed,  and  fathomless  delight! 
Thou,  thou  art  all;  nor  find  I  in  the  whole 
Creation  aught  but  Gk)d  and  my  own  soul. 
For  ever,  then,  my  soul!  thy  God  adore, 
Nor  let  the  brute  creation  praise  him  more. 
Shall  things  inanimate  my  conduct  blame. 
And  flush  my  conscious  cheek  with  spreading 

shame  1 
They  all  for  him  pursue,  or  quit,  their  end ; 
The  mounting  flames  their  burning  power  sus- 
pend ; 
In  solid  heaps  the  unfrozen  billows  stand, 
To  rest  and  silence  awed  by  his  command : 
XaT,  the  dire  monsters  that  infest  the  flood, 
Bv  nature  dreadful,  and  athirst  for  blood, 
HJb  will  can  calm,  their  savage  tempers  bind, 
And  turn  to  mild  protectors  of  mankind. 
0u]  not  the  prophet  this  great  truth  maintain 
In  the  deep  chambers  of  the  gloomy  main. 
When  darkness  round  him  all  her  horrors  spread, 
And  the  loud  ocean  bellowed  o'er  his  head  1 


When  now  the  t!iunders  roar,  the  lightning 
flies, 
And  all  the  warring  winds  tumultuous  rise; 
When  now  the  foaininix  surjxes  tossed  on  hi'^h. 
Disclose  the  sands  beneath,  and  touch  the  sky; 
When  death  draws  near,  the  mariners  airhast 
Look  back  with  terror  on  their  actions  past, 
Their  courage  sickens  into  deep  dismay. 
Their  hearts,  through  fearond  anguish,  melt  away; 
Xor  tears,  nor  prayer*?,  the  tem[)est  can  ap{>ea8e; 
Now  they  devote  their  trea-^ure  to  the  seas; 
Unload  their  shattered  bark,  though  riehlv  frou<Tht. 
And  think  the  hopes  of  life  arc  cheaply  lK)Ught 
With  gems  and  gold  ;  but,  oh,  the  storm  so  high! 
Nor  gems  not  gold  the  hopes  of  life  can  1  uy. 

The  trembling  projihet  then,  themselves  to  save, 
Thev  headKmi;  nluni'e  into  the  brinv  wave: 
Down  he  descends,  and,  booming  o'er  his  head 
The  billows  clove  ;  he's  nnmlH?red  with  the  dead. 
(Hear,  O  ye  just!  attend  ye  virtuous  few! 
And  the  bright  [laths  of  piety  pursue) 
Lo!  tl^e  jrreat  Ruler  of  the  worM  from  liiirh, 
Looks  sinllincj  down  wit!i  a  pwpitions  eye, 
Covers  his  servant  with  his  gracious  hand, 
And  bids  tempestuous  NnUire  silent  stand; 
Commands  the  peaceful  waters  to  give  place. 
Or  kindly  fol<l  him  in  a  soft  embrare; 
Tie  bridles  in  the  monsters  of  the  deep ; 
The  bridled  monsters  awful  distance  keep: 
Fortjct  their  hunger  while  the}'  view  their  prey, 
And  guiltless  gaze,  and  round  the  stranger  play. 

But  still  arise  new  wonders:  Natures  Lord 
Sends  forth  into  the  deep  his  powerAd  won!. 
And  calls  the  great  leviathan  ;  the  great 
Leviathan  attends  in  all  his  state, 
Exults  for  joy,  and,  with  a  rni^^hty  bound, 
Makes  the  sea  shake,  and  lieaven  and  earth  re- 
sound, 
Blackens  the  waters  with  the  rising  sand. 
And  drives  vast  billows  to  the  di^^tant  land. 
As  yawns  an  earthquake,  when  imprisoned  air 
Strut^cles  for  vent,  and  lavs  the  centre  bare, 
The  whale  expands  his  jnws  enormous  size, 
The  prophet  views  the  cavern  with  suri)rise, 
Measures  his  monstrous  teeth,  afar  descried. 
And  rolls  his  wondering  eyes  from  side  to  side ; 
Then  takes  possession  of  the  spacious  seat, 
And  sails  st^ure  within  the  dark  retreat. 

Now  is  he  pleawd  the  northern  blast  to  hear, 
And  hangs  on  litpiid  mountains  void  of  fear, 
Or  falls,  immersed,  into  the  depths  Inflow, 
Where  the  dead  silent  waters  never  flow ; 
To  the  foundations  of  the  hills  conveyed, 
Dwells  in  the  shelving  mountain's  <lreadful  shade  • 
Where  plummet  never  reached  he  draws  his  breath, 
And  glides  serenely  through  the  paths  of  death. 
Two  wondrous  days  and  nights  through  coni 

groves, 
Through  labyrinths  of  rocks  and  sands  he  ruves; 
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When  the  third  morning  with  its  level  rays, 
The  mountains  gilJs,  and  on  the  billows  plays, 
It  sees  the  king  of  waters  rise  and  pour 
His  sacred  g^iCBi  uninjured  on  the  shore ; 
A  type  of  that  great  blessing  which  the  Muse 
In  her  next  labour  ardently  pursues. 


BOOK  II. 


PlIOCYL. 


t.  e. 


\Vc  hope  tint  tlio  (I'^pnrtoil  will  riso  arrain  from  the  dust ;  afler 
v,-Iitch,  like  the  godn,  they  will  be  immortnl. 


Now  man  awakes,  and  from  his  silent  bed, 
Where  he  has  slept  for  aj^os,  lifts  his  head, 
Shakes  oft*  the  slumber  often  thousanil  years, 
And  on  the  bortlcrs  of  new  worlrls  api)eara. 
Whate'cr  the  l>ol(l,  the  rash  adventure  cost, 
In  wide  eternity  I  dare  be  lost. 
The  Muse  is  wont  in  narrow  bounds  to  sing. 
To  teach  the  swain,  or  celebrate  the  kin«T: 
I  grasp  the  whole ;  no  more  to  ]>arts  confined, 
I  lift  mv  voice,  and  sinij  to  human  kind: 
1  sing  to  men  and  angels;  angels  join. 
While  F'.ich  the  theme,  their  sacreil  songs  with 
mine. 

Aitjr^in  the  trumpet's  intermitted  sound 
Rolls  the  wide  circuit  of  creation  round, 
A  uuiversal  concourse  to  prepare 
Of  all  that  ever  ]>rcathod  the  vital  air; 
In  some  v\idc  field,  whirh  active  whirlwinds  sweep, 
Drive  citiofl,  forests,  mounfnins  to  the  deep, 
To  piM()r)l!j  and  len^jtlicn  out  tlie  unlniundcd  space, 
And  spread  an  area  for  all  human  race. 

Now  rnonunu'Tits  jirove  fiithful  to  tlirir  trust, 
And  render  back  their  loni^  comiuittwl  dust! 
Now  rharii'^ls  rattle;  scattered  limbs  and  all 
The  vari-nis  ];ones,  olisequious  to  the  call. 
Self-moved,  ridvniice;  the  neck,  iK-rhaps,  to  meet 
The  distr.nt  h'*:id;  the  distant  It-gs  the  feet. 
Dreadful  to  \ lew,  see  through  the  dusky  sky 
Fragrncnt*?  of  bodies  in  confusion  fly, 
To  distant  reirions  journeying,  there  to  claim 
DesertiM.1  nieir.lx'rs,  andcompk^te  the  frame. 

Wlu  II   t!ic  world  bowed  to  Rome's   almighty 
swonl, 
Kome  l'.>\vcd  to  Pompey,  and  confesssed  her  lord: 
Yet  one  day  lost,  tliis  deity  below 
Riranie  thi'  scorn  and  pity  of  his  foe; 
I  lis  libv>d  a  traitor's  sa(Tirice  was  made, 
And  s;»i-].f\l  indignant  on  a  ruftian's  blade: 
No  tm-ijirt'^  s;)urid,  no  gasping  army's  yell, 
Cid, wi'Ii  i]\\r.  horror,  hi<;  great  soul  farewell: 
Obwure  hU  fill !  all  weltering  in  his  gore, 
Ilii  trunk  was  cr.f:t  to  prrish  on  the  shore! 


While  Julius  frowned  the  bloodv  monster 
Who  brought  the  world  in  his  great  rivaVi 
This  severed  head  and  trunk  shall  joinom 
Thourrh  realms  now  rise  between  and  ocea 
The  trumpet's  sound  '•aeh  vagrant  mote«hs 
Or  fixed  in  earth,  or  n  afloat  in  air, 
Obey  the  signal  wafted  in  the  wind, 
And  not  one  sleeping  atom  lay  bchinil. 
So  swarmincr  bees  that  on  a  summer's  day 
In  airy  rings  and  wild  meanders  ]»lay, 
Charmed  with  the  brazen  sound,  their  wan 

end. 
And,  gently  circling,  on  a  bough  descend. 

The  IkxIv  thus  renewed,  the  con-vious  s 
Which  has  perhaps  been  fluttering  neart! 
Or  mid«?t  the  burning  planet.-^  wondering  ft 
Or  hovered  o'er  where  her  pale  cori>scwas 
Or  rather  coasted  on  her  final  state, 
And  ff'arod,  or  wislied  for  licr  appointed  fa 
This  soul,  returning  v.ilh  acon«»tant  flamr. 
Now  werls  for  ever  her  imn\ortul  frame: 
Life,  which  ran  down  Ix'fore,  so  high  w  wo 
The  s[irings  maintain  an  everlasting  round. 
Thus  a  frail  model  of  the  work  desisjneil 
First  takes  a  copy  of  the  builder's  mind: 
Before  the  structure  finn,  with  lasting  oak, 
A  nd  marble  bowels  of  the  solid  rock, 
Turns  the  stronix  arch,  and  bids  the  columr 
And  l)ear  the  lofty  palace  to  the  skies; 
The  wronrrs  of  titno  enabled  to  surpass. 
With  bripi  of  adamant  and  ribs  of  bra.«. 

That  anricntj  safn^fl.  an«l  illustrious  d^iin 
Where  so<m  or  late  fair  Albion's  hercic<'o:'n 
From  camps  and  court:*,  lhou;|h  gri'ut.  or  w 

just, 
To  fi.ed  the  worm,  anil  moulder  into  duft; 
That  S(«lcmn  maii-~inn  of  the  royal  dead, 
Where  p^.ssing  slivos  o'er  sleeping  monna'li? 
Now  populous  oVrfiows;  a  numerous  wrc 
Of  rising  kinus  fill  all  the  extended  upjcc: 
A  life  well  s|x'nt,  not  the  victorious  sword, 
Awprds  the  crown,  and  styles  the  grcritrrlw 

Nor  monuments  alone,  and  buri.d  earth. 
LalKmrs  with  man  to  this  his  s«.M:on-.l  birt'i; 
i?ut  where  nay  palaces  in  pomp  arist\ 
And  gilded  theatres  invade  the  eh'ics, 
Nations  shall  wake,  wb.ose  unre^jK'ctcd  bin^ 
SnpjKirt  the  pride  of  their  luxurious  Siins. 
The  ma<;t  mngnifirent  and  costly  ihmc 
Is  I'lit  an  upi'cr  clianilur  to  a  icmib. 
No  spot  on  earth  but  has  supfdiid  a  gra'-f. 
And  human  fkulls  the  spacious  occ:\n  l-**^' 
.Mi's  full  of  man ;  and  at  tliis  drt^adful  turn 
T\w  swarm  shall  issue,  and  the  hivr  sh-tl  i''J 

Not  all  at  once,  nor  in  likemanni'r.  ri-*' 
Some  lift  with  pain  tl-.eir  slow  unwilling  <?^ 
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Shrink  backward  from  tlic  terror  of  the  light, 
And  blew  the  grave,  and  call  for  lasting  night; 
Others,  whose  long- attempted  virtue  stood 
Fixed  as  a  rock,  and  broke  the  rushing  flood, 
"Whose  firm  resolve  nor  bcautv  could  melt  down, 
Nor  raging  tyrants  from  their  posture  frown ; 
Such,  in  this  day  of  horrors,  shall  be  seen 
"Fo  face  the  thunders  with  a  godlike  mien. 
The  planets  drop,  their  thoughts  are  fixed  above ; 
The  centre  shakes,  their  hearts  disdain  to  move 
An  earth  dissolving,  and  a  Heaven  thrown  wide, 
A  yawning  gulf,  and  fiends  on  every  side, 
Serene  they  view,  impatient  of  delay, 
And  bless  the  dawn  of  everlasting  day. 

Here  Greatness  prostrate  falls ;  their  Strength 
gives  place. 
Here  lazars  smile;  their  Beauty  hides  her  face. 
Christiansand  Jews,  and  Turks,  and  Pagans  stand, 
A  blended  throng,  one  undistinguu'hcd  band. 
Some  who,  perhaps,  by  mutual  wounds  expired, 
"With  ical  for  their  distinct  [Hirsuasioiis  fired. 
In  mutual  friendship  their  long  slumlwr  break. 
And  hand  in  hand  their  Saviour's  lo\e  partake. 

But  none  are  flushed  with  brii;hter  joy,  or,  wann 
With  juster  confidence,  enjoy  the  storm. 
Than  those  whose  pious  bounties,  unconfined, 
HaTc  made  them  public  fathers  of  mankind. 
In  that  illustrious  rank  what  shining  light 
With  such  distinguished  glory  fills  my  sight? 
Bend  down,  my  grateful  muse;  that  homage  show, 
Which  to  such  worthies  thou  art  proud  to  owe. 
Wickham!  Foil  Chichely!*  hail,  illustrious  names! 
Who  to  far  distant  times  dispense  your  beams ; 
Beneath  your  shades,  and  near  yourorjstal  springs, 
I  first  presumed  to  touch  the  trembling  strings : 
All  bail,  thrice  honoured,  'twas  your  great  renown 
To  bless  a  people,  and  oblige  a  crown ; 
And  now  3'ou  rise,  eternally  to  shine. 
Eternally  to  drink  the  rays  divine. 

Ijkiulscnt  God !  oh,  how  shall  mortal  raise 
His  eoul  to  due  returns  of  grateful  praise 
For  bounty  so  profuse  to  human  kind. 
Thy  wondrous  gift  of  an  eternal  mind  1 
Shall  I,  who  some  few  years  ago,  was  less 
Than  worm,  or  mile,  or  shadow  can  express, 
Waa  notliing;  shall  1  live,  when  every  fire 
Of  every  star  shall  languish  and  expire  1 
When  earth's  no  more,  shall  I  survive  above. 
And  through  the  radiant  files  of  angels  move  7 
Or,  as  before  the  throne  of  God  I  stand. 
See  new  worlds  rolling  from  his  spacious  hand, 
Where  our  adventures  shall  perhaps  be  taught, 
A*  we  now  tell  how  Michael  sung  or  fought  1 
All  that  has  being  in  full  consort  join. 
And  celebrate  the  depths  of  love  di\inc. 


*  Fbanlen  of  New  Cbtloge,  Corpus  ChrisU  and  All  Seals, 
hi  Qzlbrd ;  of  all  which  the  Author  was  a  member.  | 
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But,  oh,  before  this  blissful  state,  before 
The  aspiring  soul  this  wondrous  height  can  soar 
The  Judge,  descending,  thunders  from  afar, 
And  all  mankind  is  summoned  to  the  bar. 

This  mighty  scone  I  nt'xt  presume  to  draw; 
Attend,  great  Anna,  with  religious  awe : 
Expect  not  here  tlie  known  successful  arts 
To  win  attention,  and  command  our  hearts. 
Fiction  !  be  far  away;  b-t  no  machine, 
Descending  btTC,  no  fabled  g(Kl,  l>e  seen  j 
Behold  the  God  of  gv^s  indeetl  descend. 
And  worlds  uniiuinbered  his  approach  attend. 

Lo,  the  wide  theatre,  whose  ample  space 
Must  entertain  the  whole  of  human  race, 
At  Heaven's  all  j)0\verfu]  eilict  is  prepared, 
And  fenced  around  with  an  immortal  guard. 
Tribes,  provinces,  dominions,  worlds  o'erllow 
The  nii'^hty  phiin,  and  deluge  all  In-low, 
And  every  age  and  nati;>n  i>ours  along ; 
Nimrod  and  llourbon  mingle  in  the  tlirong ; 
Adam  salutes  his  youngest  son :  no  sign 
Of  all  those  ages  whicli  their  birtlis  disjoin. 

How  empty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art. 
But  as  it  mends  tlie  life,  and  (guides  the  heart: 
What  volumes  have  been  swelled,  what  time  been 

si)ent. 
To  fix  a  hero's  birth-day  or  descent. 
What  joy  nnist  it  now  jield,  what  rapture  raise, 
To  see  the  glorious  race  of  ancient  days — 
To  greet  ilKx-ic  worthies  who  perhaps  have  stood 
Illustrious  on  record  before  the  llootl : 
Alas,  a  nearer  care  your  soul  demands; 
Cansar  unnoted  in  your  presence  stands. 

How  vast  the  concourse!  not  *n  number  moro 
The  waves  that  break  on  the  n-sounding  shorts, 
The  leaves  that  tremble  in  the  shady  grove, 
The  Inmps  that  gild  the  spangled  vaults  above; 
Those  overwhelndng  armies,  whose  command 
Saitl  to  one  empire  fall — another,  stand  ; 
Whose  rear  lay  wrapt  in  night,  while  brcaldng 

dawn 
Roused  the  broad  front,  and  called  the  battle  on; 
Great  Xerxes'  world  in  arms,  proud  Cannse's  field, 
Where  Carthage  taught  victorious  Rome  to  yield, 
(Another  blow  had  broke  the  Fates'  decree, 
And  earth  had  wanted  her  fourth  monarchy) 
Immortal  r>lenhcim,  famed  Ramillia's  host ; 
They  all  are  here,  and  here  they  all  arc  lost  j 
Their  millions  swell  to  be  discerned  in  vain, 
Lost  as  a  billow  in  th'  unbounded  main. 

This  echoing  voice  now  rends  the  yielding  air : 
*  For  judgment,  judgment,  sons  of  men !  prepare  ? 
Earth  shakes  anew,  I  hear  her  groans  profound^ 
And  Hell  through  all  hertrembling  realms  resound. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  greatest  power  of  cartA, 
Blessed  with  most  equal  planets  at  thy  birth, 
Whose  valour  drew  the  most  successful  sword, 
Most  realms  united  in  one  common  lonl, 
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W  no  on  the  day  of  triumph,  saidst,  *  Bo  thine 
The  skion,  Jehovah;  all  this  world  is  mine;' 
Dare  not  to  lift  tliine  eye. — Alas !  my  muse ! 
How  art  thou  lostl   what  numbers  canst  thou 
choosol 

A  sudden  hlush  inflames  the  waving  sky. 
And  now  the  crimson  curtains  open  fly; 
]^!  far  within,  and  far  above  all  height, 
Where  Heaven's  great  Sovereign  reigns  in  worlds 

of  light, 
Whence  Nature  he  informs,  and  with  one  ray, 
Shot  from  his  eye,  does  all  her  works  survey, 
Croatia,  supjiortSjConfouiuls*!  where  time  and  place, 
Matter,  and  form,  and  fortune,  life,  and  grace, 
Wait  humbly  at  the  footstool  of  their  God, 
And  move  obedient  at  his  awful  nod ; 
Whencfl  he  beholds  us  vagrant  emmets  crawl 
At  random  on  this  air-suspended  l^all, 
{ Speck  of  creation)  if  he  pour  one  breath. 
The  bubble  breaks,  and  'tis  eternal  death. 

Thence  issuing  I  behold,  (but  mortal  sight 
Sustains  not  such  a  rushing  sea  of  light) 
I  see  on  an  empyreal  flying  throne 
Sublimely  raised,  Heaven's  everlasting  Son, 
Crowned  with  that  majesty  which  fornieiJ  the  world, 
And  the  grand  n*bel  flaming  downward  hurled; 
Virtue,  Dominion,  Praise,  Omni[X)tence, 
Support  the  train  of  their  triumphant  Prince, 
A  zone,  licyond  the  thought  of  angels  bright. 
Around  him,  like  the  zodiac,  winds  its  light ; 
Night  shades  the  solemn  arches  of  his  brows. 
And  in  his  cheek  the  purple  morning  glows. 
Where'er,  serene,  he  turns  propitious  eyes, 
Or  wc  exfXK't,  or  find,  a  paradise; 
Put  if  resentment  reddens  tlieir  mild  beams. 
The  Eden  kindles,  and  the  world's  in  flames. 
On  one  hand  Knowledge  shines  in  jmrest  light; 
On  one,  the  sword  of  Justice,  fiercely  bright. 
Now  l)end  the  knee  in  si)ort,  present  the  reed : 
Now  tell  the  scourged  Impostor  he  shall  bleed ! 

Thus  glorious  through  the  courts  of  Heaven, 
the  Source 
Of  life  and  death  eternal  bends  his  course; 
Loud  thunders  round  him  roll,  and  lightninga  play; 
Th'  angelic  host  is  ranged  in  bright  array : 
Some  touch  the  string,  some  strike  the  sounding 

shell, 
And  mingling  voices  in  rich  concert  swell ; 
Voices  seraphic!  blessed  with  such  a  strain, 
Could  Satan  hear,  he  were  a  god  again. 

Triumphant  King  of  glory !  Soul  of  bliss ! 
What  a  stupendous  turn  of  fate  is  this  I 
Oh !  whither  art  thou  raised  above  the  scorn 
And  indigence  of  him  in  Bethlehem  born; 
A  needless,  helpless,  unaccounted  guest, 
And  but  a  aocond  to  the  foddered  beast? 
How  changed  from  him  who,  meekly  prostrate  laid, 
Vouchsaffid  to  wash  the  feet  himself  had  made  1 


From  him  who  was  betrayed,  foisook,  denk 
Wept,  languished,  prayed,  bled,  thirsted,  gt 

and  died  7 
Hung  pierced  and  bare,  insulted  by  the  Ibc 
All  Ileaven  in  tears  above,  earth  unconccn 
low? 

And  was 't  enough  to  bid  the  sun  retire  T 
Why  did  not  Nature  at  thy  groan  expire? 
I  see,  I  hear,  I  feel,  the  pangs  divine ; 
The  world  is  vanished, — I  am  wholly  thine 

Mistaken  Caiaphas !  ah,  which  blasphen 
Thou  or  thy  prisoner :  which  shall  be  conde 
Well  might'st  thou  rend  thy  garments,  ^ 

claim, 
Deep  are  the  horrors  of  eternal  flame ! 
But  God  is  go(Kl !  'tis  wondrous  all !  e'en  I; 
Thou  gav'st  to  death,  shame,  torture,  died  A 

Now  the  descending  triumph  stops  its  flij 
From  earth  full  twice  a  planetary  height ; 
There  all  the  clouds  condensed,  two  columni 
Distinct  with  orient  veins  and  golden  blaze 
One  fixed  on  earth,  and  one  in  sea,  and  rot 
Its  ample  foot  the  swelling  billows  sound : 
These  an  immeasurable  arch  support, 
The  grand  tribunal  of  thi.-j  awful  court : 
Sheets  of  bright  azure,  from  the  purest  sky 
Stream  from  the  cr}'stal  arch,  and  round  t 

lumns  flv: 
Death,  wrapt  in  chains,  low  at  the  basis  liei 
And  on  the  jwint  of  his  own  arrow  dies. 

Here  high  enthroned  ih'  eternal  Judge  is 
With  all  the  grandeur  of  his  godhead  graci 
Stars  on  his  rol>es  in  l)eautcous  order  meet. 
And  the  sun  burns  l>eneath  his  awful  feet. 

Now  an  archangel,  eminently  bright, 
From  off  his  silver  stafT  of  wondri^us  hciffl 
Unfurls  the  Christian  flag,  which  waving  1 
And  shuts  and  opens  more  than  half  the  si 
The  Cross  so  strong  a  red,  it  sheds  a  stain 
Where'er  it  floats,  on  earth,  and  air,  and  n 
Flush<*s  the  hill,  and  sets  on  fire  the  wood, 
And  turns  the  deejvdyed  ocean  into  blood. 

O  formidable  glory  !  dreadful  bright ! 
Refulgent  torture  to  the  guilty  sight. 
Ah  turn,  unwary  nmsc  !  nor  dare  reveal 
What  horrid  thoughts  with  the  polluted  dv 
Say  not,  (to  make  the  sun  shrink  in  his  bei 
Dare  not  aflfirm  they  wish  it  all  a  dream ; 
Wish  or  their  souls  may  wish  their  limbs  d 
Or  God  be  spoiled  of  his  eternal  sway : 
But  rather,  if  thou  know'st  the  means,  unfi 
How  they  with  transport  might  the  scene  U 

Ah  how !  but  by  repentance,  by  a  mind 
Cluick,  and  severe,  its  own  oflfence  to  find? 
By  tears,  and  groans,  and  never-ceasing  ca 
And  all  the  pious  violence  of  prayer  ? 
Thus  then,  with  fervency,  till  now  unknovi 
I  cast  my  heart  before  th'  eternal  throne, 
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ffu  thk  great  temple,  which  the  skies  surround 
Por  homage  to  its  Loni  a  narrow  bound. 

'  O  Thou !  whose  balance  doth  the  mountains 
weigh, 
IVhose  will  the  wild  tumultuous  seas  obey, 
"Whose  breath  can  turn  t  hose  wat'ry  worlds  to  flame, 
That  flame  to  tempest,  and  that  tempest  tame ; 
Earth's  meanest  son,  all  treinblin;^,  prostrate  falls, 
^nd  on  the  boundless  of  thy  goodness  calls. 

'  Oh  !  give  the  winds  all  past  offence  to  sweep, 
To  scatter  ^nde,  or  bury  in  the  deep : 
Thy  power,  my  weakness,  may  I  ever  see, 
And  wholly  de<licatc  my  soul  to  thee : 
Reign  oVr  my  will;  my  passions  ebb  and  flow 
At  thy  command,  nor  human  motive  know ! 
If  an^cr  boil,  let  anger  be  ray  praise. 
And  fldn  the  graceful  indignation  raise : 
Mv  love  be  warm  to  succour  the  distressed. 
Ami  lift  the  bunlen  from  the  soul  oppressed. 

•  Oh  may  ut^  understanding  ever  read 
This  glorious  volume  which  t!iy  wisflom  made ! 
IVho  decks  the  maiden  Spring  with  flowery  pride  1 
"Who  call*  forth  Summer,  like  a  sparklinj;  bride? 
Who  joys  the  mother  Autumn's  bed  to  crown  ? 
And  bids  old  Winter  lay  her  honours  down  1 
JCot  the  great  Ottoman,  or  greater  Czar, 

li'ot  Europe^s  arbitress  of  peace  and  war. 

May  sea,  and  land,  and  earth,  and  heaven,  be 

joined, 
To  bring  the  eternal  Author  to  my  mind ! 
When  oceans  roar,  or  awful  thunders  roll. 
May  thoughts  of  thy  dread  vengeance  shake  my 

soul; 
When  carth*s  in  bloom,  or  planets  proudly  shine. 
Adore,  ray  heart,  the  maji>sty  Divine ! 

*  Thiough  every  scx'ne  of  life,  or  peace  or  war, 
Plenty  or  want,  thy  glory  be  my  care  I 

Shine  we  in  arms?  or  sing  beneath  our  vine? 
Thine  is  the  vintage,  and  the  conquest  tliine : 
Thj  pleasure  points  the  shall,  and  bends  the  bow, 
The  cluster  blasts,  or  bids  it  brightly  glow : 
Tis  thou  that  lead'st  our  powerful  armies  forth. 
And  giv'st  great  Anne  thy  sceptre  o'er  the  North. 

'  Grant  I  may  ever,  at  the  morning  ray, 
Open  with  prayer  tlie  consecrati^d  day ; 
Tune  thy  great  praise,  and  bid  my  soul  arise, 
And  with  the  mounting  sun  ascend  the  skies ; 
As  that  advances,  let  my  zeal  improve. 
And  glow  with  ardour  of  consumtnate  love; 
Nor  cease  at  eve,  but  witli  the  setting  sun 
My  endless  worsliip  shall  be  still  begun. 
And,  oh!  permit  the  gloom  of  solemn  Night 
To  sarrt-il  thought  may  forcibly  invite. 
Whrn  this  world's  bhut,  and  awful  planets  rise; 
Call  on  our  minds,  and  raise  them  to  the  skies ; 
Compose  our  souls  with  a  less  dazzling  sight, 
Ai  tl  show  all  nature  in  a  milder  ligiit ; 
How  every  boisterous  thought  in  c<duis  subsides! 
How  the  smoothed  spirit  into  goodness  glides! 


Oh  how  divine !  to  dread  the  milky  wa}' 
To  the  bright  palace  of  the  Lord  of  day . 
His  court  admire,  or  for  his  favour  sue, 
Or  leagues  of  frieinlsliip  with  his  saints  renew; 
Pleased  to  look  do'vn,  and  see  the  world  asleep, 
While  I  long  vigils  to  its  founder  keep ! 

'Can'st  thou  not  shake  the  centre  7  Oh,contiui, 
Subtlue  by  force,  the  rebel  in  my  soul. 
Thou  who  can'st  still  the  raging  of  the  flood, 
Restrain  the  various  tumults  of  my  blood : 
Teach  me,  with  equal  flrmness,  to  sustain 
Alluring  pleasure,  and  assaulting  pain. 
Oh  may  1  pant  for  thee  in  each  desire! 
And  with  strong  faith  foment  the  holy  fire! 
Stretch  out  my  soul  in  hope,  and  grasp  the  piiio 
Which  in  Eternity's  deep  bosom  lies ! 
At  the  great  day  of  recompense  behold, 
Devoid  of  fear,  the  fatal  book  unfold ! 
Then  wafted  upward  to  the  blissful  seat, 
From  a^e  to  at;p  my  grateful  song  repeat; 
My  light,  my  life,  my  God,  my  Saviour,  sec. 
And  rival  angels  in  the  praise  of  thee !' 
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Anleot ;  et  raundi  moles  operoea  labcHPeL 
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The  lK)ok  unfolding,  the  resplendent  seat 
Of  saints  and  angelti,  the  tremendous  fate 
Of  guilty  souls,  the  gloomy  realms  of  wo, 
And  all  the  horrors  of  the  world  below, 
I  next  presume  to  sing.    What  yet  remains 
Demands  my  last,  but  most  exalted  strains; 
And  let  the  muse  or  now  afli-ct  the  sky, 
Or  in  injjlorious  shades  forever  lie. 
She  kindles;  she's  inflamed,  so  near  the  goal;    * 
She  mounts;  she  gains  upon  the  starry  pole ; 
The  world  grows  less  as  she  pursues  her  flight, 
And  the  sun  darkens  to  her  distant  sight, 
Heaven  opening,  all  its  sacred  pomp  displays, 
And  overwhehns  her  with  the  rushing  blaze ! 
The  triumph  rings !  archangels  shout  around  I 
And  echoing  Nature  lengthens  out  the  sound! 

Then  thousand  trumpets  now.it  once  advance; 
Now  dee))e8t  silence  lulls  the  vast  expanse: 
So  deep  the  silena*,  and  so  strong  the  blast, 
As  Nature  died,  when  she  had  groaned  her  last. 
Nor  man  nor  angel  moves ;  the  Judge  on  high 
Looks  round,  and  with  his  glory  fills  the  sky  j 
Then  on  the  fatal  book  his  hand  he  lays, 
Which  high  to  view  supporting  seraplis  rai^c. 
In  solemn  form  the  rituals  are  prepared. 
The  seal  is  broken,  and  a  groan  is  heard. 
And  thou,  my  soul !  (oh,  fidl  to  sudden  prayei. 
And  let  the  thought  sink  deep!)  shaU  fhoa  be 
there  1 
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Seo  on  the  left  (for  by  the  great  command 
The  throng  divided  falls  on  either  hand) 
How  weak,  how  pale,  how  haggard,  how  obscene, 
What  more  than  death  in  every  face  and  mien? 
With  what  distress,  and  glarings  of  afTright, 
They  shock  the  heart,  and  turn  away  the  sight? 
(u  gloimy  orbs  their  trembling  eyeballs  roll, 
And  tell  the  horrid  secrets  of  the  soul : 
Each  gesture  mourns,  each  look  is  black  with  care, 
And  every  groan  is  laden  with  despair. 
Reader!  if  guilty,  spare  the  muse,  and  find 
A  truer  image  pictured  in  thy  mind. 

Should'st  thou  behold  thy  brotlier,  father,  wife, 
And  all  the  soft  companions  of  thy  life, 
Whose  blended  interests  leveled  at  one  aim, 
Whose  mixed  desires  sent  up  one  common  6ame, 
Di\ided  far,  thy  wretched  self  alone 
Cast  on  the  left  of  all  whom  thou  hast  known, 
TIow  would  it  wound  1   what  millions  would'st 

thou  give 
For  one  more  trial,  one  day  more  to  live  1 
Flung  back  in  time  an  hour,  a  moment  s  space, 
To  grasp  with  eagerness  the  means  of  grace. 
Contend  for  mercy  with  a  pious  rage. 
And  in  that  moment  to  redeem  an  age 7 
Drive  back  the  tide,  suspend  a  storm  in  air, 
Arrest  the  sun,  but  still  of  this  despair. 

Mark,  on  the  right,  how  amiable  a  grace ! 
Their  Maker's  image  fresh  in  every  face ! 
What  purple  bloom  my  ravbhed  soul  admires. 
And  their  eyes  sparkling  with  immortal  Ares ! 
Triumphant  Beauty!  charms  that  rise  alx)vo 
This  world,  and  in  blessed  angels  kindle  love ! 
To  the  great  Judge  with  holy  pride  tliey  turn. 
And  dare  behold  the  Almighty's  anger  bum. 
Its  flash  sustain,  against  its  terror  rise. 
And  on  the  dread  tribunal  fix  their  eyes, 
Are  these  the  forms  that  mouldered  in  the  dust? 
Oh,  the  transcendent  glory  of  the  just! 
Yet  still  some  thin  remains  of  fear  and  doubt 
The  infected  brightness  of  their  joy  pollute. 
Thus  the  chaste  bridegroom,  when  the  priest  draws 

nigh. 
Beholds  his  blessing  with  a  trembling  eye. 
Feels  doubtful  passions  throb  in  every  vein. 
And  in  his  cheeks  are  mingled  joy  and  pain, 
I^est  ctdl  some  interveniTig  chance  should  rise, 
l^eap  forth  at  once,  and  snatch  the  golden  prize, 
)  nflamo  his  wo,  by  bringing  it  so  late. 
And  stab  him  in  the  crisis  of  his  fate. 

Sinco  Adam's  family,  from  first  to  last, 
Now  into  one  distinct  survey  is  cast, 
1  K)ok  round,  vain-glorious  Muse !  and  you  whoe'er 
.l»evote  yourselves  to  Fame,  and  think  her  fair, 
].xK)k  round,  and  seek  the  lights  of  human  race. 
Whose  shining  acts  Time's  brightest  annals  grace; 
VVho  founded    sects,  crowns  conquered  or   re- 

fligi>ed, 
vivve  names  to  nations,  or  famed  empires  joined; 


Who  raised  the  vale,  and  laid  the  mountain 
And  taught  obedient  rivers  where  to  flow; 
Who  with  vast  fleets,  as  with  a  mighty  cha: 
Could  bind  the  madness  of  the  roaring  main 
All  lost  1  all  undistinguished  1  iM)wherc  foai 
How  will  this  truth  in  Bourbon's  palace  soi 

That  hour,  on  which  the  Almighty  Kl 
liigh. 
From  all  eternity  has  fixed  his  eye, 
Whether  his  right  hand  faToured  or  annoyi 
Continued,  altered,  threatened,  or  destroyed 
Southern  or  eastern  scei>tre  downward  hurl 
Gave  north  or  west  dominion  o'er  the  worlc 
The  {toint  of  time,  for  which  the  world  wai 
For  wliich  the  blood  of  God  himself  was  sp 
That  dreadful  moment  is  arrived. 

A  loll,  tlie  seats  of  bliss  their  pomp  displa; 
Brighter  than  brightness  this  dlstinguishGd 
Less  glorious  when  of  old  the  eternal  Son 
From  realms  of  night  returned  witH  trophio 
Through  Heaven's  high  gates  when  he  triun 

rode. 
And  shouting  angels  hailed  the  Victor-Grod 
Horrors  beneath,  darkness  in  darknesi,  hel 
Of  hrll,  v.hcre  torments  behind  toroientBdv 
A  furnace  formidable,  deep  and  wide, 
OVrboiling  with  a  mad  sulphureous  tide, 
Expands  its  jaws,  most  drearlful  to  survcj, 
And  roars  outrageous  for  the  destined  pirey: 
The  sons  of  light  scarce  unappalled  look  dc 
And  nearer  press  Heaven's  everlasting  thn 

Such  is  the  scene,  and  one   short   mo 
space 
Concludes  the  hopes,  and  fears  of  human  ra 
Proceed  who  dares! — I  tremble  as  I  write; 
The  whole  creation  swims  before  my  sight 
I  see,  I  see  the  Judge's  frowning  brow 
Say  not  'tis  distant;  I  bcliold  it  now; 
I  faint,  my  tardy  blood  forgets  to  flow, 
My  roul  recoils  at  the  stupendous  wo ; 
That  wo,  those  pangs,  which   from   the 

breast 
In  these,  or  words  like  these,  shall  be  exprev 

*  Wlio  burst  the  barriers  of  my  peaceful  | 
Ah !  cruel  Death,  that  would  no  longer  mtc 
But  grudged  me  even  that  narrow  dork  abo 
And  cast  me  out  into  the  wrath  of  God ;' 
Where  shrieks,  the  roaring  flame,  the  r 

chain. 
And  all  the  dreadful  eloquence  of  pain, 
Our  only  song ;  black  fire's  malignant  light 
The  sole  refreshment  of  the  blasted  sight. 

'  Must  all  those  powers  Heaven  gave  me  t 
ply 
My  soul  with  pleasure,  and  bring  in  ray  joj 
Rise  up  in  arms  agiunst  me,  join  the  foe. 
Sense,  reason,  memory,  increase  my  wo? 
And  bhall  my  voice,  ordiiined  on  hymns  to  d 
Corrupt  to  groans,  and  blow  the  Gnm  of  hel 
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!  miut  I  look  Tvilh  tenor  on  my  gain, 
d  with  ezntence  only  meacuro  pain  1 
iiat !  no  reprieve,  no  least  indulgence  given, 
beKn  of  hope,  from  any  point  of  Heaven  I 
,  Mercy !  Mercy!  art  thou  dead  abovel 
ofie  extingmshed  in  the  aource  of  love? 
Bold  that  I  am,  did  heaven  stoop  down  to  hell  1 
e  ezpixing  Lofd  of  tife  my  ransom  seal  1 
«B  I  not  been  induatrious  to  pfovokel 
m  his  embraces  obstinately  broke  1 
rmcd  and  panted  ibr  his  mortal  hate, 
meJ  my  destruction,  laboured  out  my  fate  1 
d  dare  I  on  extinguished  love  exclaim  1 
ke,  take  fuU  vengeance;  rouse  the  slackening 


t  is  my  lot — ^bnt,  oh,  must  it  transcend 
e  reach  of  time,  despair  a  distant  end  1 
Ime  dreadful  growth  shoot  forward,  and  arise 
here  Thought  can*t  follow,  and  bold  Fancy  dies. 
Sever  I  where  falls  the  soul  at  that  dread  sound? 

sin  abyss  how  dark,  and  how  profound ! 

,  down,  (I  still  am  falling — horrid  pain !) 
n  thovMUid  thousand  fathoms  still  remain ; 
r  plunge  but  still  begun — and  this  for  sui  1 
oU  I  of&nd  if  I  had  never  been, 
t  still  increased  the  senseless  happy  mass, 
med  in  the  stream,  or  shivered  in  the  grass. 
Father  of  mendes  I  why  from  silent  earth 
lit  thoQ  awake,  and  curse  me  into  birtli  1 
ar  me  from  quiet,  ravish  me  from  nirrht, 
d  make  a  thankless  present  of  thy  light  7 
ih  into  being  a  reverse  of  thee, 
d  animate  a  dod  with  misery ! 
The  beasts  are  happy;  they  come  forth,  and 


uft  watch  on  earth,  and  then  lie  down  to  sleep: 
in  is  for  man ;  and,  oh,  how  vast  a  pain 
raimes  which  made  tlie  Groilhead  bleed  in  vain? 
innlled  his  groans,  as  far  as  in  them  lay, 
d  iiun*f  hu  agonies  and  death  away  ] 
oar  dire  punishment  for  ever  strong, 
r  constitution,  too,  for  ever  young, 
laed  with  returns  of  \igour,  irtill  the  same, 
nmful  to  bear,  and  satisfy  the  flamo ; 
!l  to  be  caught,  and  still  to  he  pursued ; 
perish  still,  and  still  to  be  renewed. 
And  this  my  help,  my  Grod,  at  thy  decree? 
lore  is  changed,  and  hell  should  succour  me. 
d  can<«t  thou  then,  look  down  from  iK^rfect  bliss, 
J  see  me  plunging  in  the  dark  abyss? 
ling  thee  Fatiier  in  a  sea  of  fire  7 
(touring  blasphemies  at  thy  desire  ? 
iti  mortuls'  anguish  wilt  thou  raise  thy  name, 
J  by  my  pangs  Omnipotence  proclaim  ? 
Thou  who  canst  tods  the  planets  to  and  fro, 
ttract  not  thy  great  vengeance  to  my  wo ; 
Ah  worlds;  in  hotter  flames  fallen  angels  lay; 
mis  alu;iglity  wrath  is  cast  away 


Call  hack  thy  thunders,  Lord :  hold  in  thy  rage, 
Nor  with  a  speck  of  wretchedness  engage; 
Forget  me  quite,  nor  stoop  a  worm  to  blame, 
But  lose  me  in  the  greatness  of  thy  name. 
Thou  art  all  love,  all  mercy,  all  divine, 
And  shall  I  make  those  glories  cease  to  shine  1 
Shall  sinful  man  grow  great  by  his  offence, 
And  from  its  course  turn  back  Omnipotence? 

'  Forbid  it ;  and,  oh  grant,  great  God,  at  least 
This  one,  this  slender,  almost  no  request ; 
When  I  have  wept  a  thousand  lives  away. 
When  Torment  is  grown  weary  of  its  prey, 
When  I  have  raved  ten  thousand  years  in  fire. 
Ten  thousand  thousands,  let  mo  then  expire.' 

Deep  anguish !  but  too  late :  the  hopeless  soul. 
Round  to  the  liottom  of  the  burning  pool. 
Though  lotli,  and  ever  loud  blaspheming,  owns 
He's  justly  doomed  to  pour  eternal  groans; 
Inclosed  with  horrors,  and  transfixed  with  pain, 
Rolling  in  vengeance,  straggling  with  his  chain ; 
To  talk  to  fiery  tempests,  to  implore 
The  rajjincr  flame  to  jjive  its  burnin'TS  oVr; 
To  t<»sR,  to  writhe,  to  pant  lieneath  his  load. 
And  lioar  the  weight  of  an  ofTendnl  God. 

The  favoured  of  th«r  Judge  in  triumph  move 
To  take  possession  of  their  thrones  above, 
Sntnii's  ac*cnr!i«ed  desertion  to  «upply, 
And  fill  the  vacant  stations  of  the  sky; 
Again  to  kindle  long  extinguished  rays, 
And  with  new  lights  dilate  the  heavenly  blaze 
To  crop  the  roses  of  immortal  youth, 
And  drink  the  fountain-head  of  sacred  tnith 
To  swim  in  sens  of  Miss,  to  strike  the  strincf. 
And  lift  the  voice  to  their  Almighty  King; 
To  lose  eternity  in  grateful  lays 
And  fill  Heaven's  wide  circumference  with  praise. 

Rut  I  attempt  the  wondrous  height  in  vain. 
And  leave  unflnished  the  too  loftv  strain  : 
What  Iwldly  I  lH»ijin,  let  others  end ; 
My  strength,  exhaiiftled,  fainting  I  descend. 
And  chouse  a  \cfis  bijt  no  ignoMo  theme, 
Dissolving  elements,  and  worlds  in  flame. 

The  fatal  ju'riod,  the  great  hour,  is  come, 
And  Nature  Bhririks  at  her  approaching  d«x)m; 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  give  the  si'4n.  and  all 
Heaven's  tern>rs  in  array  surround  the  ball ; 
Sharp  lightnings  with  the  meteor's  hlazo  conspire^ 
And,  darted  downward,  set  tlic  world  on  fire : 
RIack  rising  clouds  the  thirkeneil  ether  choke, 
And  Rpiry  llanies  dart  through  the  rolling  smoke, 
With  keen  vihrntionscutthe  sullen  niL'ht, 
And  strike  the  darkened  skv  with  dn^adlul  li^ht; 
From  Heaven's  f«»ur  regions,  with  immortal  forco. 
Angels  drive  on  the  wind's  iin|»etuou3  course, 
To  enrage  the  flame;  it  »pn\id8,  it  soars  on  high, 
Swells  in  the  storm,  and  billows  tiirou<<h  the  «kf ; 
Here  winding  pyrainiilsof  fire  ascend, 
Cities  and  deserts  in  one  ruin  blend  • 


A 


safteJ,  ovpnvhdm 
TliCBpaeiouii  fiKwrii  fuilulant  Tcolmj 
TUcit,  iniJpiniijii'd,  iovn  ruali  cb^rnal  hill», 
tbt  Dciglibouiing  tbies  tlie  toil  Jeilruclion  lilll. 
Huite  tliDU  tliaL  dcnuirul  clBcb,  llial  Miund 
wliicli  bniko 
Uka  peak  of  thunder,  anJ  Uiv  centra  iliouk  7 
WLit  wonili-w  must  that  gfoia  of  Nnlun  tpll  7 
Olympua  there,  nnJ  mightier  Atlu,  fell, 
Which  xccRinl,  uitove  the  leoch  at  F>tD,  lo  iliuid 
A  li»ti-rin)[  maiioiueni  or  GoJ'b  risht-huiil, 
I'ow  ilusl  and  ainukc,  wLuae    Iniw,  w   lalelj, 

U'er  liitlWrnl  eounllica  its  iliini^iv  Btinile, 
Show  me  tlial  Nlrbmln]  spot,  whirrs  all 
Thr  vuiom  rulers  of  thu  armtii  Wl 
H»»c  bumWy  »o«glil  wealth,  Uonour,  anJ  rcdreae, 
That  tind  which  Bciveti  wciohI   liilJgcDt   to 

bicn, 
Oncec&ltcd  Brltinnit;  can  hcrglatincnill 
Anil  Cnn't  BUtroumlliit!  ku  licr  rculiiu  defend  1 
A  iu  I  In  llufim  behind  nuriounding  aeua ! 
Like  uil,  thnir  wntan  but  ougnunl  tlie  I'laic 

SoineaiigM  mj,  whore  mn  prou J  Asia's  bound  1 
Or  when  vrilli  ihu'ls  wu  (nit  Eurojia  crowni'dl 
TVTiel*  Blretchi'd  wsatc  LyUal  where  did  India'i 


Sparklo  in  duunond«,  %ni  her  golden  orel 
Ench  lost  in  «ch,  tlxiii  inin[;1ing  kingdoms  glo> 
And  ail  dliwalved,  one  Gei;  deluge  flow : 
1'hu«  tHutli'a  contuiding  tnonKcdiiM  ue  jniicd. 
And  a  foil  period  of  ambilion  find. 

And  now  whate'er  or  awtnu,  at  walk*,  or  Ilii 
I  nhabi(«nti  of  ara,  or  earth,  or  akic* ; 
All  on  whom  Adara^  wiadom  fiied  a  name, 
An  plunge,  and  prriah  in  tlie  conquering  fionie. 

This  glntic  alone  would  but  defraud  ttie  Gn, 
Slarrc  lla  devouring  rage ;  the  flakes  DBjiiro, 
And  ealch  the  clouds,  and  make  the  heaTCIUi  Ihcir 


I,  all  U  lost; 
Wheto  OOKC  i.:  |. 

So  Liuhbira  on  I :  ' 

TheUcviUlnliuih.. 
The  great  Crsaiof,.. 
A  mighty,  nughiy  roi 
Uaa  more  to  boost,  ni 
Elalmlin  au|ii'iii>ri . 
Casta  down  lo  ii- 
Have  ye  not  *■  ■ 
An  eartli  dixeri!  . 
What  alRingf  hi.:, 
For  whom  tin-* 
For  hiiu  Oniniji  ■ 
Porhim  throii';' 
Pours  on  hini  ^i'' 

cavnn^Ioai,  aii<J  .■: 

Tliiiik  dI^«ply  tlien,  U  Man  1  b»w^ 
Pay  thyself  Iiouinge  wltll  ■ 
What  angels  guard  nu  longer  dan  ■ 
SligbtinK  tbyaclf,  affront  iwlOa>J'bi| 
Enter  Ibeaacrod  tcmpio  of  lit;  In 
And  gau  and  wander  iherv,  t 
Dale  on  tliow  hidden  treuarc 
Wander throui;'.!  ■■"  ''■■•  '■l■■'■'■■ 
Of  iwrfeclWiv. ' 
Forclelbi  a  Bi"i>:. 
Hero  Bjirings  i.'  ■ 

There  Imdalht  , 

Worth  wliicb  luui  ii|a.ii  iu  u 
And  briybtct  sui),  tiL'youi)  Un 
Thuu,  udnor,  canti  not  guiwatiqr  ^ 
What  Blurva,  on  foreign  0(    '     '*   ' 
LuDo  nut  lliy  duioi,  kt  nrtno's  j 
Tliuiglnd  a)I  Heaven,  ■ 


prey; 
Tl»  nun, U 


a,  the  tian,  aD  melt  awayj 


Who,  to  light  till 
Von  radiant  orb,  proudte^atilcf  It 
That  Kr*ii:e  done,  its  bmtin*  (lull  4 
And  God  aliiuo  forth  in 


srtir  jForcc  of  ScUsion; 

VANQUISHED  LOVE. 

A  POEM. 
W  TWO  DOOKa 


BOOK  I. 

—ltd  ealum  inliiniii  lumtni  Ic^lcui, 
tomlni,  lumuniioambaniTlnculiiialmu— rf'r. 

I'aoji  luRy  thnmn,  from  llioughtg  that  soared  Oi 
And  '>prii>i1  wuiulmui  Mcniu  above  the  sky, 


A  parlioJ  world  will  Hatea  to  B^j  li 
While  Anna  leignc,  and  mim 
Unrivalled  in  the  gknioui  li«U 


! 
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Hev,  jv  fur  Jaughton  of  iba  )ii|'py  lum 
Whotp  nulinin  I  cy » 1  lie  vinquisli'il  wurl  J  roiiiinnnd, 
Tutuo  u  bcBUty :  bul  wlwii  charms  uf  iiiitiJ 
With  rlrganee  of  oulvtsrJ  form  btf  joinrJ  ; 
When  youth  moke*  sucli  bright  objn'la  atill  nion 

bright, 
Ami  Ibnunc  arU  them  in  the  ■ttongnt  light, 
Ti*  nil  of  hRavcii  thnt  wc  below  nuy  ilaw, 
And  *11  but  Hilimllon  la  your  due. 

FuiiRi  femulii  "iitue  diJ  ibia  iaic  adorn 
Ere  Onnond,  or  hpt  gloriou*  queen,  waa  born ; 
Wlicn  Kiw  iMnrii's  wnrrful  arms  iirvvailal, 
And  hiugbty  Dii>Uey%  bobi  ambiiion  Tuled, 
Tbe  buutcuUg  Jiughtcl  of  great  Suffolk'*  Coce, 
1p  bjanming  yuulli,  ailameJ  with  every  gtaer, 
Who  gtinnl  »  cruwTi  by  trc»»on  not  her  owii, 
And  innDctoitly  filled  uiulhar'a  Ihronn, 
Boriat  bom  <)ic  aummit  of  iin]ieTijd  atnlr, 
WUii^ImI  mind  loatainiK]  tbr  stroke  of  fale. 

IM  ho«r  will  Oiulford,  her  flir  deorer  [jiui, 

lii  ounly  rcMoo  fortify  hii  Iwartl 
At  OMo  obe  1»ng>.  nnd  ia  ifruid  to  know ; 
Kair  atrifl  ahv  nHivea,  and  now  advances  dm*, 
To  Bnd  hrr  bml,  iind  finding,  ptsaea  by, 

ent  with  f«r,  nor  dam  aha  meet  hi*  eye, 

«  HoA.  unaikwl,  in  tptvchbw  grief  disulne 

ir  moumfLjl  'nrrvl  of  hii  inviiil  won. 

lua,  aili'T  >ii<:Iiiir-w.  doubtful  of  her  ta(x, 
Thr  mrJaiielji.lj-  virgin  sliima  the  ijliiw. 

Utrnrli.-itlilMubledlhoilglil.butlookBerenr, 
'       -    -      '■  !inl  by  llr(  hMvenly  mien, 

'  I  linvc,  twnutifui,  and  young, 

><  vemd  lejiliyr  blows, 
•  ibelilooniinj  row. 

!<<[il;  aoron-n,  indeed,  IB  1(111; 
-  .1  crown  ne  atill  piiiy  bout', 
I  mind  thotcnndihlDin 


abMiM 


i 


hint  nhn,  Inaking  in  lIli'aiiiiletofFalin, 
flhHM'  funti  iTi  all  the  aiilemlour  of  the  great; 
tlri'l  ilir  Jifri*renc<  liere  below  ^ 
.'.'(i;  Istilltmao, 

lie,  thee  rather  t  obey, 


rclreil. 


■:  bpf  rug"  forgel ; 

I'l  empire  nilJ  in  hrv, 
'  I-  oprneJ  in  your  look, 

I  !  I.  .■>■  1 llv  your  great  incaning  spoke. 

b  For  liibt  abiiw  I'm  (ileaaed  i  wore  tiie  crown, 
I  T«  find  «ritt>nh*l  content  we  lay  hduwn. 


Ileroi'S  niuy  win.  bul  'lia  a  bcivenTy  nee 
Ciin  quit  a  liirone  wilh  a  becoming  grace." 

Thua  ajake  the  furesl  of  her  sex,  and  cheered 
Her  drooping  lont,  nliiwe  boding  bosom  found 
A  darker  eluuJ  uf  ills  would  liursi,  snd  ihed 
Severer  longnuice  on  herguiltlitaa  bead. 
Too  jual,  ibiB,  the  [nron  which  ha  felt  1 
Fur,  lo  I  a  guard  I — forgive  Iiim  if  ha  melt — 
Row  alinrp  her  fanip,  when  Miveml  from  hie  side, 
The  iiuMi  (incercly  tuved,  aJld  loiing  blido 
In  iipaec  coniined,  the  miw>  fbrbetn  to  Icll ; 
~       WW  her  anguish,  but  tlie  Iwre  it  well : 

•oin  Wos  eqiui,  but  bis  virtue  hiss ; 
Ho  lliouif  ht  ill  grii'f  Ihctc  could  In  no  eieraa. 
Pcnsife  hr  sat,  oVrcusl  wilb  |[Iwiniy  care, 
And  often  Rindly  cUaiied  Insftbwnl  biri 
Now,  sileui,  wtndered  through  bis  rDOnuafalate, 
Anil  aickennl  at  Ibi'il  pomti,  anil  ttlnl  hinfUe, 
Wtiirh  thuB  adorned,  in  alt  her  shining  atar«, 
A  splendid  wretch,  mii2nifiu.'Mlly  poor. 
And  on  the  bridal  lied  bu  ej-ea  were  out. 
And  anguish  fed  on  hiu  Enjoynients  put; 
Encli  reeuUeetcd  pleasure  uimic  bini  amnrt, 
And  every  traiuport  Malibed  luni  la  lb*  heart, 

Ths)  hippy  muan  Wriucll  (Uiumonod  to  drilglit, 
ThnlniOiUiwhidislionnimblxIcar  nu^al  liigbl, 
Which  anw  iiim  Ibid  birr  yrt  untutvd  chama 
(Denied  to  princr-s)  in  bii  longing  ara», 

aceslhe  lrni«i''nl  blmaing  (Iretjwsy, 
Empire  oflove!  the  viiion  of  ■  dny , 

ma  in  Ibc  Rrilliih  dinw,  a  nlmmeMlotm 
oil  (be  auilling  be*  of  heaven  defbrro; 
iiinda  witli  vinlnnce  atone*  dnstlul, 
P  (towen  nnMuits,  and  make  Ui«  foraat  baml ' 
A  Biidden  winter,  whib*  lli«  aun  is  niw^ 
iiiirn  the  (eoson,  and  iiivfils  ihn  year. 
I  whither  ii  the  e»pti«e  botnu  away, 
lieauiinu*  aijitive !  from  the  fheerftJ  diyt 

The  x'l'iie  H  rhanged  indcfd :  belblB  her  orta 

dinj;  brks  and  nnkiMfin  hcinora  llac; 
Fir  iwmp  nnd  splanilour,  far  ber  guaril  and  crown, 
A  glonniy  dungeon,  and  a  kire|Wr^  frowQ ;  ' 
Block  ihoughFi  >«idi  nmm  invadnlbs  biver'abraoat; 
Each  nigiit  A  rufflan  locks  lliv  i|U>«ii  In  mt. 

Ab,  moumfidehnnge.lf judged  by  vulvar  iidiultt 
But  Buflblk'*  doughter  iti  *dr»nt«ge  Gods 
Rcli^iiR'a  Ibroe  divbe  is  best  displtyMl 
Indrepdenertloiiof  all  human  aiil: 
leenur  in  extreme*  is  her  delight, 
:lin-rthe  heart  wlien  lerrDretrikesllMmgnl 
We,  diaU'tisvlng  our  own  arnses,  gaio, 
Ami  wsndorwiial  a  noital's  besd  can  ram 

iiimpb  ii'er  iniaforlunoa,  smile  in  grie( 
Awl  cunifon  llime  who  come  to  bring  relief: 
We  gare.  ami,  as  We  gnie,  wealth,  fame,  decay, 
And  nil  tliK  Wiirlit's  vain  glories  fade  away 
Agailist  livrt'sn^  nlir  raised  a  dauullesi  nniiu. 
lAnd  with  an  ardent  heart,  but  looii  mlgned, 
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Deep  ill  the  dreadful  gloom,  with  pious  heat, 
Amid  the  nlcnce  of  her  dark  retreat, 
Addressed  her  God — "Abnighty  Power  Divine! 
-Tis  Uiine  to  raise,  and  to  depress  is  thine ; 
With  honour  to  light  up  the  name  unknown, 
Or  to  put  out  the  lustre  of  a  throne. 
In  my  short  span  hoth  fortunes  I  have  proved, 
And  though  with  ill  frail  nature  will  be  moved, 
111  bear  it  well :  (O  strengthen  me  to  bear!) 
And  if  my  {ncty  may  claim  thy  care, 
If  I  remembered,  in  youth's  giddy  heat, 
And  tumult  of  a  court,  a  future  state, 
O  favour,  when  thy  mercy  I  unplorc, 
For  one  who  never  guilty  sceptre  bore ! 
*Twas  I  received  the  crown  j  my  lord  is  free ; 
If  it  must  fall,  let  vengeance  fall  on  mo ; 
jLet  him  survive,  his  country's  name  to  nusc. 
And  in  a  guilty  land  to  speak  thy  praise! 

0  may  th'  indulgence  of  a  father's  love. 
Poured  forth  on  me,  be  doubled  from  above ! 
If  these  arc  safe,  I'll  think  my  prayers  succeed, 
And  bless  thy  tender  mercies  whilst  I  bleed." 

'Twas  now  the  mournful  eve  before  that  day 
In  which  the  queen  to  her  full  wrath  gave  way  ; 
Through  rigid  justice  rushed  into  offence, 
And  drank,  in  zeal,  the  blood  of  innocence. 
The  sun  went  down  in  clouds,  and  seemed  to 

mourn 
The  sud  necessity  of  his  return ; 
The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy  rain, 
Or  did,  or  was  imagined  to  complain : 
The  tapers  cast  an  inauspicious  light ; 
Stars  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night. 

Sweet  Innocence  in  chains  can  take  her  rest ; 
Soft  slu»il)cr  gently  creeping  tlirough  hor  breast, 
S!ie  sinks;  and  in  her  sleep  is  re-enthronrd, 
Mocked  by  a  gaudy  dream,  and  vainly  crowned. 
She  views  her  fleetsJ  and  arjuics,  seas  and  land, 
And  stretches  wide  her  shadow  of  command: 
With  royal  purple  is  her  vision  hurii;; 
By  phantom  hosts  arc  shoutM  of  conquest  rung; 
Low  at  her  feet  the  suppliant  rival  lies; 
Our  prisoner  mourns  iicr  fate,  and  bids  her  rise. 

IS'ow  level  Ix'anis  upon  the  watt-rs  played, 
Glanced  on  the  hills,  and  westward  cast  the  sliade; 
The  busy  trades  in  city  had  l>egan 
To  sound,  and  speak  the  painful  life  of  man. 
In  tyratjl's  bioasts  the  thoughts  of  ven<;rance  rouse, 
And  the  fond  bridegroom  turns  him  to  his  8|h)usc. 
A'/,  his  first  hirth  of  light,  whih?  morning  breaks, 
Our  8i'«ms<'hs3  bride, our  widowi'd  wifo,  awakes; 
Awakes  and  smiU's;  norni;rht's  iiuiH)slure  blames: 
Ilcr  real  pomps  were  little  luarv  tli.in  dreams; 
A  short-lived  hl.«z»\  alij^htuing  qniekly  o'er. 
That  died  in  hirth,  t'lat  sliom^  and  was  no  more; 
She  I  urns  her  siiln  and  soon  resume-*  u  state 

01  mind  well  suited  to  her  alii  red  fiite, 
Berei.**,  though  serions,  when  «lread  tidiiiijs  come 
f  Ah  w'etched  Guilford! )  of  her  instant  doom. 


Sun !  hide  thy  beams ;  in  clouds  as  black  aa  ni 
Thy  face  involve ;  be  guiltless  of  the  sight ; 
Or  haste  more  swiftly  to  the  western  main, 
Nor  let  her  blood  the  conscious  daylight  stain. 

Oh !  how  severe  i  to  fall  so  new  a  bride, 
Yet  blushing  from  the  priest,  in  youthful  pridi 
When  Time  had  just  matured  each  perfect  gr 
And  opened  all  the  wonders  of  her  face ! 
To  leave  her  Guilford  dead  to  all  relief. 
Fond  of  his  wo,  and  obstinate  in  grief. 
Unhappy  fair!  whatever  Fancy  drew, 
(Vain  promised  blessings)  vanish  from  her  yk 
No  train  of  cheerful  days,  endearing  nights, 
No  sweet  domestic  joys,  and  chaste  delights; 
Pleasures  that  blossom  e'en  from  doubts  and  ft 
And  bliss  and  rapture  rising  out  of  cares: 
No  little  Guilford,  with  paternal  grace, 
Lulled  on  her  knee,  or  smiling  in  her  face ; 
Who,  when  her  dearest  father  shall  return, 
From  i)ouring  tears  on  her  untimely  urn. 
Might  eomfort  to  liis  silver  hairs  impart, 
And  fill  her  place  in  his  indulgent  heart ; 
As  where  fruits  fall,  quick-rising  blossoms  am 
And  the  blessed  Indian  of  his  cares  Iteguilc. 

In  vain  these  various  reasons  jointly  proa 
To  blacken  death,  and  heighten  her  distress; 
She,  through  the'  encircling  terrors  darts  her  i 
To  the  blt^ssed  remons  of  eternal  liiiht. 
And  fills  her  soul  with  peace :  to  weeping  frie 
Her  father  and  her  lord  she  recommends, 
Unmoved  herself:  her  fot^s  her  air  suney, 
And  rage  to  sec  their  malice  thrown  away. 
She  soars ;  now  nought  on  earth  detains  her  ca 
But  Guilford,  who  still  struggles  for  kis  share 
Still  will  his  form  imjwrtunately  rise. 
Clog  and  retard  her  trans[>ort  to  tlie  skies. 
As  trembling  flames  now  take  a  feelde  flight, 
Now  enteh  the  bnmd  with  a  returning  light, 
Thus  her  soul  onward,  from  the  seats  above 
Falls  fondly  hack,  and  kindles  into  love. 
At  length  she  conquers  in  the  doubtful  field; 
That   heaven   she  seeks  will  be   her  Guilfc 

shield. 
Now  death  is  welcome:  his  approach  is  slow; 
'Tis  tedious  longer  to  expect  the  blow. 

Oh,   mortals!    short  of  sight,  who   tliink 
]>ast, 
0'er])lown  misfortune  still  shall  prove  the  last 
Alas!  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 
And  oft  in  lift;  from  one  perjn^tual  chain : 
Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 
Till  life  and  sorrow  meet  one  commt>n  end. 

She  thinks  that  site  has  nought  but  death  to  J 
And  death  Is  conquered.     Worse  than  deal 

near: 
Tier  rigid  trials  are  not  yet  complete; 
The  ?iews  arrives  of  her  jireat  father's  fate. 
She  si'es  his  hoary  head,  all  white  viith  ag*», 
A  victim  to  the  offended  monare^  'k'  rage, 
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How  great  the  mercy,  had  she  breathed  her  last 
Ere  the  dire  sentence  on  her  father  past ! 

A  fonder  parent  Nature  never  knew, 
And,  as  his  age  increased,  his  fondness  grew. 
A  parent's  love  ne'er  better  was  bestowed ; 
The  pious  daughter  in  her  heart  o'erflowcd. 
And  can  she  from  all  weakness  still  refrain  1 
And  still  the  firmness  of  her  soul  maintain  1 
Impossible !  a  sigh  wUl  force  its  way, 
Qoe  patient  tear  her  mortal  birth  betray ; 
She  oghs  and  weeps!   but  so  she  weeps  and 

Bghs, 
As  silent  dews  descend,  and  vapours  rise. 

Celestial  Patience  1  how  dost  thou  defeat 
The  foe's  proud  menace,  and  elude  his  hate  1 
While  Passion  takes  his  part,  betrays  our  peace. 
To  death  and  torture  swells  each  slight  disgrace : 
By  not  opposing,  thou  dost  ills  destroy. 
And  wear  thy  conquered  sorrows  into  joy. 

Now  she  revolves  within  her  anxious  mind, 
What  wo  still  lingers  in  reserve  behind. 
Griefs  rise  on  griefs,  and  she  can  see  no  bound, 
While  nature  lasts,  and  can  receive  a  wound. 
The  iword  is  drawn;  the  Ctucen  to  rage  inclined, 
By  mercy  nor  by  piety  conHncd. 
What  mercy  can  the  zealot's  heart  assuage, 
Whose  piety  itself  converts  to  rage  1 
She  thought,  and  sighed :  and  now  the  blood  be- 
gan 
To  leave  W  beauteous  cheek  all  cold  and  wan : 
I7cw  sorrow  dunnied  the  lustre  of  her  eye. 
And  on  her  cheek  the  fading  roses  die. 
Alas!    should  Guilford  too — When  now   she's 

brought 
To  that  dire  view,  that  precipice  of  thought. 
While  there  she  trembling  stands,  nor  dares  look 

down 
Nor  can  recede,  'till  Heaven's  decrees  are  known. 
Cure  of  all  illtf,  till  now  her  lord  ap{>oars — 
But  not  to  cheer  her  heart,  and  dry  her  tears ! 
N^ot  now,  as  usual,  like  the  rising  day, 
7o  cliosc  the  shadows  and  the  dairips  away ; 
But,  like  a  gloomy  sturin,  at  once  to  sweep 
And  plunge  her  to  the  l)ottoiu  of  the  deep. 
Black  were  his  robes,  dejected  was  his  air, 
{lis  Toice  was  frozen  by  his  cold  despair ; 
Slow  like  a  ghost,  he  moved  witli  solemn  pace ; 
A  dying  paleness  sat  upon  his  face. 
Back  she  recoiled,  she  smote  hrr  lovely  breast, 
fler  eyes  the  anguish  of  her  heart  confcst; 
Struck  to  the  soul,  she  stajrgered  with  the  wound. 
And  sunk,  a  bn'athless  image,  to  tlie  ground. 
Thus  the  fair  lily,  when  the  sky's  o  ercast. 
At  llrbt  but  shudders  in  the  feeble  i)Iast; 
But  when  the  winds  and  weighty  rains  descend. 
The  fiur  and  upright  stem  is  forced  to  bend, 
Till  broke,  at  length,  its  snowy  leaves  are  shed. 
And  strew,  with  dying  sweets,  thtrir  native  bed. 

2B 


BOOK  II. 


HIc  pletatto  honosl  sic  nns  in  soeptm  rcpoiibl —  Virg, 

Her  Guilford  clasps  her,  beautiful  in  death, 
And  with  a  kiss  recalls  her  fleeting  breath. 
To  tapers  thus,  which  by  a  blast  expire, 
A  lighted  taper,  touched,  restores  the  fire : 
She  reared  her  swimming  eye,  and  saw  tlie  light| 
And  Guilford  too,  or  she  had  loathed  the  sight 
Her  futlier's  death  she  bore,  despised  her  own, 
But  now  she  must,  she  will  have  leave  to  groan. 
"Ahl  Guilford!"  she  began,  and  would  harii 

spoke. 
But  sobs  rushed  in,  and  every  accent  broke: 
Reason  itself,  as  gusts  of  passion  blew, 
Was  ruffled  m  the  tempest,  and  withdrew. 

So  the  youth  lost  his  image  in  the  well, 
When  tears  upon  the  yielding  surface  fell ; 
The  scattered  features  slid  into  decay. 
And  spreading  circles  drove  his  face  away. 

To  touch  the  soil  affections,  and  control 
The  manly  tem|)er  of  the  bravest  soul, 
What  with  afflicted  beauty  can  compare. 
And  droi)sof  love  distilling  from  the  fairl 
It  melts  us  down :  our  pains  delight  bestow, 
And  we  with  fondness  languish  o'er  our  wo. 

This  Guilford  proved:  and  with  excess  of  pain, 
And  pleasure  too,  did  to  his  bosom  strain 
The  weeping  fair :  sunk  deep  in  soil  desire, 
Indulged  his  love,  and  nursed  the  raging  fire: 
Then  tore  himself  a  way,  and,  standing  wide, 
As  fearing  a  relapse  of  fondness,  cried, 
With  ill  dissembled  grief,  "  My  Ufe!  forbear; 
You  wound  your  Guilford  with  each  cruel  tear: 
Did  you  not  chide  my  grief  7  repress  your  own, 
Psor  want  compassion  for  yourself  alone. 
Have  yuu  beheld  how,  from  the  distant  main, 
The  thronging  waves  roll  on,  a  numerous  train, 
And  foam,  and  bellow,  till  they  reach  the  shore, 
There  burst  their  noisy  pride,  and  arc  no  morel 
Thus  the  succesaive  flows  of  human  race, 
Chased  by  the  coming,  the  preceding  chase; 
They  sound  and  swell,  their  haughty  heads  they 

rear, 
Then  fall  and  flatten,  break,  and  disappear. 
Lif<}  is  a  forfeit  we  must  shortly  pay, 
And  Where's  tlie  mighty  lucre  of  a  dayl 
Why  should  you  mourn  my  fate?  'tis  most  unkind; 
Your  own  you  bore  with  an  unshaken  mind: 
And  whiclj,  can  you  imagine,  was  the  dart 
That  drank  most  blo«xl,  suns  uee|)est  in  my  hearti 
I  can  not  live  without  you;  and  my  doom 
I  meet  with  joy,  to  aliare  one  connnon  tomb 
And  are  again  your  tears  profusely  spilt  1 
Oh!  then,  my  kindness  blackens  to  my  guilt. 
It  fi)ils  itself  if  it  recall  your  paint — 
Life  of  my  lilb!  1  beg  you  to  refrains 
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The  loud  which  Fate  imposes  you  increase, 
And  help  Maria  to  destroy  my  jieace." 

But,  oh!  against  himself  his  lal^our  turned; 
The  more  lie  comforted,  the  more  she  mourned. 
Compassion  swells  our  grief;  wonls  soft  and  kind 
But  sooth  our  weakness,  and  dissolve  the  mind. 
Ilcr  sorrow  flowed  in  streams ;  nor  her*s  alone; 
While  that  he  blamed,  he  yielded  to  his  own. 
Where  arc  the  smiles  she  wore,  when  she  so  late, 
Hailed  him  great  partner  of  the  regal  state ; 
When  orient  gems  around  lier  temples  blazed, 
And  bending  nations  on  the  glury  gazed  1 

'Tis  now  the  Glueen's  command  they  both  re- 
treat, 
To  weep  with  dignity,  and  mourn  in  state: 
She  forms  the  decent  misery  with  joy. 
And  loads  with  pomp  the  wretch  she  would  de- 
stroy. 
A  spacious  hall  is  hung  with  black,  all  light 
Shut  out,  and  noon-day  darkened  into  night: 
From  the  dim  roof  a  lamp  de|iend3on  high, 
jLikc  a  dim  crescent  in  a  clouded  sky ; 
It  ehcdn  a  quivering  melancholy  gloom, 
Which  only  shows  the  darkness  of  the  room: 
A  shining  axe  is  on  the  table  laid, 
A  dreadful  sight!  and  glitters  through  the  shade. 

In  tills  sod  scene  the  lovers  are  confined, 
A  scene  of  terrors  to  a  guilty  mind  1 
A  scene  that  would   have  dumped  with  rising 

cores. 
And  quite  extinguished  every  love  but  theirs. 
What  can  they  dol  they  fix  their  mournful  eyes — 
Then  Guilford  thus  abruptly;  "  I  despise 
An  empire  lost;  I  fling  away  the  crown; 
Numbers  have  laid  that  bright  delusion  down; 
But  wherc'tt  the  Charles,  or  Dioclettian  wliere, 
Could  quit  the  blooming,  wedded,  weeping  fair  1 
Oh!  to  dwell  ever  on  thy  lip!  to  stand 
In  full  possession  of  thy  snowy  hand! 
And,  through  the  unclouded  crystal  of  thine  eye. 
The  heavenly  treasures  of  lliy  mind  to  spy! 
Till  rapture  reason  happily  destroys, 
And  my  soul  wanders  through  immortal  joys! 
Give  mc  the  world,  and  usk  me  wherc's  my  bliss  1 
I  clasp  thee  to  my  breast,  and  answer,  This. 
And  shall  the  grave" — Ho  groans,  and  can  no 

more, 
Bui  all  her  charms  in  silence  traces  o'er ; 
Her  lip,  her  cheek,  and  eye,  to  wonder  wrought, 
And,  wondering,  sees,  in  sad  presaging  thought, 
From  that  fair  neck,  that  world  of  beauty,  fall, 
And  roll  along  the  dust,  a  ghastly  ball! 

Oh  1  let  those  tremble  who  are  greatly  blessed ! 
For  who  but  Guilford  could  he  thus  distressed  1 
Come  hither  all  you  happy !  all  you  great ! 
From  /lowery  meadows,  and  from  rooms  of  state; 
Nor  tl  ink  I  coll  your  pleasures  to  destroy, 
But  b '  refine,  and  to  exalt,  your  joy. 


Weep  not ;  but  smiling,  fix  your  ardent  ca 
On  nobler  titles  than  the  brave  or  fair. 

Was  ever  such  a  mournful,  monng  fdgh 
See,  if  you  can,  by  that  dull,  trembling,  lig 
Now  they  embrace ;  and,  mixed  with  bittei 
Like  Isis  and  her  Thames,  one  stream  the 
Now  they  start  wide;  fixed  in  benumbing 
They  stiflien  into  statues  of  despair: 
Now,  tenderly  severe,  and  fiercely  kind, 
They  rush  at  once ;  they  fling  their  cares  1 
And  clasp,  as  if  to  death ;  new  vows  rcjiea 
And  quite  wrapix'd  up  in  love,  forget  their 
A  short  delusion !  for  the  raging  pain 
Returns,  and  their  poor  hearts  must  bleed  ; 

Meantime  the  quern  new  cruelty  decreei 
But  ill  content  tliut  tlioy  should  only  bleed, 
A  priest  is  sent,  who,  with  insidious  art. 
Instils  his  poison  into  Sufl!blk*s  heart; 
And  Guilford  drank  it,  hanging  on  the  brr 
lie  from  his  cliildhood  was  with  Rome  pos 
When  now  the  ministers  of  Death  draw  n 
And  in  her  dearest  lord  she  first  must  die, 
The  subtle  jirii^st,  who  long  had  watched  U 
The  most  unguarded  passes  of  her  mind, 
Bespoke  her  tluw:  "Grieve  not;  'tisiuyoux 
Your  lord  to  rescue  from  tliis  fatnl  hour." 
Herlmsom  pants;  slie  draws  her  breath  wit 
A  sudden  horror  thrills  throngh  every  vein 
Life  Feerns  snspendi'd,  on»his  words  intent, 
And  her  soul  trcmbk-s  for  the  great  event. 

The  priest  proceeds:  "Embrace   tile   fj 
R(»me, 
And  ward  your  own,   your  lord's,  and  : 

doom." 
Ye  blessed  Spirits!  now  your  charge  susta 
The  past  was  ease  ;  now  first  she  pufllt*rs  p 
Must  she  proii(>urjc<'  her  father's  death  1  w 
Bid  Guilford  i)letd7 — It  must  not,  can  not, 
It  C4»n  not  be!  but  'tis  the  Christian  pniise. 
Above  iiniH)ssibililii>s  to  r:«isc 
The  weakness  of  our  nature,  and  deride 
Of  vain  philosopliy  the  boasted  pride. 
What  though  our  feeble  sinews  scarce  imp; 
A  moment's  swil\ness  to  tl>e  feathered  dart 
Thouiih  tainted  air  our  vigorous  vouth  can 
And  a  chill  blast  the  hardy  warrior  shakel 
Yet  arc  we  strong  :  hear  the  loud  temjicst 
From  cast  to  west,  and  call  us  weak  no  mc 
The  lightning's  unresisted  force  proelairns 
Our  mifiht :  and  tluinders  r:iis<.^  our  humble  i 
'Tis  our  Jehovah  fills  the  heavens;  as  lonjj 
As  he  shall  reign  Almighty,  we  arc  strong 
We,  by  devotion,  borrow  from  his  throne; 
And  almost  make  Omnipotence  our  own: 
We  force  the  gates  of  heaven,  by  fervent  pi 
And  cull  forth  triuinpli  out  of  man's  despai 
Our  lovely  mourner,  kneeling,  lifts  her  eyc; 
And  bleeding  heart,  in  silence,  to  the  skies, 


niE  FORCE  OP  RELIGION. 


106 


Derouil/  sad — Then,  brightening,  Uko  the  day, 
When  sudden  winds  sweep  scattered  clouds  away, 
Bhining  in  majesty,  till  now  unknown ; 
And  breathing  life  and  spirit  scarce  her  own; 

She,  rising,  speaks :  "  If  these  the  terms T* 

Here  Guilford,  cruel  Guilford,  (barbarous  man ! 
Is  this  thy  love  ?)  as  swift  as  lightning  ran ; 
0*erwhcImed  her  with  tempestuous  sorrow  fraught, 
And  stifled,  in  its  birth,  the  mighty  thought  \ 
Then  bursting  fresh  into  a  flood  of  tears; 
Fierce,  resolute,  delirious  with  his  fears ; 
His  fears  for  her  alone:  he  beat  his  breast. 
And  thus  the  fervour  of  his  soul  exprest: 
"  Oh !  let  thy  thought  o'er  our  past  converse  rove. 
And  show  one  moment  uninflamcd  with  love ! 
Oh!  if  thy  kindness  can  no  longer  last, 
In  pity  to  thyself,  forgot  the  past ! 
Eke  wilt  thou  never,  void  of  shame  and  fear. 
Pronounce  his  doom  whom  thou  hast  held  so  dear. 
Thou  who  hast  took  me  to  thy  arms,  and  swore 
Empires  were  vile,  and  Fate  could  give  no  more ; 
That  to  continue  was  its  utmost  power. 
And  make  the  future  like  the  present  hour ; 
Now  call  a  rufEan,  bids  his  cruel  sword 
Lay  wide  the  bosom  of  tliy  worthless  lord  1 
Transfix  his  heart  (since  you  its  love  disclaim) 
And  stain  his  honour  with  a  traitor's  name. 
This  might  perhaps  be  borne  witliout  remorse. 
But  sure  a  father's  pangs  will  have  their  force! 
Shall  his  good  age,  so  near  its  journoy's  end. 
Through  cruel  torment  to  the  grave  descend  1 
His  shallow  blood  all  issue  at  a  wound, 
Wash  a  slave's  feet,  and  smoke  upon  the  ground 7 
But  he  to  you  has  ever  been  severe; 
Then  take  your  vengeance." — Suffolk  now  drew 

near. 
Bending  beneath  the  burden  of  his  care, 
His  robes  neglected,  and  his  head  was  bare : 
Decrepit  Winter,  in  the  yearly  ring. 
Thus  slowly  creeps  to  meet  tlic  blooming  spring : 
Downward  he  cast  a  melancholy  look, 
Tliricc  turned  to  hide  his  grief,  then  faintly  spoke. 
**  Now  deep  in  years,  and  forwanl  in  decay. 
That  axe  can  only  rob  me  of  a  day: 
For  thee,  my  soul's  desire !  I  can't  refrain ; 
And  shall  my  tears,  my  last  tears,  flow  in  vain? 
When  you  shall  know  a  mother's  tender  name, 
My  heart's  distress  no  longer  will  you  blame." 
At  this,  afar  his  bursting  groans  were  heard ; 
The  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  silver  beard :        ! 
He  snatched  her  hand,  which  to  his  lips  ho  pressed,  | 
And  bid  her  plant  a  dagger  in  his  breast; 
Then  sinking,  called  her  piety  unjust. 
And  Foiled  his  hoary  temples  in  th^  dust. 

Hard-hearted  men !  will  you  no  mercy  know? 
Has  the  queen  bribed  you  to  distress  her  foe?        i 


0  weak  deserters  to  Misfortune's  part, 
By  false  aflection  thus  to  pierce  her  heart  I 
When  she  had  soared,  to  let  your  arrows  fly, 
And  fetch  her  bleeding  from  the  middle  sky. 
And  can  her  virtue,  springing  from  the  ground, 
Her  flight  recover,  and  disdain  the  wound. 
When  cleaving  love,  and  human  interest,  bind 
The  broken  force  of  her  aspiring  mind! 

As  round  the  generous  eagle,  which  in  vain 
Exerts  her  strength,  the  serpent  wreathes  his  train, 
Her  struggling  wings  entangles,  curling  plies 
His  poisonous  tail  and  stings  her  as  she  flies. 

While  yet  the  blow's  first  dreadful  weight  she 
feels. 
And  with  its  force  her  resolution  reels, 
Large  doors,  unfolding  with  a  mournful  sound, 
To  view  discover,  weltering  on  the  ground, 
Three  headless  trunks  of  those  whose  arms  main- 
tained. 
And  in  her  wars  immortal  glory  gained : 
The  lifted  axe  assured  her  ready  doom, 
And  silent  mourners  saddened  all  the  room. 
Shall  I  proceed,  or  here  break  ofTmy  tale. 
Nor  truths  to  stagger  human  faith  reveal? 

She  met  this  utmost  malice  of  her  fate 
With  Christian  dignity  and  pious  state ; 
The  beating  storm's  propitious  rage  she  blessed, 
And  all  the  martyr  triumphed  in  her  breast 
Her  lonl,'  and  father,  for  a  moment's  space, 
She  strictly  folded  in  her  sofl  embrace  ! 
Then  thus  she  spoke,  while  angels  heard  on  high. 
And  sudden  gladness  smiled  along  the  sky. 

"  Your  over- fondness  has  not  moved  my  hate; 

1  am  well  pleased  you  make  my  death  so  great: 
I  joy  I  can  not  save  you ;  and  have  given 
Two  lives  much  dearer  than  my  own  to  heaven. 
If  so  the  queen  decrees .♦ — But  I  have  cause 
To  hope  my  blood  will  satisfy  the  laws ; 

And  there  is  mercy  still  for  you  in  store : 
With  me  the  bittemeso  of  death  is  o'er ; 
He  shot  his  sting  in  that  farewell  embrace^ 
And  all  that  is  to  come  is  joy  and  peace. 
Then  let  mistaken  sorrow  be  supprest. 
Nor  seem  to  envy  my  approaching  rest." 
Then,  turning  to  the  ministers  of  fate, 
She,  smiling,  said,  "  My  victory's  complete; 
And  tell  your  queen  I  thank  her  for  the  blow, 
And  grieve  my  gratitude  I  can  not  show. 
A  poor  return  I  leave  in  England's  crown 
For  everlasting  pleasure  and  renown : 
Her  guilt  alone  allays  this  nappy  hour , 
Her  guilt,  the  only  vengeance  in  her  power.* 
Not  Rome,  untouched  with  sorrow,  heard  iMf 
fate. 
And  fierce  Maria  pityed  her  too  late. 

*  Ilcre  die  embraces  them. 
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THE  UNIVERSAL  PASSION 

IN  SEVEN  CnARACTERISTICAL  SATIREa 


Fulgente  orahlt  constrictoe  gloria  curni 

Non  minus  ignoua  gonerosis.--//br. 


PREFACE. 

These  Satires  have  been  favourably  received  at 
home  and  abroad.  I  am  not  conscious  of  the  least 
malevolence  to  any  particular  person  through  all 
the  characters,  though  some  jnirsons  may  bo  so 
■elfish  as  to  engross  a  general  application  to  them- 
selves. A  writer  in  iK>Iite  letters  should  l>c  con- 
tent with  reputation,  the  private  amusement  he 
linds  in  his  comiKwitions,  the  good  influence  they 
have  on  his  severer  studies,  that  admission  tliey 
give  him  to  his  sujxirioTs,  and  tlic  possible  good 
effect  they  may  have  on  the  public;  or  else  he 
should  join  to  his  poIitene:?s  some  more  lucrative 
qualification. 

But  it  is  possible  that  satire  may  not  do  much 
good.  Men  may  rise  in  their  affections  to  their 
follies,  as  they  do  to  their  friends,  when  they  ore 
abused  by  others.  It  is  much  to  lie  feared  that 
misconduct  ^-ill  never  be  chased  out  of  the  world 
by  satire:  all,  therefore,  that  is  to  be  said  for  it  is, 
that  misconduct  will  certainly  be  never  cliased  out 
of  the  world  by  satire,  if  no  satires  arc  written. 
Nor  is  that  term  inapplicable  to  graver  composi- 
tions; ethics,  heathen  and  Christian,  and  the  Scrip- 
tures thenist^lves,  are,  in  a  great  mrivsure,  a  satire 
on  the  wcakne.«'s  and  iniciuity  of  men ;  and  some 
part  of  that  satire  is  in  vrrso  too;  nay,  in  the  first 
ages,  pliiloRophy  and  poetry  were  the  same  thing; 
wisdom  wore  no  other  dress:  so  that,  I  hope,  these 
Satires  will  be  the  more  easily  pardoned  that  mis- 
fortune by  the  severe.  Nay,  historians  themselves 
may  be  considered  as  satirists,  and  satirists  most 
severe ;  since  such  arc  most  human  actions,  that 
to  relate  is  to  expose  them. 

No  man  can  convt-rse  much  in  the  world,  but, 
at  what  he  meets  with,  he  nnist  either  Ikj  insensi- 
ble, or  grievej  or  be  angry,  or  smile.  Some  passion 
(if  we  are  not  impassive)  must  be  moved  ;  for  the 
generrd  conduct  of  mankin<l  is  liy  no  means  a  thing 
indifferent  to  a  masonable  and  \  irtuous  man.  Now, 
to  «milc  nt  it,  and  turn  it  into  ridicule,  1  think  most 
eligible,  as  it  hurts  ourselves  least,  and  gives  \'ice 
and  folly  the  greatest  offence:  and  that  for  this 
reason,  Ijccaiisc  what  men  aim  at  by  them  is,  ge- 
nerally, ])ubhc  opinion  and  esteem ;  which  truth  is 
ihe  subject  o'*  .he  following  Satires ;  and  joins  them 
together,  as  several  branches  from  the  same  root : 


an  unity  of  design  which  has  not,  I  think,  in  a  seC 
of  satires,  been  attempted  before. 

Laughing  at  the  misconduct  of  the  world  will, 
in  a  great  measure,  ease  us  of  any  more  disagreea- 
ble passion  about  it.  One  passion  is  more  effectu- 
ally driven  out  by  another  than  by  reason^  what- 
ever some  may  teach ;  for  to  reason  we  owe  our 
passions.  Had  we  not  reason,  we  should  not  be 
offended*  at  what  we  find  amiss :  and  the  cause 
seems  not  to  l>e  the  natural  cure  of  any  efiect. 

Moreover,  laughing  satire  bids  the  fairest  fof 
success.  The  world  is  too  proud  to  be  fond  of  a 
serious  tutor ;  and  when  an  author  is  in  a  passion, 
the  laugh,  generally,  as  in  conversation,  turns 
a<rainst  him.  This  kind  of  satire  only  has  any 
deUcacy  in  it.  Of  thU  delicacy  Horace  is  the  best 
master :  he  appears  in  good  humour  while  he  cen- 
sures; and,  therefore,  his  censure  has  the  mora 
weight,  as  supposed  to  proceed  from  judgment,  not 
from  passion.  Juvenal  is  ever  in  a  passion:  he 
hits  but  little  valuable  but  Ids  eloquence  and  moral- 
ity ;  the  last  of  which  I  have  had  in  my  eye,  but 
rather  for  emulation  than  imitation,  through  mj 
whole  work. 

But  though  I  comparatively  condemn  Juvenal, 
in  i)art  of  the  Sixth  Satire,  (where  the  occason 
most  reijuired  it)  1  endeavoured  to  touch  on  his 
mamior,  but  was  forced  to  quit  it  soon,  as  disagreea- 
ble to  the  writer  and  reader  too.  Boileau  has  join- 
ed both  the  Roman  satirists  with  great  success,  but 
has  too  much  of  Juvenal  in  his  very  serious  *  Sa- 
tire on  Woman,'  which  should  have  been  the  gay- 
est of  all.  An  excellent  critic  of  our  own  com- 
mends Boileau's  closeness,  or,  as  he  calls  it,  pre**' 
nc88^  particularly ;  whereas,  it  appears  to  me,  that 
repetition  is  his  fault,  if  any  fault  should  be  im- 
puted to  him. 

There  are  some  prose  satirists  of  the  greatest 
delicacy  and  wit,  the  last  of  which  can  never,  or 
should  never  succeed,  without  the  former.  An 
author  without  it  betrays  too  great  a  contempt  for 
mankind,  and  opinion  of  himself;  which  are  bad 
advocates  for  reputation  and  success.  What  a  dif. 
ference  is  there  between  the  merit,  if  not  the  wit, 
of  Cervantes  and  Rabelais  7  the  last  has  a  parti- 
cular art  of  throwing  a  great  deal  of  genius  and 
learning  into  frolic  and  jest,  but  the  genius  and 
the  scholar  is  all  you  can  admire :  you  want  tb# 
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When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  roar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  ahow  their  shame  the  more. 
Those  governments,  which  curb  not  evils,  cause; 
And  a  rich  knave's  a  libel  on  our  laws. 

Bclus  with  solid  glory  will  be  crowned  j 
He  bays  no  phantom,  no  vain  emjity  sound ; 
But  builds  himself  a  name;  and,  to  be  great, 
Sinks  in  a  quarry  an  immense  estate  I 
In  cost  and  grandeur  Chandos  he'll  outdo; 
And,  Burlington,  thy  taste  is  not  so  true. 
The  pile  is  finished,  every  toil  is  passed, 
And  full  perfection  is  arrived  at  last ; 
When,  lo!  my  lord  to  some  small  comer  runs, 
And  leaves  state-rooms  to  strangers  and  to  duns. 

The  man  who  builds,  and  wants  wherewith  to 

pay. 

Provides  a  home  from  which  to  run  away. 
In  Britain,  what  is  many  a  lordly  seat. 
But  a  discharge  in  full  for  an  estate  7 

In  smaller  compass  lies  Pygmalion's  fame; 
Not  domes,  but  antique  stutues,  arc  his  flame: 
Net  Fountaine's  self  more  Parian  charms  has 

known, 
K(v  15  good  Pembroke*  more  in  love  with  stone. 
The  bailiff's  come  (rude  men,  profanely  bold!) 
And  bid  him  turn  his  Venus  into  gold. 

*  No,  sirs,'  he  cries ;  '  111  sooner  rot  in  gaol : 
Shall  Grecian  arts  be  trucked  for  Endish  bail?' 
Such  heads  might  make  their  very  bustos  laugh: 
His  daughter  starves ;  but  Cleopatra's  safc.t 

Men  overloaded  with  a  large  estate. 
May  spill  their  treasure  in  a  nice  conceit: 
The  rich  may  be  polite ;  but  oh !  'tis  sad 
To  say  you're  curious,  when  we  swear  you're  mad. 
By  your  revenue  measure  your  expense. 
And  to  your  funds  and  acres  join  your  sense. 
No  man  is  blessed  by  accident  or  guess; 
True  wisdom  is  tlie  price  of  happiness: 
Yet  few  without  long  discipline  are  sage, 
And  our  youth  only  lays  up  sighs  for  age. 
But  how,  my  Muse!  canst  thou  resist  so  long 
The  bright  temptation  of  the  courtly  throng, 
Thy  roost  inviting  theme  7  the  court  affords 
Much  food  for  satire; — it  abounds  in  lords. 
'  What  lords  are  those  saluting  with  a  grin  7* 
One  is  just  out,  and  one  as  lately  in. 

*  How  comes  it,  then,  to  pass,  we  see  preside 
On  both  their  brows  an  equal  share  of  pride  7' 
Pride,  that  impartial  passion,  reigns  through  all, 
Attcinds  our  glory,  nor  deserts  our  fall. 

A«  in  its  homo  it  triumphs  in  high  place, 
And  frowns,  a  haughty  exile,  in  disgrace. 
Booie  lords  it  bids  admire  their  wands  so  white. 
Which  bloom,  like  Aaron's  to  their  ravished  sight: 


'  Sir  Andrew  Foumalne  and  the  Earl  of  Fembioka  wen 

■dmtrsfsofanikiue  stotua. 
t  Afianoassutoo. 


Some  lords  it  bids  ri'siffn,  and  turn  their  wamL<f, 
Like  Moses',  into  sor[)cnt8  in  thi'ir  hands. 
These  sink,  as  divers,  for  renown,  and  boast. 
With  pride  inverted,  of  their  honours  lost: 
But  against  reason  sure  'tis  equal  sin, 
To  boast  of  merely  Iwing  out  or  in. 

What  numl)ers  here,  through  odd  amliitioni 
strive 
To  seem  the  most  transported  things  alive? 
As  if  by  joy  desert  was  understood, 
And  all  the  fortunate  were  wise  and  good: 
Hence  aching  Ixjsoms  wear  a  visaije  jiav. 
And  stifled  groans  fro<inont  the  ball  and  play: 
Completely  dressed  by  Monteuil*  and  grimace, 
They  take  thrir  birth-day  suit  and  public  face. 
Their  smiles  arc  only  part  of  what  they  wear, 
Put  off  at  nifjlit  with  Ladv  Bristol's  hair: 
What  bodilv  fatiijne  is  half  so  hnd  1 
Witli  anxious  care  thry  lal>o»ir  to  Im*  glad. 

Whnt  numhrr*,  hore,  would  into  fame  advance 
Conscious  of  merit  in  the  coxconib'n  dance  7 
The  tavern,  park,  assi^mhly,  mask,  and  play, 
Those  dear  destroyers  of  the  tedious  day; 
That  wheel  of  fo|w;  that  saunti-r  of  the  tow.i : 
Call  it  diversion,  and  the  pill  itooh  <lown. 
Fools  grin  on  fiwils,  and  stoic-like,  support 
Without  one  sigh,  the  pleasures  of  a  couiV. 
Courts  can  give  nothing  to  the  wi<;e  and  good 
But  scorn  of  jwinp  and  love  of  solitude. 
High  stations  tumult,  hut  not  bliss,  create: 
None  think  the  great  unhappy  but  the  great  • 
Fools  gaze,  an<l  envy;  envy  darts  a  sting. 
Which  makes  a  swain  as  wretched  as  a  king 
I  envy  none  their  pa;;eantry  and  show ; 
I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  wo. 
Give  me,  indulgent  gods  I  with  mind  serenfl 
And  guiltless  heart,  to  range  the  silvan  scene. 
No  splendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 
No  well-bred  hate,  or  ser\ile  grandeur  there  i 
There  pleasing  objects  useful  thoughts  suggest, 
The  sense  is  ravished,  and  the  soul  is  blet^cd ; 
On  every  thorn  delightful  wisdom  grows, 
In  every  rill  a  sweet  instruction  flows : 
But  some,  untaught,  o'erhear  the  whispering  ri]l| 
In  spite  of  sacred  leisure  blockheads  still ; 
Nor  shoots  up  Folly  to  a  nobler  bloom 
In  her  own  native  soil,  the  dra\ving-room. 

The  squire  is  proud  to  see  his  coursers  strain, 
Or  well-hrenth'd  beagles  sweep  along  the  plain. 
Say,  dear  Hippolitus!  (whoso  drink  b  ale, 
Whoso  erudition  is  a  Christmas-tale, 
Whose  mistress  is  saluted  with  a  smack. 
And  friend  received  with  thumps  upon  the  been) 
WTien  thy  sleek  gelding  nimbly  leaps  the  mound^ 
And  Ringwood  opens  on  the  tainted  ground. 
Is  that  thy  praise 7  let  Ringwood's  fame  alone; 
Just  Ringwood  leaves  each  animal  his  owo, 

*  A  famous  tailor. 
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Nor  cnncfl  w!vmi  a  gipsr  joa  commit, 
Anil  uhake  ihu  c]ums>-  bench  wilh  coantry  wit ; 
Wli<^n  \ca  the  dQllefltofdu!!  tilings  have  niil, 
Aii'1  th«n  tak  jArr3on  (or  the  ject  vou  made. 
Here  hT*fii}j;  my  Miue!  and  th«n  thj  taik  n- 


uevi 


Ten  th'jounfl  ibol^  ancung  arc  still  in  %iew. 
FevTfrr  Iaj-ath<>l¥t4  ms'Ic  by  church  debates, 
Frwer  great  ?*^gars  famf-d  for  large  ectatea, 
LAdif-K,  whcisc  love  is  constant  as  the  iK-ind, 
Cits,  who  prrfi.r  a  guinea  to  mankind ; 
Fewer  grave  Ii*rds  Ut  Scroopc*  discreetly  bend, 
And  fewer  fthockR  a  statesman ^ivrs  hi3  friend. 

1 1  there  a  ninn  of  an  eternal  vein, 
Who  lullff  the  town  in  winter  with  his  strain, 
At  Bath,  in  summer,  chants  the  reigning  laas, 
And  sweetly  whistli^s  as  the  waters  pass  7 
Im  there  a  tongue  like  Dt'lia's  o'er  her  cup, 
That  runrt  for  pgos  without  winding  up? 
Is  there  whom  Iiii*  tenth  epic  mounts  to  fame  1 
Such,  arid  siicli  cnly,  might  exlnuiit  my  theme; 
Nor  would  these  heroes  of  the  task  be  glad, 
For  wlio  can  writ'^  so  foxt  m  men  run  mad  ? 


SATraE  II. 

Mr  Muse!  proceed,  and  reach  thy  destined  end, 
Thoimh  t'jil  and  danm*r  the  l>o]d  task  attend. 
Heroes  ami  go<lff  make  other  |xxrms  fine, 
Plain  satire  calls  for  sense  in  every  line : 
Then  to  what  swaniis  thy  fauhs  I  dare  exposed 
All  frieiuls  to  vice  and  folly  are  thy  foes. 
When  such  the  ft)e,  a  war  eternal  wage, 
'I'lH  most  ill  nature  to  repress  thy  rage ; 
A  nd  if  these  strains  some  nobler  muse  excite, 
I'll  glory  in  the  verse  1  did  not  write. 

So  weak  are  human  kind  by  Nature  made, 
Or  to  such  weakness  by  their  vice  betrayed, 
AIniighty  Vanity!  to  thee  they  owe 
Their  SM'st  of  pleasure,  and  their  balm  of  wo. 
Thou,  like  the  sun,  all  colours  dost  contain, 
Varying;,  like  rays  of  light  on  drops  of  rain : 
For  every  soul  finds  reasons  to  be  proud. 
Though  hissed  and  hooted  by  tlie  pointing  crowd. 

Wiinn  in  ]>ursuit  of  foxes  and  renown, 
riippolitus  demands  the  silvan  crown  :t 
But  Florio's  fame,  the  product  of  a  shower, 
Qrows  in  his  garden,  an  illustrious  flower  I 
Why  terins  the  earth  1  why  melt  the  vernal  skiei^ 
Why  shines  the  rfunl  to  make  Paul  Diackt  rise. 
From  mom  to  night  has  Florio  gazing  stood, 
And  wondered  how  the  gods  could  be  so  good: 


'  A  grvai  money-Icmler. 

Th»ii  rcffiB  to  thfl  rim  Batlre. 
J  Th«  namo  ryf  a  tullp^  and  of  a  great  stock-Jobber,  (hxn 


What  f hapel  what  hoe  7  was  errr  nyraph  ao  1 
He  d'Anl  he  dies!  he.  tao,  is  rooted  then. 
O  soli!  Miss!  which  nothing  can  destroy, 
Exce^/t  a  cat,  bird,  mail,  or  idle  boy. 
In  Fame's  full  bloom  lies  Floiio  down  at  nigl 
And  wakes  next  day  a  most  inglorious  wight 
The  tulip's  dead !  See  thy  lair  aster's  fate, 
O  C** :  and  be  kind  ere 'tis  too  late. 

Nor  are  those  enemies  I  mentioned  all : 
Beware,  O  florirt !  tliy  ambition's  fall. 
A  friend  of  mine  indulged  this  ooble  flame, 
A  quaki'r  ecned  him.  Adam  was  his  name; 
To  one  loved  tulip  ofl  the  master  went, 
Hung  oVr  it,  and  whole  days  in  rapture  spcn 
But  came,  and  iiUAecd  it  one  ill-fated  hour: 
He  rajeill  he  ricred,  'Wliat  demon  cropl 

flowt-rr 
Serene,  qut^h  Adam,  '  Lo !  'twas  crashed  by 
Fallen  U  the  Baal  to  which  thou  bowcd'tf 
knw.* 

But  all  men  want  amusement,  and  what  c: 
In  such  a  i^aradise  to  fool  their  time  7 
None;  but  wliy  pmud  of  this!  to  fame  they  i 
We'll  grant  they're  idle  if  they'll  ask  no  moi 

We  smile  at  florists,  we  despise  their  joy, 
And  think  their  hearts  enamoured  of  a  toy, 
But  are  those  wi:«er  whom  we  most  admire, 
Sur\ey  with  envy,  and  pursue  with  fire7 
What's  he  who  siglis  for  wealth,  or  fame,  or  pa 
Another  Florio  doting  on  a  flower ; 
A  short-lived  Hower,  and  which  has  oflcn  apr 
From  sordid  arts,  as  Florio's  out  of  dung. 

With  what,  O  Codrus!  is  thy  fancy  amitl 
The  flower  of  learning,  and  Ihe  bloom  of  wiL 
Thy  gaudy  shelves  with  crimson  bindings  gk 
And  Epictctus  is  a  {lerfcct  beau. 
How  fit  for  thee,  bound  up  in  crimson  too, 
Gilt,  and,  like  them,  devoted  to  the  view  7 
Thy  books  are  furniture.     Methinks  *tis  hJird 
That  science  should  be  purchascil  by  the  yan 
And  Tonson,  turned  upholsterer,  send  home 
The  glided  leather  to  fit  up  thy  room.* 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  assigned, 
Study's  the  specious  trilling  of  the  mind, 
Or  is,  at  best,  a  secondary  aim, 
A  chase  for  sport  alone,  and  not  for  game^ 
If  so,  sure  they  who  the  mcro  volume  prize, 
But  love  the  thicket  where  the  quarry  lies. 

On  buying  books  Lorenzo  long  was  bent, 
But  found,  at  length,  that  it  reduced  his  rent; 
His  farms  were  flown :  when,  lo !  a  sale  coma 
A  choice  collection !  what  is  to  be  done  7 
He  sells  his  last,  for  he  the  whole  will  buy; 
Sells  e'en  h'ls  house ;  nay,  wants  whereon  to 
So  high  the  generous  ardour  of  the  man 
For  Romans,  Greeks,  and  Orientals  ran. 


*  Jncob  Torwon  fitted  np  many  Vbruies  of  gOt  bool 
8ou*h  Sea  coxcombs  In  172UL 


LOVE  OP  FAME. 


Ill 


Wben  terms  were  drawn,  and  brought  him  by  the 

clerk, 
Lorenzo  signed  the  bargain — with  his  mark. 
Unlearned  men  of  books  assume  the  care, 
As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

Not  in  hb  authors'  liveries  alone 
b  Codrus'  erudite  ambition  shown: 
Editions  various,  at  high  prices  bought, 
Inform  the  worid  what  Codrus  would  be  thought; 
And  to  this  cost  another  must  succeed, 
To  pay  a  sage  ^ho  says  that  he  can  read; 
Who  titles  knows,  and  indexes  has  scon, 
But  leaves  to  Orrery*  what  lies  between ; 
Of  pompous  books  who  shuns  the  proud  expense, 
And  humbly  is  contented  with  their  sense. 

Orrery !  whose  accomplishments  make  good 
The  promise  of  a  long-illustrious  blood, 
In  arts  and  manners  eminently  graced, 
The  strictest  honour!  and  the  finest  taste! 
Aocci>t  this  verse,  if  satire  can  agree 
With  80  consummate  an  humanity. 
By  your  example  would  Hilario  mend, 
How  would  it  grace  the  talents  of  my  friend, 
Who,  with  the  charms  of  his  own  genius  smit, 
CoDoeives  all  rirtuos  are  comprised  in  wit ! 
But  time  hb  fervent  petulance  may  cool, 
For^  though  he  U  a  wit,  he  b  no  fool. 
In  time  hell  learn  to  use,  not  waste,  lib  sense ; 
Nor  make  a  frailty  of  an  excellence. 
He  spares  nor  friend  nor  foe,  but  calls  to  mind. 
Like  doomsday,  all  the  faults  of  all  mankind. 

What  though  wit  tickles,  tickling  b  unsafe, 
If  still  *tb  painful  while  it  makes  us  laugh. 
Who,  for  Uie  poor  renown  of  being  smart. 
Would  leave  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart  1 

Parts  may  be  praised,  good-nature  b  adored ; 
Then  draw  your  wit  as  seldom  as  your  sword, 
And  never  on  the  weak ;  or  you'll  appear 
As  there  no  hero,  no  great  genius  here. 
Am  in  smooth  oil  the  razor  best  is  whet. 
So  wit  b  by  politeness  sharpest  set : 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  offence  is  seen ; 
Both  pain  us  least  wheii  exquisitely  keen. 
The  fame  men  gives  b  for  the  joy  they  find ; 
Dull  U  the  jester  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

Since  Marcus,  doubtless,  thinks  himself  a  wit, 
To  pay  my  compliment  what  place  so  fit  1 
His  most  facetious  Letters*  came  to  hand, 
Which  my  First  Satire  sweetly  reprimand : 
If  that  a  just  ofience  to  Marcus  gave, 
8aj,  Marcus!  which  art  thou,aibol  or  knave? 
For  all  but  such  with  caution  I  forbore ; 
That  thou  wast  either  I  ne'er  knew  licfore : 
I  know  thee  now,  both  what  thou  art  and  who ; 
N(*  IVfask  so  good  but  Marcus  must  shine  through ; 

*  Charles  Earl  of  Ormy. 

1  hmea  seat  to  the  Author,  slgoed  Mstciml 
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False  names  arc  vain,  thy  lines  their  author  tell; 
Thy  best  concealment  had  been  writing  well : 
But  thou  a  brave  neglect  of  fame  hast  shown, 
Of  others'  fame,  great  genius !  and  thy  own. 
Write  on  unheeded,  and  this  maxim  know, 
The  man  who  pardons,  dbappoints  hb  foe. 

In  malice  to  proud  wits,  some  proudly  lull 
Their  peevish  reason,  vain  of  being  dull: 
When  some  home-joke  has  stung  their  sobmn 

souls. 
In  vengeance  they  determine — to  be  fools ; 
Through  spleen,  that  little  Nature  gave  make  less, 
duitc  zealous  in  the  ways  of  heaviness ; 
To  lumps  inanimate  a  fondness  take. 
And  dbinherit  sons  that  arc  awake. 
These,  when  their  utmost  venom  they  would  spit. 
Most  barbarously  tell  you — *  He's  a  wit.* 
Poor  negroes  thus,  to  show  their  burning  spito 
To  cacoilemons,  say — they're  devilish  white. 

Lampndius,  from  the  bottom  of  hb  breast. 
Sighs  o'er  one  child,  but  triumphs  in  the  rest. 
How  just  his  grief?  one  carries  in  his  head 
A  less  proportion  of  the  father  s  lead. 
And  b  in  danger,  without  sjK^cial  grace. 
To  rise  above  a  justice  of  the  i)eace. 
The  dunghill-breed  of  men  a  diamond  scorn. 
And  feel  a  passion  for  a  grain  of  corn  ; 
Some  stupid,  plodding,  money-loving  wight, 
Who  wins  their  hearts  by  knowing  black  from 

white. 
Who  with  much  pains,  exerting  all  hb  sense. 
Can  range  aright  his  shillings,  {lounds,  and  pence. 

The  booby  fa tlier  craves  a  booby  son, 
And,  by  Heaven's  blessing,  thinks  himself  undone^ 

Wants  of  all  kinds  are  made  to  Fame  a  plea, 
One  learns  to  Ibp,  another  not  to  see : 
Miss  Duncomb,  tottering,  catches  at  your  hand ; 
Was  ever  thing  so  pretty  born  to  stand  7 
Whilst  these  what  Nature  gave  disown,  through 

pride, 
Others  affect  what  Nature  has  denied ; 
What  Nature  has  denied,  fools  will  pursue. 
As  apes  are  ever  walking  upon  two. 

Crassus,  a  grateful  sage,  our  awe  and  sport! 
Supports  grave  forms,  for  forms  the  sage  support: 
He  hems,  and  cries,  with  an  important  air, 
'  If  yonder  clouds  withdraw,  it  will  be  fair:' 
Then  quotes  the  Stagirite  to  prove  it  true. 
And   adds,   '  The  learned  delight  in  something 

new.' 
Is't  not  enough  the  blockhead  scarce  can  read, 
But  must  he  wisely  look,  and  gravely  plcdd  1 
As  far  a  formalist  from  wisdom  sits. 
In  judging  eyes,  as  libertines  from  wits. 

These  subtle  wights  (so  blind  are  mortaJ  men, 
Though  Satire  touch  them  with  her  keenest  pen) 
For  ever  will  hang  out  a  solemn  face. 
To  put  off  nonsense  with  a  better  grace « 
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As  pcdlan  with  tome  hero's  head  make  bold, 

Illustrious  mark !  where  pins  are  to  be  sold. 

What  *8  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  thought  reclined  1 

The  body's  wisdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 

A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain, 

As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain : 

And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot, 

Solemnity  's  a  cover  for  a  sot. 

I  find  the  fool  when  I  behold  the  skrcen, 

For  'tis  the  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen. 

Hence,  Doddington,  tliat  openness  of  heart, 
And  just  disdain  for  that  poor  mimic  Art ; 
Hence  (manly  praise !)  that  manner,  nobly  free. 
Which  all  admire,  and  I  commend,  in  thee. 

With  generous  scorn  how  ofl  hast  thou  surveyed 
Of  court  and  town  the  noontide  masquerade 
Where  swarms  of  knaves  the  vizor  quite  disgrace, 
And  hide  secure  behind  a  naked  face ; 
Where  Nature's  end  of  language  is  declined, 
And  men  talk  only  to  conceal  the  mind ; 
Where  generous  hearts  the  greatest  hazard  run, 
And  he  who  trusts  a  brother  is  undone  7 

These  all  their  care  expend  on  outward  show 
For  wealth  and  fame ;  for  fame  alone  the  beau. 
Of  late  at  Wliitc's  was  young  Florello  seen ; 
How  blank  his  look'?  how  discom|X>sed  his  mien? 
So  hard  it  proves  in  grief  sincere  to  feign ! 
Sunk  were  his  spirits,  for  his  coat  was  plain. 
Next  day  his  breast  n^ained  its  wonted  peace ; 
Plis  health  was  mended  with  a  silver  lace. 
A  curious  artist  long  inured  to  toils 
Of  gentler  sort,  with  combs,  and  fragrant  oils. 
Whether  by  chance  or  by  some  god  inspired. 
So  touched  his  curls,  his  mighty  soul  was  fired. 
The  well-swoln  ties  an  equal  homage  claim, 
And  either  shoulder  has  its  share  of  fame ; 
His  sumptuous  watchcasc,  though  concealed  it  lies. 
Like  a  good  conscience,  solid  joy  supplies. 
He  only  thinks  himself  (so  far  from  vain!) 
Stanhope*  in  wit,  in  breeding  Deloraine.t 
Whene'er  by  seeming  chance,  he  throws  his  cyo 
On  mirrors  that  reflect  his  Tynan  dye. 
With  how  sublime  a  transport  leaps  his  heart  1 
But  Fate  ordains  that  dearest  friends  must  part : 
In  active  measures,  brought  from  France,  he  wheels. 
And  triumphs  conscious  of  his  learned  heels. 
So  have  I  seen,  on  some  bright  summer's  day, 
A  calf  of  genius,  debonair  and  gay, 
Dfince  on  the  bank,  as  if  inspired  by  Fame, 
Fond  of  the  pretty  fellow  in  the  stream. 

Morose  is  sunk  with  shame  whene'er  surprised 
Iti  linen  clean,  or  peruke  undisguised ; 
No  sublunary  chance  his  vestments  fear, 
Valued,  like  leopards,  as  their  spots  appear. 
A  famed  surtout  he  wears,  which  once  was  blue, 
And  his  foot  swims  in  a  capacious  shoe: 
•'•lie  day  his  wife  (for  who  can  wives  reclaim?) 
I.evelled  her  barbarous  needle  at  his  fame; 
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But  open  force  was  vain ;  by  night  she  went. 
And,  while  he  slept,  surprised  the  darling  ren 
Where  yawned  tlie  frieze  is  now  become  a  d< 
'  And  glory,  at  one  entrance,  quite  shut  out.'* 

He  scorns  Florello,  and  Florello  him ; 
This  hates  the  filthy  creature,  that  the  prim : 
Thus,  in  each  other,  botn  these  fools  despise 
Their  own  dear  selves,  with  undisceniing  eye 
Their  methods  various,  but  alike  their  aim ; 
The  sloven  and  the  fopling  are  the  same. 

Ye  Whigs  and  Tories !  thus  it  fares  with  j 
When  party-rage  too  warmly  you  pursue; 
Then  lx)th  club  nonsense,  and  impetuous  piid 
And  folly  join  whom  sentiments  divide. 
You  vent  your  spleen,  as  monkeys,  when  they  j 
Scratch  at  the  mimic  monkey  in  the  glass. 
While  both  are  one ;  and  henceforth  be  it  knc 
Fools  of  both  sides  shall  stand  for  fools  alone. 

'But  who  art  thou?'  methinks  Florello  crie 
'  Of  all  thy  species  art  thou  only  wise  V 
Since  smallest  things  can  give  our  sins  a  twilc 
As  crossing  straws  retard  a  pasdng  witch, 
Florello !  thou  my  monitor  shall  be, 
I'll  conjure  thus  some  profit  out  of  thee. 
O  thou  myself!  abroad  our  counsels  roam, 
And,  like  ill  husbands,  take  no  care  at  home  . 
Thou,  too,  art  wounded  with  the  common  dai 
And  Love  of  Fame  lies  throbbing  at  thy  hear 
And  what  wise  means  to  gain  it  hast  thoa  eh 
Know,  Fame  and  Fortune  both  are  nuule  of  pi 
Is  thy  ambition  sweating  for  a  rhyme, 
Thou  unambitious  fool !  at  this  late  time  7 
While  I  a  moment  name,  a  moment's  past; 
I'm  nearer  death  in  this  verse  than  the  last: 
What  then  is  to  l)e  done?  be  wise  with 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed ! 

And  what  so  foolish  as  the  chase  of  fame  1 
How  vain  the  prize !  how  impotent  our  aim ! 
For  what  arc  men  who  grasp  at  praise  eublin 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  stream  of  time. 
That  rise  and  fall,  that  swell  and  are  no  mem 
Born  and  forgot,  ten  thousand  in  an  hourt 
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SATIRE  III. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HOK.  MR.  DODINGTON. 

Long,  Dodington !  in  debt,  I  k>ng  have  eoogh 
To  ease  the  burden  of  my  grateful  thought ; 
And  now  a  poet%  gratitude  you  see, 
Grant  him  two  favours,  and  he'll  ask  far  three 
For  whose  the  present  glory  or  the  gain? 
You  give  protection,  I  a  worthless  strain. 
You  love  and  feel  the  poet's  sacred  flame, 
And  know  the  basis  of  a  solid  fame ; 
Though  prone  to  like,  yet  cautious  to  < 
You  read  with  all  the  malice  of  a  friend; 
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Nor  Ikvour  my  attempts  that  way  alone, 
But  more  to  raise  my  verse,  conceal  your  own. 

An  iU-timed  modesty !  turn  ages  o'er, 
When  wanted  Britain  bright  examples  morel 
Her  learning,  and  her  genius  too,  decays, 
And  dark  and  cold  arc  her  declining  days; 
As  if  men  now  were  of  another  cast, 
They  meanly  live  on  Alms  of  ages  past 
Men  still  are  men ;  and  they  who  boldly  dare, 
Shall  triumph  o'er  the  sons  of  cold  Despair; 
Or  if  they  fkil,  they  justly  still  take  placo 
Of  such  who  run  in  debt  for  their  disgrace; 
Who  borrow  much,  then  fairly  make  it  known. 
And  damn  it  with  improvements  of  their  own. 
We  bring  some  new  materials,  and  what's  old 
New  east  with  care,  and  in  no  borrowed  mould : 
Late  times  the  verse  may  read,  if  these  refuse, 
And  from  sour  critics  vindicate  the  muse. 

'  Your  work  is  long ;  the  critics  cry.    'Tis  true. 
And  lengthens  still,  to  take  in  fools  like  you: 
Shorten  my  labour,  if  its  length  you  blame : 
For  grow  but  wise,  y<Hi  rob  mo  of  my  game; 
As  hunted  hags,  who,  while  the  dogn  pursue, 
Renoiinoe  their  four  legs,  and  start  up  on  two. 

Like  the  bold  bird  upon  the  banks  of  Nile, 
That  picks  the  teeth  of  the  dire  crocodile. 
Will  1  enjoy  (dread  feast!)  the  critic's  rage, 
And  with  the  fell  destroyer  feed  my  page : 
Per  what  amlutious  fools  are  more  to  blame. 
Than  thoee  who  thunder  in  the  critic's  name  1 
Good  authors  damned  have  their  revenge  in  this, 
To  see  what  wretches  gain  the  praise  they  miss. 

Balbntius,  muffled  in  his  sable  cloak. 
Like  an  old  druid  from  his  hollow  oak. 
Am  niTem  solemn,  and  as  boding,  cries, 
'  Ten  thousand  worids  for  the  three  unities!* 
Ye  doctors  sago  I  who  through  Parnassus  teach. 
Or  quit  the  tub,  or-  practise  what  you  preach. 
.  One  judges  as  the  weather  dictates ;  right 
The  poem  is  at  noon,  and  wrong  at  night: 
Another  judges  by  a  surer  gage. 
An  author's  principles  or  parentage : 
Since  hia  great  ancestors  in  Flanders  fell. 
The  poem,  doubtless,  must  be  written  well.   . 
Another  judges  by  the  writer's  look ; 
Another  judges,  for  he  bought  the  book : 
Sooie  judge,  their  knack  of  judging  wrong  to 

keep; 
Some  judge,  because  it  is  too  soon  to  sleep. 

Thus  all  will  judge,  and  with  one  single  aim, 
To  ga\n  themselves,  not  give  the  writer,  fame; 
The  very  best  ambitiously  advise. 
Half  to  serve  you,  and  half  to  pass  for  wise. 

Critics  on  verse,  as  squibs  on  triumphs  wait, 
Piodaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  state: 
Hot,  envious,  noisy,  proud,  the  scribbling  fry 
Bb/n,  hiss,  and  bounce,  waste  paper,* stink,  and 
«1ie. 


Rail  on,  my  friends !  what  more  my  verse  can  crown 
Than  Compton's*  smile,  and  your  obliging  fnnvn* 

Not  all  on  books  their  critidsm  waste ; 
The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 
And  eat  their  way  to  fame.  With  anxious  thought 
The  salmon  is  refused,  the  turliot  l)OUght. 
Impatient  Art  rebukes  the  sun's  delay. 
And  bids  December  yield  the  fruits  of  May: 
Their  various  cares  in  one  great  point  comlnne 
The  business  of  their  lives,  that  is — ^to  dine ! 
Half  of  their  precious  day  they  give  the  feast, 
And  to  a  kind  digestion  spare  the  rest : 
Abicius,  here,  the  taster  of  the  town. 
Feeds  twice  a  week  to  settle  their  renown, 

These  worthies  of  the  palate  guard  wfth  cara 
The  sacred  annals  of  their  bills  of  fare ; 
In  those  choice  books  their  panegyrics  read. 
And  tcjom  the  creatures  that  for  hunger  feed. 
If  man  by  fectling  well  commences  great. 
Much  more  the  worm  to  whom  that  man  is  meat. 

To  glory  some  advance  a  lying  claim. 
Thieves  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fame : 
Their  front  supplies  what  their  ambition  lacks; 
They  know  a  thousand  lords  behind  their  backs. 
Cottil  v»  apt  to  wink  upon  a  peer. 
When  turned  away,  with  a  familiar  leer ; 
And  Ilervey's*  eyes,  unmercifully  keen. 
Have  murdered  fops,  by  whom  she  ne'er  was  seeik 
Niger  adopts  stray  tibels,  wisely  prone 
To  covet  shame  still  greater  than  his  own. 
Bathyllus,  in  the  winter  of  threescore, 
Belies  his  innocence,  and  keeps  a  whore. 
Absence  of  mind  Brabantio  turns  to  fame. 
Learns  to  mistake,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name; 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  disorder  set, 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 
Thus  vain,  not  knowing  what  adorns  or  blots, 
Men  forge  the  patents  that  create  them  sots. 

As  love  of  pleasure  into  pain  betrays. 
So  most  grow  infamous  through  love  of  praise. 
But  whence  for  praise  can  such  an  ardour  rise, 
When  those  who  bring  that  incense  we  despise  1 
For  such  the  vanity  of  great  and  small. 
Contempt  goes  round,  and  all  men  laugh  at  all. 
Nor  can  e'en  satire  blame  them;  for  'tis  true 
They  have  most  ample  cause  for  what  they  do. 
O  fruitful  Britain !  doubtless  thou  wast  meant 
A  nurse  of  fools  to  stock  the  continent 
Though  Phoebus  and  the  Nine  for  ever  mow, 
Rank  folly  underneath  the  scythe  will  grow: 
The  plenteous  harvest  calls  me  forward  still, 
Till  I  surpass  in  length  my  lawyer's  bill, 
A  Welch  descent,  which  well-paid  heralds  damn 
Or,  longer  still,  a  Dutchman's  epigram. 
When,  cloy'd,  in  fury  I  throw  down  my  pen, 
In  comes  a  coxcomb,  and  I  write  again. 


*  Sir  Spencer  Compiao. 


tladjHenrsy. 


114 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


Sec  Titynw,  with  merriment  possencd, 
[•  bunt  with  laughter  ere  he  hears  the  jest: 
What  need  hi  stay  7  for  when  the  joke  is  o'er, 
His  teeth  will  be  no  whiter  than  before. 
[s  there  of  these,  yo  fair!  so  great  a  dearth, 
That  jou  need  purchase  monkeys  for  your  mirth? 

Some,  vain  of  paintings,  bid  the  world  admire; 
Of  houses  some;  nay,  houses  that  they  hire: 
Some  (perfect  wisdom !)  of  a  beauteous  wife, 
And  boast,  like  Cordeliers,  a  scourge  for  life. 

Sometimes,  through  pride,  the  sexes  change 
their  airs. 
My  lord  has  vapours,  and  my  lady  swears; 
Then,  (stranger  still !)  on  turning  of  the  wind. 
My  lord  wears  breeches,  and  my  lady*s  kind. 

To  show  the  strength  and  infamy  of  pride, 
By  all  *tis  followed,  and  by  all  denied. 
What  numbers  are  there  which  at  once  pursue 
Praise,  and  the  glory  to  contenm  it  tool 
Vincenna  knows  self-praise  betrays  to  shame, 
And  therefore  lays  a  stratagem  for  fame; 
Makes  his  approach  in  Modesty's  disguise. 
To  win  applause,  and  takes  it  by  surprise. 

'  To  err,'  says  he,  *  in  small  things,  b  my  fate.' 
You  know  your  answer, '  He's  exact  in  great.* 
'  My  style,'  says  he, '  is  rude  and  full  of  faults,' — 

*  But,  oh!  what  sense!  what  energy  of  thoughts!' 
I'hat '  he  wants  algebra  ho  must  confess; — 

But  not  a  soul  to  give  our  arms  success.' 
(Ah!  that's  a  hit  indeed.)    Vincenna  cries; 

*  But  who  in  heat  of  blood  was  ever  wisel 

I  own  'twas  wrong  when  thousands  called  me  back, 
To  make  that  hopeless,  ill-advised  attack; 
All  say  'twas  madness,  nor  dare  I  deny : 
Sure  never  fool  so  well  deserved  to  die.' 
Could  this  deceive  in  others,  to  be  free, 
It  ne'er,  Vincenna !  could  deceive  in  thee. 
Whose  conduct  is  a  comment  to  thy  tongue, 
So  clear,  the  dullest  can  not  take  thee  wrong: 
Thou  on  one  sleeve  wilt  thy  revenue  wear, 
And  haunt  the  court,  without  a  prospect  there. 
Are  these  expedients  fornnown?  confess 
Thy  little  self,  that  I  may  scorn  thee  leas. 

Be  wise,  Vincenna,  and  the  court  forsake; 
Ou"  fortunes  there  nor  thou,  nor  I,  shall  make. 
E'en  men  of  merit,  ere  their  point  they  gain, 
In  hardy  ser>'ice  make  a  long  campaign; 
Most  manfully  besiege  their  patron's  gate, 
And  ofl  repulsed,  as  oft  attack  the  great 
With  painful  art,  and  application  warm, 
And  take,  at  last,  some  little  place  by  storm ; 
Enough  to  keep  two  shoes  on  Sunday  clean. 
And  starve  upon  discreetly  in  Sheer  Lane. 
Already  this  thy  fortune  can  afford. 
Then  starve  without  the  favour  of  my  lord. 
'Tis  ttue  great  fortunes  some  great  men  confer, 
But  often,  e'en  in  doing  right,  they  err: 
From  caprice,  not  from  choice,  their  favours  come; 
Tbej  give,  but  think  it  toil  to  know  to  whom:      > 


The  man  that's  nearest,  yawning,  they  adva 
'Tis  inhumanity  to  bless  by  chance. 
If  Merit  sues,  and  Greatness  is  so  kith 
To  break  its  downy  trance,  I  pity  both. 

I  grant  at  court  Pliilander,  at  his  need, 
(Thanks  to  his  lovely  wife)  finds  friends  inde 
Of  every  charm  and  virtue  she's  pooacosed: 
Philander!  thou  art  exquisitely  blessed ; 
The  public  envy!  Now,  then,  'tis  allowed 
The  man  is  found  who  may  be  justly  proud: 
But,  sec!  how  sickly  is  Ambition's  taste  1 
Ambition  feeds  on  trash,  and  loaths  a  feast; 
For,  lo!  Philander,  of  reproach  afraid, 
In  secret  Loves  his  wife,  but  keeps  her  maid. 

Some  nymphs  sell  reputation,  othcxs  buj, 
And  love  a  market  where  the  rates  run  high. 
Italian  music's  sweet,  because  'tis  dear; 
Their  vanity  is  tickled,  not  their  ear: 
Their  tastes  would  lessen  if  the  prices  fell, 
And  Shakspi'are's  wretched  stuffdo  quite  as 
Away  the  disinchanted  fair  would  throng, 
And  own  tliat  English  is  their  mother-tongo 

To  show  how  much  our  northern  tastes  tci 
Imported  nymphs  our  peeresses  outshine: 
While  tradesmen  stane,  these  Philomels  are 
For  generous  lords  had  rather  give  than  pay. 

Behold  the  masquerade's  fantastic  scene! 
The  Legislature  joined  with  Drury  Lane! 
When  Briton  calls,  the  embroideral  patriots  i 
And  sen'e  their  country — if  the  dance  is  doo 

*  Arc  we  not  then  allowed  to  be  polite  7'— 
Yes,  doubtless;  but  first  set  your  notions  righ 
Worth  of  politeness  is  the  needful  ground; 
Where  that  is  wanting,  this  can  ne'er  be  fan 
Triflcrs  not  e'en  in  trifles  can  excel; 
'Tis  solid  boilies  only  polish  well. 

Great,  chosen  prophet !  for  these  latter  daj 
To  turn  a  willing  world  from  righteous  ways 
Well,  Heidegger,*  dost  thou  thy  master  scrw 
Well  has  he  seen  his  sen'ant  should  not  star 
Thou  to  his  name  hast  splendid  temples  raise 
In  various  forms  of  worsliip  eepii  him  praised; 
Gaudy  devotion,  like  a  Roman,  shown, 
And  sung  sweet  anthems  in  a  tongue  unknoi 
Inferior  offerings  to  thy  god  of  Vice 
Are  duly  paid  in  fiddles,  cards,  and  dice; 
Thy  sacrifice  supreme,  an  hundred  maids; 
That  solemn  rite  of  midnight  masquerades! 
If  maids  the  quite  exhausted  town  denies, 
A  hundred  head  of  cuckolds  may  suffice. 
Thou  smil'st,  well  pleased  with  the  converted 
To  see  the  fifty  churchest  at  a  stand. 

And  that  thy  minister  may  never  fail. 
But  what  thy  hand  has  planted  still  prevail, 


*  Director  or  the  masquerades. 

t  Fifty  new  churches,  in  and  about  London  and  We 
stcr,  were  voted  by  the  Ilouaa  of  Commom  lo  be  built  b 
ona  nconunendailon  of  Queon  Anne. 
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Of  aAnot  prophets,  a  sticccation  sure, 
The  propagation  of  thy  zeal  secure. 

See  CoouDons,  Peers,  and  Ministers  of  State, 
In  ademn  council  met,  and  deep  debate  I 
What  godlike  enterprise  is  taking  birth? 
What  wonder  opens  on  the  expecting  earth? 
Tis  done!  with  loud  applause  the  council  rings! 
Fixed  is  the  fate  of  whores  and  fiddle-strings! 
Though  bold  these  truths,  thou,  Muse!  witli 
truths  like  these 
WDtnone  oflend  whom  'tis  a  praise  to  please: 
Let  others  flatter  to  be  flattered,  thou, 
Like  just  tribunals,  bend  an  awful  brow. 
How  terriUe  it  were  to  common  sense 
To  write  a  satire  which  gave  none  ofTencel 
And  since  from  life  I  take  the  draughts  you  see, 
If  men  dislike  them,  do  they  censure  mc? 
The  fool  and  knave  'tis  glorious  to  ofiend. 
And  godlike  an  attempt  the  world  to  mend; 
The  wfHrld,  where  lucky  throws  to  blockheads  fall, 
ElnaTes  know  the  game,  and  honest  men  pay  all. 

How  hard  for  ie»l  worth  to  gain  its  price? 
A  man  shall  mak«k  hb  fortune  in  a  trice, 
If  Uesacd  with  pUant,  though  but  slender  sense. 
Feigned  modesty,  and  real  impudence, 
A  supine  knee,  smooth  ton<;ue,  an  easy  grace, 
A  cnrsc  within,  a  smile  upon  his  face. 
A  beauteous  sister,  or  convenient  wife, 
Are  prizes  in  the  lottery  of  life; 
Genioe  and  \irtuc  ihey  will  soon  defeat. 
And  lodge  you  in  the  bosoiu  of  tlic  great. 
To  merit  is  but  to  provide  a  pain. 
From  men's  refusing  what  you  ought  to  gain. 

May,  Dodington!  this  maxim  fail  in  you, 
"Whom  my  presaging  thoughts  already  view, 
Bv  Walpole's  conduct  fired,  and  friendship  graced. 
Still  higher  in  your  princu's  favour  placed, 
And  lending,  here,  those  awful  councils  aid, 
'Which  you,  abroad,  with  such  success  ol)eycd ; 
Bear  this  from  one  who  holds  your  friendship  dear; 
What  most  we  wish,  with  ease  we  fancy  near. 


SATIRE  IV. 

TO  TBC  BIGHT  HON.  SIR  SPEN'CCR  COMPTON.* 

RouxD  Mme  fair  tree  the  ambitious  woodbine 
grows. 
And  breathes  her  sweets  on  the  supporting  boughs: 
So  sweet  the  verse,  the  ambitious  verso,  should  be, 
(O!  pardon  mine)  that  hopes  support  from  thee; 
riicc,  ComiKon!  »xjrn  o'er  senates  to  preside. 
Their  dignity  to  raise,  their  councils  guide; 
Deep  to  diiicern,  and  widely  to  survey, 
Ami  kingdoms'  fates,  without  ambition  weigh; 


Spnker  of  the  IToitm  of  Oommoi  a;  aAerwards  created 
tlseount  Pereocj,  and  Eari  of  Wilmin^on. 

2  C 


Of  distant  virtues  nice  extremes  to  blend. 
The  crown's  assertor,  and  the  people's  friend 
Nordoiit  thou  scorn,  amidst  sublimer  views, 
To  listen  to  the  labours  of  the  Muse ; 
Thy  smiles  protect  her,  while  thy  talents  fire, 
And  'tis  but  half  thy  glory  to  inspire. 

Vexed  at  a  public  fame  so  justly  won, 
Tho  jealous  Chrcmes  is  with  spleen  undone; 
Chremes,  for  airy  pensions  of  renown. 
Devotes  his  service  to  the  state  and  crown : 
AU  schemes  he  knows,  and,  knowing,  all   im- 
proves ; 
Though  Britain's  thankless,  still  this  patriot  Iovqs: 
But  patriots  differ;  some  may  shed  their  blood, 
He  drinks  his  coffee,  for  tlio  public  good; 
Consults  tho  sacred  steam,  and  there  foresees 
What  storms  or  sunshine  Providence  decrees; 
Knows  for  each  day  the  weather  of  our  fate: 
A  quidnunc  is  an  almanack  of  state. 

You  smile,  and  think  this  statesman  void  of  use; 
Why  may  not  time  his  secret  worth  produce  ? 
Since  apes  can  mast  tlie  choice  Castanian  nut 
Since  steeds  of  genius  are  cx^iert  at  piUt^ 
Since  half  the  st^nute  yot  Content  can  say. 
Geese  nations  save,  and  puppies  plots  betray. 

What  makes  him  model  realnts  and  counsel 
kings'? — 
An  incapacity  for  smaller  things. 
Poor  Ghremcs  can't  conduct  his  own  estate. 
And  thence  has  undertaken  Euro|»c's  fate. 

Gehenno  leaves  the  n^almsto  Chremes'  skill, 
And  lH)KIly  claims  a  province  higher  still: 
To  raise  a  name,  the  ambitious  boy  has  got 
At  once,  a  Bible,  and  a  shouKler-knot: 
Deep  in  the  secret,  he  looks  through  the  whole, 
And  pities  the  dull  rogue  that  saves  his  soul: 
To  talk  with  reverence  you  must  take  good  heed. 
Nor  shock  his  tender  reason  with  the  creed: 
Howc'er  well-breil,  in  public  he  complies. 
Obliging  friends  alone  with  blasphemies. 

Peerage  is  [mison;  good  estates  arc  bad 
For  this  disease ;  poor  rogues  run  seldom  mad. 
Have  not  attainders  brought  unhoped  relief. 
And  falling  stocks  quite  cured  an  unlH-lief? 
While  the  sun  shines.  Blunt  talks  with  wondroiu 

force; 
But  thunder  mars  small  beer  and  weak  discourse ; 
Such  useful  instruments  the  weather  show, 
Just  as  tlu'ir  mercury  is  high  or  low. 
Health  chiefly  keeps  an  atlieist  in  the  dark, 
A  fever  argues  better  than  a  Clarke: 
Let  but  the  logic  in  his  pulse  decay, 
The  Grecian  he'll  renounce,  and  learn  topra>. 
While  Collins*  niounis,  with  an  unfeigned  zeal, 
The  apostate  youth  who  reasoned  once  so  well 
Collins,  who  makes  so  merry  willj  the  creed. 
He  almoiit  thinks  he  dislK-lioves  indeed ; 

*  Aiuhr.nj  Gbllliii^  (ournk/  of  Uie  sect  of  Free-ihiolnra 
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Bat  ok(jf  thinks  to:  to  give  both  their  due, 
8atu&  and  he  believe,  and  tremble  too. 
Of  lome  for  glory  such  the  boundkae  rage, 
That  they're  the  blackent  scandal  of  their  age. 

Narcissus  the  Tartarian  club  disclaims ; 
Nay,  a  free-mason  with  some  terror  names; 
Omits  DO  duty ;  nor  can  Envy  say 
He  missed,  these  many  years, the  church  or  play: 
He  makes  no  noise  in  parliament,  'tis  true. 
But  pays  his  debts,  and  visit,  when  'tis  due ; 
His  character  and  gloves  are  ever  clean. 
And  then  he  can  outbow  the  bowing  Dean : 
A  smile  eternal  on  his  Up  he  wears. 
Which  equally  the  wise  and  worthless  shares. 
In  gay  fatigues,  this  most  undaunted  chief, 
Patient  of  idleness  beyond  belief. 
Most  charitably  lends  the  town  his  face, 
For  ornament  in  every  public  place: 
As  sure  as  cards  he  to  the  assembly  comes. 
And  is  the  furniture  of  drawing-rooms : 
When  ombre  calls,  his  hand  and  heart  are  free, 
And,  j(Mned  to  two,  he  fails  not — to  make  thrca 
Narcissus  is  the  glory  of  Iiis  race. 
For  who  does  nothing  with  a  lietter  grace  7 

To  deck  my  list  by  Nature  were  designed 
Siv*h  sliining  expletives  of  human  kind, 
Who  want,  while  through  blank  life  they  dream 

along, 
Sense  to  bo  right,  and  passion  to  bo  wrong. 

To  counterpoise  this  hero  of  the  mode, 
Some  for  renown  ore  singular  and  odd ; 
What  other  men  dii?like  is  sure  to  please, 
Of  all  mankind,  these  dear  antipodes: 
Through  pride,  not  malice,  they  run  counter  still. 
And  birth-days  are  their  days  of  dressing  ill. 
Arbuthnot  is  a  fool,  and  Foe  a  sago, 
Sedloy  will  fright  you,  Etherege  engage : 
By  Nature  streams  run  backward,  flame  descends. 
Stones  mount,  and  Sussex  is  the  worst  of  friends. 
They  take  their  rest  by  day,  and  wake  by  night, 
And  blush  if  you  surprise  them  in  the  right 
If  they  by  chance  blurt  out,  ere  well  aware 
A  swan  is  wliite,  or  Clueensberry*  is  fair. 

Nothing  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 
A  foul  in  fashion,  but  a  fool  that's  outg 
ills  passion  for  absurdity's  so  strong. 
He  can  not  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong. 
Though  wrong  the  mode,  comply :  more  sense  is 

shown 
In  wearing  others'  follies  than  your  own. 
If  what  is  out  of  fashion  most  you  prize, 
Methinks  you  should  endeavour  to  l>e  wise. 
But  what  in  oddncss  can  be  more  sublime 
Tlian  Sluane,t  the  foremost  toyman  of  his  timel 
Ilij  nice  ambition  lies  in  curious  fancies, 
Illy  daughter  8  portion  a  rich  shell  enhances. 


•  'fhe  Dutrhow  of  Quecnsbt;rry,  a  celrbrated  tooflU 

t  t/ir  lloiw  Alinno,  v^how  ccUccikhu  enrich  our  Muaeum. 


And  Ashmole's  baby-house^  is,  in  his  view, 
Britannia's  golden  mine,  a  rich  Peru  I 
How  his  eyes  languish  I  how  his  thoughts  i 
That  painted  coat  which  Joseph  never  won 
He  shows,  on  holidays,  a  sacied  pin 
That  touched  the  rufi*  that  teuched  aueen 
chin. 

*  Since  that  great  dearth  our  chfonidi 
plore, 
Since  the  great  plague  that  swept  as  many 
Was  ever  year  unblessed  as  this  V  bell  cry 
'  It  has  not  brought  us  one  new  butterfly  1' 
In  times  that  suflcr  such  learned  men  as  tb 
Unhappy  Jersey  1  how  came  you  to  pleaw  1 

Not  gaudy  butterflies  arc  Lico's  game, 
But  in  eflfect  his  chase  is  much  the  same : 
Warm  in  pursuit,  lie  levdes  all  the  great. 
Staunch  to  the  foot  of  title  and  estate : 
Where'er  their  lordshi}*  go,  they  never  find 
Or  Lico,  or  their  shadows,  log  behind ; 
He  sets  them  sure,  where'er  their  lordships 
Close  at  their  elbows,  as  a  morning-dun ; 
As  if  their  grandeur  by  conta^on  wrought, 
And  fame  was,  Uke  a  fever,  to  be  caught: 
And  after  seven  years' dance  from  place  to 
The  Danet  is  more  familiar  with  his  Grace 

Who'd  be  a  crutch  to  prop  a  rotten  peer. 
Or  living  |)endent  dangling  at  his  ear, 
For  ever  whispering  secrets,  which  were  bl 
For   months  before,   by  trumpets,   throu| 

Who'd  l)c  a  glass,  with  flattering  grimace, 
Still  to  reflect  the  temper  of  his  &ce  1 
Or  liajipy  pin  to  stick  upon  his  sleeve. 
When  my  lord's  gracious,  and  vouchsafes  it 
Or  cusliion,  when  his  heavhiess  shall  please 
To  loll  or  thump  it,  for  his  better  ease  1 
Or  a  vile  butt,  for  noon  or  night  bespoke. 
When  the  jHrer  rashly  swears  he'll  club  his 
Who'd  shake  with  laughter,  though  he  coi 

find 
H'ls  lordship's  jest,  or,  if  his  nose  broke  win< 
For  blessing  to  the  gods  profoundly  bow? 
That  can  cry  chimney-sweep,  or  drive  a  plo 
With  terms  like  these  how  mean  the  trib 

close  1 
Scarce  meaner  they  who  terms  like  thes 

pose. 
But  what's  the  tribe  most  likely  to  comply 
The  men  of  ink,  or  ancient  authors,  lie; 
The  writing  tribe,  who,  shaiuelrss  auctions 
Of  praise,  by  inch  of  candle  to  be  sold ; 
All  men  they  flatter,  but  thenisclves  the  mo! 
With  deatliless  fame  their  evorlastint;  lioast 
For  Fame  no  cully  makes  so  much  her  jest 
As  her  old  constant  spark,  the  bard  proA^sK 

*Thc  Ashmolcan  Muwum  at  Oxford. 

t  A  Danish  dog  belon£;Ing  to  (he  Duke  of  Antyle. 
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Bqjie*  fhinei  in  oounci],  Mordauntt  in  the  fight, 
PeUuun'st  magnificent,  but  I  can  writo ; 
A.Dd  what  to  my  great  soul  like  glory  dear  1 
Till  tome  god  whiapcm  in  his  tingling  ear, 
That  fame'f  unwholesome  taken  without  meat, 
And  life  is  best  sustained  by  what  is  cat: 
Grown  lean  and  wise,  he  curses  what  he  writ, 
And  wishes  all  his  wants  were  in  his  wit. 

Ah!  what  avails  it,  when  his  dinner's  lost 
That  his  triumphant  name  adorns  a  posti 
Or  that  Iiis  shining  page  (provoking  fate) 
Defends  surloins,  which  sons  of  Dulncss  eati 

What  foe  to  verse  without  compassion  hears, 
What  cruel  prose-man  can  refrain  from  tears, 
When  the  {loor  Muse,  for  less  than  half  a  crown, 
A  prostitute  on  every  bulk  in  town, 
With  other  whores  undone,  though  not  in  print, 
Clubs  credit  for  geneva  in  the  Mintl 

Ye  bards!  why  will  you  sing,  though  unin- 
spired? 
Ye  bards!  why  will  you  starve  to  lie  admired? 
Defunct  by  Phccbus*  laws,  Ix^yond  rcilrcss, 
Why  will  your  spectres  haunt  the  frighted  press? 
Bad  metre,  that  excri'scenco  of  the  head, 
Like  hair,  will  ^sprout,  although  the  poet's  dead. 

All  other  trailes  demand,  verse-makers  beg: 
A  dedication  is  a  wooilon  log ; 
A  barren  Lalxx),  the  true  mum^xT's  fashion. 
Exposes  horfDwed  brats  to  move  compassion. 
Though  such  myself,  vile  bards  I  discommend ; 
Nay  more,  though  gontio  Damon  is  my  friend. 
•  Is't  tlicn  a  crime  to  write?' — If  talent  rare 
Proclaim  the  giwl,  the  crime  is  to  forbear : 
For  some, though  few,  there  are,  large-minded  men. 
Who  watch  unseen  the  lalxmrs  of  tlie  i)en; 
Who  know  the  Muse's  worth,  and  t!nTcfore  court, 
Tht'ir  deeds  her  tliemc,  their  l>ounty  her  sup{>ort; 
Who  serve,  unasked,  tlie  least  pn*tenee  to  wit, 
Mv  sole  excuse,  alas!  for  haviiii;  writ. 
Ar;gylc  true  wit  Ls  stmlinus  to  restore. 
And  Dorset  smiles,  if  Phochus  smiled  Ixrfore; 
Penibroke  in  vears  the  lonfr.loved  arts  admires. 
And  Henriettas  like  a  Must*  inspires. 

But,  ah !  not  inspiration  can  obtain 
That  fame  which  poets  htniruish  for  in  vain. 
How  mad  their  aim  who  tliirst  fi»r  glory,  strive 
To  grasp  what  no  man  can  poss(\ss  alive? 
Fame's  a  nner«ion,  in  which  men  take  place 
(O  lute  reversitjn!)  at  their  own  decease: 
This  truth  sagacious  Lliitot  knows  so  well, 
He  starxes  his  autliurs  that  tiicir  works  may  sell. 

That  fame  is  wealtii,  fantastic  [Hiets  cry; 
That  wealth  is  fame,  another  can  reply, 
Whokmiws  no  guilt,  no  srandal  hut  in  rags, 
And  swell  in  just  proiK)rtIon  to  thiir  bags. 


Nor  only  the  low-bom,  deformed  and  old. 
Think  glory  nothing  but  the  beams  of  gold: 
The  first  young  lord  which  in  the  Mall  you  mre^ 
Shall  match  the  veriest  hutdcs  in  Lombard  street, 
From  rescued  candles'  ends  who  raised  a  sura, 
And  starves,  to  join  a  peimy  to  a  plum. 
A  beardless  miser !  'Us  a  guilt  unknown 
To  former  times,  a  scandal  all  our  own. 

Of  ardent  lovers,  the  true  modem  band 
Will  mortgage  Celia  to  redeem  their  land. 
For  love,  young,  noble,  rich  Castalio  dies; 
Name  but  the  fair,  love  swells  into  his  eyes. 
Divine  Monimia,  thy  fond  fears  lay  down, 
No  rival  can  prevail, — but  half  a  crown. 
He  glories  to  late  times  to  be  conveyed, 
Not  for  the  jioor  he  has  relieved,  but  made : 
Not  such  ambition  his  great  fathers  fired. 
When  Harry  conquered,  and  half  France  expiieik 
He'd  be  a  slave,  a  pimp,  a  dog,  for  gain ; 
Nay,  a  dull  sheriff  for  his  golden  chain. 

'  Who'd  lie  a  slave?'  the  gallant  colonel  criee, 
While  love  of  glory  sparkles  from  his  eyes : 
To  deathless  fame  he  loudly  pleads  his  right,— 
Just  is  his  title, — for  he  will  not  fight. 
All  soldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  grace, 
As  maids  ol  honour  beauty, — by  their  place : 
But  when,  indulging  on  the  last  campaign, 
His  loOy  terms  climb  o'er  the  hills  of  slain. 
He  gives  the  foes  he  slew,  at  each  vain  word, 
A  sweet  revenge,  and  half  absolves  his  sword. 

Of  boasting  more  than  of  a  lH)mb  afraid, 
A  soldier  should  lie  modest  as  a  maid. 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  resened  enjoy ; 
Who  strive  to  grasp  it,  as  tlu.y  touch,  destroy: 
'Tis  the  world's  debt  to  deeds  of  high  degree, 
But  if  you  pay  yourself,  the  world  Ls  free. 

Wen'  there  no  tongue  to  speak  them  but  hit 
own, 
Augustus'*  deeds  in  arms  had  ne'er  been  known; 
Autrustus'  di^ds,  if  that  ambiiruous  name 
Confounds  my  reader,  and  misguides  his  aim, 
Such  is  the  prince's  worth  of  whom  I  s{)eak, 
The  Roman  would  not  blush  at  the  mistake. 


SATIRE  V. 

ON  WOMEN. 


O  fairest  of  croalioii !  lusi  and  best 
Of  all  (lotl'riwcirk"!  crramrc  in  whom  excelled 
Wliaicvor  ran  to  slight  or  tliougtii  ix*  fiirmeU 
Holy,  divine,  Rood,  amialfle,  or  »weet. 
How  art  thou  lusi  7 Miltoft, 


t  Earl  of  Putcrsborough. 


•  Esri  of  Orrery. 
;  Uuke  of  NcwcaMic. 

*  Lmljr  Henrietta  Cavendish  Holies  Harioy. 


NoK  reigns  ambition  in  liold  man  alone ; 
Soil  female  hearts  the  rude  invader  own' 
jBut  there,  indeed,  it  dials  in  nicer  tiiingi* 

I  Than  routing  armies  and  dethroning  kings. 

I 

I  *  Applied  to  Goorfp  ilis  Firar 


^ 
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YOUNG'S  HVORKS. 


Attend,  and  yon  diiccm  it  in  tho  fair 
Conduct  a  finger,  or  reclaim  a  hair, 
Or  roll  the  lucid  orbit  of  an  eye, 
Or  in  full  joy  elaborate  a  sigh. 

The  sex  we  honour,  though  their  faults  we 
blame. 
Nay,  thank  their  faults  for  such  a  fruitful  theme : 
A  theme  fair  ♦♦♦♦ !  doubly  kind  to  me, 
Since  satirizing  those  is  praising  thee ; 
Who  would'st  not  bear,  too  modestly  refined. 
A  panegyric  of  a  grosser  kind. 

Britannia's  daughters,  much  more  fair  than  nice, 
Too  fond  of  admiration,  lose  their  price ; 
Worn  in  the  public  eye,  give  cheap  delight 
To  throngs,  and  tarnish  to  the  sated  sight : 
As  unreserved  and  beauteous  as  the  sun. 
Through  every  sign  of  vanity  they  run ; 
Anemblics,  parks,  course  feasts  in  city -halls, 
I^fCctures  and  trials,  plays,  committees,  balls ; 
Wells,  bedlams,  executions,  Siiiithfield  scenes. 
And  fortune-tellers'  caves  and  lions'  dens ; 
Taverns,  exchanges,  bridewells,  drawing-rooms, 
Instalments,  pillories,  roronutioiis,  tombs, 
Tumblers  and  funeral,  pupix-t -shows,  reviews, 
Sales,  races,  rabliets,  (and,  still  stranger !)  jk^ws. 

Clarinda's  lx)6om  bums,  but  burns  for  fame. 
And  love  lies  vanquishe<l  in  a  nobler  flame; 
Warm  gleams  of  liofK?  she  now  dis{K'nses;  then, 
Like  Ajml  suns,  dives  into  clouds  again: 
With  all  her  lustre  now  her  lover  warms, 
Then,  out  of  ostentation,  \\u\vh  hor  charms. 
'TLs  next  her  pleasure  swrotly  to  conii)lain, 
And  to  l>e  taken  with  a  sudden  pain ; 
Then  she  starts  up,  all  etvtary  and  bliss, 
And  is,  swoft  wMil !  just  as  sincere  in  this: 
O  how  she  rolls  her  ehartnin;^  ^^y**:*,  >"  spite ! 
And  looks  di'liuhtfullv,  with  all  her  niiixlit  ! 
l^ut,  like  our  lienM-s,  nuirh  in«)re  brave  than  wise, 
She  conquers  for  th«'  trinni[)h,  not  the  prize. 

Zara  r»»si"nihlrs  .Filna  ennvned  with  snows, 
Without  she  free74"ft,  and  within  she  glows: 
Twicp  ere  the  sun  descends,  with  zeal  inspired, 
J''rom  the  vain  e^mvcrso  of  the  world  retired, 
She  reatls  the  psalms  ami  eliajjters  for  the  day, 

In Cleopatra,  or  the  last  new  play. 

Thus  glix)niy  Zara,  with  a  solemn  grace, 
Deeeives  mankind,  and  hides  iM^hitid  her  face. 

Nor  far  iHMieath  her  in  renown  is  she 
Who,  Ihroufrh  giMnl-ljn'eding,  is  ill  compary; 
Who!s<»  iiianti('r«  will  Jiot  h't  her  larnm  cease, 
Who  thinks  you  an'  unhappy  when  at  [K'aee; 
To  find  voii  news  who  rarks  her  suhtli'  head. 
A.nil  vows-  tliat  h«T  ;;reat  jrraii'lfatlji'r  iy»  di\id. 

A  flcartii  of  words  a  woman  nt*<Ml  not  fear, 
Hut  'tis  a  t.i-sk  inih'i'd  to  learn — to  hear; 
In  lh:'.t  tin*  skill  of  «'«»nvers;'.tii»n  lies; 
That  sliows,  and  njakes,  \«»n  both  jjolite  and  wise. 

X  anlijUH*  cries, '  I  *et  nymphs  who  noughtcan  say 
Hh  iO*t  in  sileur^>,  uiul  resign  the  day; 


And  let  the  guilty  wife  her  guilt  confe 

By  tame  bchavbar,  and  a  soft  addieti.' 

Through  virtue,  she  refuses  to  complj 

With  all  the  dictates  of  humanity ; 

Through  wisdom,  she  refuses  to  submit 

To  wisdom's  rules,  and  raves  to  prove  her  wit; 

Then,  her  unblcmishird  honour  to  maintain, 

Rcji*cts  her  husl)and*s  kindness  with  disdain  | 

But  if,  by  chance,  an  ill-adapted  word 

Drops  from  the  lip  of  her  unwaxy  lord, 

Her  darling  cldna,  in  a  whirlwind  sent, 

Just  intimates  the  lady's  discontent. 

Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekest  dame. 

But  keen  Zantippc,  scorning  borrowed  flame, 

Can  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightning  play, 

O'er  cooling  gruel,  and  composing  tea ; 

Nor  rests  by  night,  but  more  sincere  than  nice, 

She  shakes  the  curtains  with  her  kind  advice : 

Doubly,  like  echo,  sound  is  her  delight, 

And  the  last  word  is  her  eternal  right. 

Is 't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rise 

To  lash  our  crimes, — but  must  our  wives  be  wise 

Faiinne,  plague,  war,  and  an  unnumbered  thronj 
Of  guilt-avenging  ills,  to  man  belong. 
What  black,  what  ceaseless  cares  besiege  our  stale 
AVliat  strokes  we  feel  from  Fancy  and  from  Fate 
If  Fate  forl)ears  us.  Fancy  strikes  the  blow  j 
Wc  make  misfortune ;  suicides  in  wo. 
Superfluous  aid  !  unnecessary  skill  1 
Is  Nature  backward  to  torment  or  kill ! 
How  oft  the  noon,  how  oft  the  midnight  bell, 
(That  iron  tongue  of  Death!)  with  solemn  knell, 
On  Folly's  errands,  as  we  vainly  roam, 
Knocks  at  our  hearts,  and  finds  our  thoughts  fixB 

home  7 
Men  drop  so  fast,  ere  life's  mid  stage  wo  tread, 
Few  know  so  many  friends  alive  as  dead ; 
Yet,  as  immortal,  in  our  up-hill  chase 
We  pro»«s  roy  Fortune  with  unslackened  pare; 
Our  anient  laliours  for  the  tovs  wc  seek. 
Join  night  to  day,  and  Sunday  to  the  week : 
Our  very  joys  are  anxious,  and  expire 
Between  s;itiety  and  fierce  desire. 
Now  what  reward  for  all  this  grief  and  toil  / 
But  one;  a  female  friend's  endearing  smile; 
A  tender  smile,  our  sorrows'  only  balm, 
And  in  life's  tempest  the  sad  sailor^s  calm. 

How  have  I  seen  a  gentle  nymph  draw  nigh. 
Peace  in  her  air,  persuasion  in  her  eye  ; 
Victorious  tenderness !  it  all  o'ercaiiK>, 
Husbands  looked  mild,  nnd  savages  grew  tame. 

The  sylvan  race  our  active  nymphs  j»ursue, 
Man  is  not  all  the  game  lliey  have  in  view. 
In  wo«kIs  a!i(l  fields  their  glork*  tliey  complete 
There  Master  Bi'ttv  leaivs  a  five  bamxl  "■;:!»•• 
While  fair  Miss  Charles  to  toilettes  is  confir'Oi!, 
Nor  rashly  teniptn  the  barKirous  sun  and  wiikL 
Some  nymphs  alTect  a  more  heroic  bn*c<l. 
And  vault  from  hunters  to  the  managed  biet\] ; 
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CoDimand  his  pranciiigs  witli  a  martial  air, 
And  Fobcri*  has  the  forming  of  the  fuir. 

More  than  one  steed  mUHt  Delia's  empire  feel, 
Who  nts  triumphant  o'er  the  flying  wheel. 
And  as  she  guides  it  through  the  ndininng  throng, 
With  what  an  air  she  smacks  the  silken  thong? 
Graceful  as  John,  she  moderates  the  reins. 
And  whistles  sweet  her  diuretic  strains : 
Scso«tris-likc,  such  charioteers  as  tliese 
May  drive  six  harnessed  monarchs  if  they  please: 
They  drive,  row,  run,  with  love  of  glory  sinit, 
Leap,  swim,  shoot  flying,  and  pronounce  on  wit 

0*crthc  helle-Iettrcs  lovely  Daphne  reigns; 
Again  the  god  Apollo  wears  her  chains; 
With  legs  tossed  high,  on  her  8ophC*e  she  sits. 
Vouchsafing  audience  to  contendint;  wits: 
Of  each  performance  she 's  the  final  test ; 
One  act  read  o'er,  she  proi>heci(*s  the  rest ; 
And  then,  pronouncing  with  decisive  air, 
Fully  convinces  all  the  town — s!ir  *s  fair. 
Had  lovely  Daphne  Hecati'ssa's  face, 
How  would  her  elegance  of  taste  tlecreasel 
Some  ladies'  judgment  in  their  features  lies, 
And  all  their  genius  sparkles  from  their  eyes. 

'  But  hold,'  she  cries, '  IaniiKx)nor !  have  a  care; 
Must  I  want  common  sense  hecnuHe  I'm  fairl' 
0  no;  sec  Stella;  her  eyes  shine  as  bright 
Af  if  her  tongue  was  never  in  the  riglit ; 
And  yet  what  real  learning,  judgment,  firel 
rShc  seems  inspinxi,  and  can  hen^elf  inspire: 
How  then  (if  malice  ruled  not  nil  the  fair) 
Could  Daphne  publirili,  and  could  she  forbear? 
We  grant  that  lu^uuty  is  no  bar  to  sen>«e, 
Kr>r  is  'l  a  sanction  for  iiujH'rlint'nee. 

Scmpronia  liked  her  man,  and  well  she  might; 
The*  youth  in  {x'rson  and  m  parts  uns  bright: 
Pojsesifcd  of  every  virtue,  grace,  t\m\  art, 
That  claims  just  empire  o'er  the  female  heart : 
He  nnt  her  passion,  all  her  Mghs  n  turned, 
And  in  full  rarrc  of  vouthful  ardour  burned: 
Large  his  jNNutessionn,  and  lieyond  her  own, 
Thf  ir  bliss  the  theme  and  envy  of  the  town : 
The  day  was  fixed,  when,  with  one  acre  more. 
In  8Cpp|>ed  deformed,  delxiuchcd,  diseased  Thrce- 

•rore! 
The  futnl  sequel  T,  through  shame,  forliear. 
Of  pride  and  avarice  wlio  ran  cure  the  fairl 

Man's  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true; 
Nature  is  frugal, and  her  wants  are  few; 
Th<Me  ft'W  wants  answered,  bring  sincere  delights, 
But  R»Is  create  tliemselvos  new  np[H'tite8. 
Fancy  »nd  pride  wik  tliiiii^H  at  vrst  exj>ense, 
W^Jjicli  n  lij«h  not  to  reason,  nor  to  sense. 
Wfii-n  fiurfi'it  or  nnlhankfuliM'ss  destroys. 
In  Nature's  narrow  splnre,  our  st»Iid  joy:<, 
In  Fancy's  airylaml  of  noise  siml  show, 
Wheic  nought  but  dreams,  no  rral  pleasures  grow, 
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Like  cats  in  air-pumps,  to  subsist  we  strive 
On  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  soul  alive. 

Lemira's  sick ;  make  haste;  the  doctor  call; 
He  comes:  l»ut  whcrc's  his  patient?  at  the  balL 
The  doctor  stares ;  her  woman  curtsies  low, 
And  cries,  *  My  lady,  sir,  is  always  so: 
Diversions  put  her  maladies  to  flight; 
True,  she  can't  stand,  but  she  can  dance  all  nightt 
I've  known  my  lady  (for  she  loves  a  tunc) 
For  fevers  take  an  opera  in  June: 
And  though,  perha(>s,  3'ou1I  think  the  practlco 

bold, 
A  midnight  park  is  sovereign  for  a  cold : 
With  cholics  breakfasts  of  grot  n  fruit  agiee, 
With  indigestions  sup{)cr  just  at  three.' 
*  A  strange  alternative,'  replies  Sir  Hans;* 
Must  women  have  a  doctor  or  a  dance? 
Though  sick  to  death,  abroad  they  safely  roam, 
Rut  droop  and  die,  in  perfect  health,  at  home. 
For  want — but  not  of  health,  are  ladies  ill, 
And  tickets  cure  l>evond  the  doctor's  bill.' 

Alas,  mv  heart !  how  laniTuishin<rIv  fair 
Yon  lady  lolls!  with  what  a  tender  air? 
Pale  as  a  young  dramatic  author,  when 
O'er  darling  lines  fril  Cibl»er  waves  his  pen. 
Is  her  lord  ansjrv,  or  has  Venvt  chid? 
Dead  is  her  fiither,  or  the  mask  forbid  ? 
Late  sitting  up  has  turned  her  rosi*s  white. 
Why  went  she  not  to  betl  ?  *  Ri'cause  'twas  ninht. 
Diil  she  then  dance  or  play?  '  Nor  this  nor  that* 
Well,  night  soon  steals  away  in  pleasing  chat. 
*No,  all  alone  her  prayers  she  rather  chose, 
Than  1h'  that  wretch  to  sleep  till  morning  rose.' 
Then  ladv  Cvnthia,  mistress  of  the  shade. 
Goes  with  the  fashionable  owls  to  l)rd : 
Thi?*  bt-r  ])ri<le  covrt;*,  this  her  health  denies; 
Tier  soul  is  silly,  but  her  body's  wise. 

Others,  with  curious  art,  dim  charms  revive, 
And  triumph  \\\  the  bloom  of  fifty-live. 
You,  in  tiu;  morning,  a  fair  nymph  invite. 
To  kei;p  her  word,  a  brown  one  comes  at  night; 
Next  day  she  shines  in  glossy  black,  and  then 
Revolves  into  her  native  red  a;Tain : 
Like  a  dove  s  ntnrk  site  sliifls  her  transient  chaxTDi^ 
And  is  her  own  dear  rival  in  your  arms. 

But  one  admirer  has  the  |»ainted  lass, 
Nor  finds  that  one  but  in  her  looking-glass: 
Yet  Laura  s  lieautiful  to  such  excess, 
That  all  her  arts  scarce  makes  her  please  us  lev 
To  deck  the  female  cheek  he  only  knows 
Who  {Kiints  less  fair  the  lily  and  the  roso. 

How  pay  they  smile?  Such  blessmgs  Natui4 
jwurs, 
O'ersleH'kod  mankind  enjoy  but  half  her  stores: 
In  ilistant  wilds,  bv  human  eyes  unwen. 
She  rears  her  flowers,  and  spn*ads  her  velvet  grf'Ciii 
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Pnre  f  argling  rilb  the  lonely  dearrt  trace, 
And  waste  their  music  on  the  sai-age  race. 
Is  Neture  then  a  niggard  of  her  Miss? 
Rephie  we  guiltless  in  a  world  like  this? 
But  our  lewd  tastes  her  lawful  chaniis  rrfuse, 
A.nd  painted  Arts  depraved  allurements  choose. 
Such  Fulvia's  passion  for  the  town :  fnvh  air 
(An  odil  eflect!)  gives  vapoun  to  the  fair; 
Grof  n  fields,  and  shady  grovm,  and  crystal  springs, 
And  larks,  and  nightingales,  arc  odious  things; 
But  smoke,  and  dust,  and  noise,  and  crowds  delight. 
And  to  be  pressed  to  dcatli  transports  her  quite. 
Where  silver  rivulets  play  through  flowery  meads, 
And  woodbines  give  tlicir  sweets,  and  limes  their 

shades. 
Block  kennels'  absent  odoura  she  regretsi 
And  stops  her  nose  at  beds  of  violets. 

Is  stormy  life  preferred  to  the  serene : 
Or  is  the  public  to  the  private  sc^ne  1 
Retired,  wo  tread  a  smooth  and  oi)en  way. 
Through  briara  and  brambles  in  the  world  we  stray; 
Stiff  op()osition,  and  perplexed  debate, 
And  thorny  care,  and  rank  and  stinging  hate, 
Which  choke  our  passage,  our  career  control, 
And  wound  the  firmest  temper  of  our  soul, 
O  sacred  Solitude  1  divine  retreat ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent:  envy  of  the  great : 
By  thy  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  shade, 
We  court  fair  Wisdom,  that  celestial  ranid ; 
The  genuine  offspring  of  her  loved  embrace, 
(Strangen  on  earth  !)  arc  Innocence  and  Peace : 
There  from  the  ways  of  men  laid  safe  ashore, 
We  smile  to  hear  the  distant  temi)est  roar; 
There  bli^sscd  with  health,  with  business  unper- 

plexed, 
Tliis  life  we  relish,  and  insure  the  next: 
There  too  the  Muses  sport :  these  numbers  free, 
Pierian  Eastl)ury !  I  owe  to  thee. 

There  sport  the  muses,  but  not  there  alone; 
Their  sacred  force  Amelia  feels  in  town. 
Nought  tiut  a  genius  can  a  genius  fit ; 
A  wit  herself,  Amelia  weds  a  wit : 
Both  wits ;  though  miracles  are  said  to  cease, 
Three  days,  three  wondrous  days !  they  lived  in 

peace; 
With  the  fourth  sun  a  warm  dispute  arose 
On  Durfey's  po^sy,  and  Bunyan's  prose : 
The  learned  war  both  wage  with  equal  force. 
And  the  fiflh  mom  concluded  the  divorce. 

Plioclw,  though  she  possesses  nothing  less. 
Is  pniuci  of  being  rich  in  happiness ; 
LalH)rii>U8ly  pursues  delusive  toys, 
Content  with  pains,  since  they're  reputed  joys. 
With  what  well-acted  transport  will  she  say, 
*  Well,  sure  we  were  so  happy  yestenlay  1 
And  then  that  charming  party  for  to-morrow!' 
Though  well  she  knows 'twill  lani^uish  into  sorrow: 
B»«l  she  Jares  never  l>o,ist  :!ie  present  hour; 
^1  gross  tliat  cheat  it  is  lieyond  her  jxswer: 


For  such  is  or  our  weakneat  or  m 
Or  rather  such  our  crime,  which 
Tlie  present  moment,  like  a  wife, 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  because  it  u  ou 

Pleasures  are  few,  and  fewer  v 
Pleasure,  like  quicksilver,  isbrigl 
We  strive  to  grasp  it  with  our  uti 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  s 
If  seized  at  lut^t,  compute  your  mi 
What  is  it  but  rank  ptuaon  in  yo 

As  Flavia  in  her  glass  an  angc 
Pride  whiripers  in  her  ear  pemici 
Tells  her,  while  she  surveys  a  &i 
There's  no  satiety  of  charms  divi 
Hence,  if  her  lover  yawns,  all  cY 
Her  temper,  and  she  melts  (swee 
She,  fond  and  young,  last  week  1 
In  sofl  anmscment  all  the  night  c 
The  morning  came,  when  Strcpho 
(Surprising  sight !)  his  bride  in  • 

*  What  miracle,' says  Strephon,  'n 
'Ah,  barbarous  man,'  she  cries, ' 

sleep  V 

Men  love  a  mistress  as  they  lo 
How  grateful  one  to  touch,  and  « 
Yet  sure  there  is  a  certain  time  o 
We  wish  our  mistress  and  our  m 
But  soon  the  sated  appetites  rctu 
Again  our  stomachs  crave,  our  bi 
Eternal  love  let  man,  then,  never 
Let  women  never  triumph  nor  di 
Nor  praise  nor  blame,  too  much,  t 
Hunger  and  love  are  foreig.i  lo  t 

There  is,  indotnl,  a  passion  mo 
For  thoHt;  few  nymphs  whose  ci 

mind ; 
But  not  of  that  unfashionable  set 
Is  Phyllis;  Phyllis  and  her  Dam 
Eternal  love  exactly  hits  her  tast 
Phyllis  demands  eternal  love  at  1 
Embracing  Phyllis  with  sofl  smil 
'  Eiernal  love  I  vow,'  the  swain  ) 

*  But  say,  my  all,  my  mistress,  ar 
What  day  next  week  the  etemit; 

Some  nymphs  prefer  astronom 
Elo{)e  from  mortal  man,  and  ran] 
The  fair  philosopher  to  Rowley* 
Where,  in  a  Iwx,  the  whole  crea 
Shi!  sees  the  planets  in  their  tun 
And  sc«>rns,  Poitirr!  thy  sublun 
Of  Desnguliers  she  l)e8|)«\iks  fres 
And  Wiiiston  has  entrajiements 
What  vain  experiinenlsSophrt)r 
'Tis  not  in  .'.if -pumps  the  gay  co 
But  tlmu'^h  to-dav  this  rajjo  of  w 
(O  fickle  sex  !)  soon  end  her  leai 
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Lo!  pug  from  Jupiter  bcr  ho&rt  has  got, 
Tunis  out  the  stars,  and  Newton  is  a  sot. 

To  *  ^  *  *  turn;  she  never  took  the  height 
Of  Saturn,  yet  is  ever  in  the  right: 
She  strikes  each  point  with  native  force  of  mind, 
While  puzzled  learning  blunders  far  behind. 
Graceful  to  sight,  and  elegant  to  thought, 
The  great  are  vanquished,  and  the  wise  arc  taught 
Her  breeding  finished,  and  her  temper  sweet, 
When  serious  easy,  and  when  gay  discreet ; 
In  gliitering  scenes,  o*cr  her  own  heart  severe, 
In  crowds  collected,  and  in  courtu  sincere ; 
Sincere  and  warm,  with  zeal  well  understood, 
She  takes  a  noUe  pride  in  doing  good; 
Yet  not  superior  to  her  sex's  cares, 
The  mode  she  fixes  by  the  gown  she  wears; 
Of  silks  and  china  she's  the  last  appeal : 
In  these  great  points  she  leads  the  commonweal ; 
And  if  disputes  of  empire  rise  Ixrtween 
Mechlin  the  queen  of  lace,  and  Collierteen, 
Tis  doubt !  'tis  darkness !  til!  flus{)ended  Fate 
Assumes  her  nod,  to  close  the  grand  debate. 
When  such  her  mind,  why  will  the  fair  express 
Their  emulation  only  in  their  dress  7 

But,  oh !  the  nymph  that  mounts  above  the  skies. 
And,  gratis^  clears  religious  mysteries, 
Resolved  the  church's  welfare  to  insure. 
And  make  her  family  a  sinecure ; 
The  theme  divine  at  cardn  she'll  not  forget, 
But  talks  in  texts  of  Scripture  at  pirquet; 
In  those  licentious  meetings  acts  the  prude. 
Am]  thanks  her  Maker  that  her  canls  are  good. 
What  anuria  would  these  l)e.  who  tims  excel 
In  theologies,  could  they  sew  as  well ! 
Yet  why  should  not  the  fair  her  text  pursue  1 
Can  she  more  decently  the  doctor  woo  1 
'Tis  hard,  too,  she  who  makes  no  une  but  chat 
Of  her  religion,  should  bebarnsi  in  that. 
Isaac,  a  brother  of  the  cantinj;  strain, 
When  he  has  knocked  at  his  own  skull  in  vain, 
To  lieauteous  Marcia  often  will  repair 
With  a  d.irk  text,  to  light  it  at  the  fair, 
O  how  his  pious  soul  exults  to  find 
^dch  love  for  holv  men  in  womankind! 
<'harnK;il  with  her  learning,  with  what  rapture  he 
Hangs  on  her  blix>m,  like  an  industrious  l)ee; 
Hums  round  about  her,  and  with  all  hU  power 
Extracts  sweet  wisdom  from  so  fair  a  flower  1 

The  young  and  gay  diTJiiiin^,  Appla  flics 
At  nobler  game,  the  nutihty  nrid  the  wise: 
Dy  Natun>  more  an  eatrle  than  a  dove. 
She  iiiipioUHly  prefers  the  world  to  love. 

Canwcahh  give  h:t|)piiiess7  liMik  round  and  see 
W^h&t  pay  distntw!  what  splrndid  misery! 
Wli.'jievrr  Fortmio  lavislily  ran  jvnir, 
Tiie  mind  nnniiiilati-H,  and  rails  for  more. 
W^calth  \^  a  elieat;  Im-Hi'vi*  nut  what  it  says; 
XJkc  inv  lord  it  promiriCK — and  pays. 


How  will  the  miser  startle  to  be  told 
Of  such  a  wonder  as  insolvent  gold  t 
What  Nature  wants  has  an  intrinsic  weight, 
All  more  is  but  tlie  fashion  of  the  plate, 
Which  for  one  moment  charms  the  fickle  yicw* 
It  charms  us  now,  anon  we  cast  a  new. 
To  some  fresh  birth  of  fancy  more  inclined ; 
Then  wed  not  acres,  but  a  noble  mind. 

Mistaken  lovers,  who  make  worth  their  care, 
And  think  accomplishments  will  win  the  fair; 
The  fair,  'tis  true,  by  genius  should  be  won, 
As  flowers  unfold  their  beauties  to  the  sun ; 
And  yet  in  female  scales  a  fop  outweighs, 
And  wit  must  wear  the  willow  ond  the  bays. 
Nought  shines  so  bright  in  vain  Liberia's  eyo 
As  riot,  impudence,  and  perfidy : 
The  youth  of  fire,  that  has  drunk  deep,  and  ployej. 
And  killed  his  man,  and  triumphed  o'er  his  maid, 
For  him  as  yet  unlianged,  she  spreads  her  chamu, 
Snatches  the  dear  destrover  to  her  arms, 
And  amply  gives,  (though  treated  long  anusa 
The  man  of  merit  his  revenge  in  this. 
If  you  resent,  and  wish  a  woman  ill ; 
But  turn  her  o'er  one  moment  to  her  will. 

The  languid  lady  next  appears  in  state. 
Who  was  not  born  to  carry  her  own  weight; 
She  lolls,  reels,  stajigers,  till  some  foreign  aid        ^ 
To  her  own  stature  lifts  the  feeble  maid; 
Then,  if  onlained  to  so  severe  a  doom, 
She,  by  just  stages,  jouriieys  round  the  room; 
Rut,  knowing  her  own  weakness,  she  despairs 
To  scale  the  Alps — that  is,  ascend  the  stairs. 
'  My  fan!*  let  others  say,  who  laugh  at  toil; 
'  Fan  I  hood !  glove !  scarf!'  is  her  laconic  stylei. 
And  that  is  sfN>ke  witli  surli  a  dying  fall, 
That  Betty  rather  nees  than  hears  the  call ! 
The  motion  of  her  li|w.  and  meaning  eye, 
Piece  out  the  idea  her  faint  wonls  deny. 
O  listen  with  attention  mosf  profound  ! 
Her  voire  is  but  the  shadow  of  a  sound. 
And  help!  oh,  help!  her  spirits  arc  so  dead, 
One  hand  scarce  lifts  the  other  to  her  head ; 
If  there  a  stubliorn  pin  it  triumphs  o'er, 
She  pants!  she  sinks  away !  and  is  no  more. 
Let  the  robust,  and  the  gigantic,  carve. 
Life  is  not  worth  so  much ;  she'd  rather  starve: 
But  chew  she  must  herself:  ah,  cruel  fate! 
That  Rosalinda  cant  by  proxy  eat. 

An  antidote  in  female  caprice  lies 
(Kind  Heaven!  against  the  iKiisim  of  their  eyet 

ThaK^tris  triumphs  in  a  manly  mirn ; 
Loud  is  her  arrent.and  her  phrasi*  ol)scenc. 
In  fair  and  open  dealing  when*'s  the  shamol 
What  Nature  dan-s  to  give,  she  dares  t«  name 
This  honost  frllow  is  sincere  and  plain, 
And  ju«*tly  givr.i  the  ji-alons  hiiKband  imin 
(Vain  is  t!ie  task  to  \»  ttiro.iis  ns«<irTiifsl. 
If  wanton  language  shows  a  naked  niind,^ 
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And  now  and  then,  to  gnce  her  eloqaenoc, 

In  oath  rappficH  the  vacancies  of  tense. 

Hark!  the  shrill  notes  transpierce  the  yielding  air, 

And  teach  the  ncigfahoaring  echos  how  to  swear. 

'  By  Jove/  is  faint,  and  for  the  simple  swain ; 

She,  on  the  Christian  tywUm  is  profane : 

B"t  though  the  voUey  rattles  in  your  car, 

Believe  her  drcasi  she  V  not  a  grenadier. 

If  thunder 's  awful,  how  much  more  oar  dread. 

When  Jove  deputes  a  lady  in  her  stead  1 

A  lady !  pardon  my  nnstakcn  pen ; 

A  shameless  woman  is  the  worst  of  men. 

Few  to  good-hrccding  make  a  Just  pretence ; 
Good-breeding  is  the  hlostfom  of  good  sense ; 
The  last  result  of  an  accomplished  mind, 
With  outward  grace,  the  Inxly's  virtue,  joined. 
A  violated  decency  now  reigns, 
And  nymphs  for  failings  take  peculiar  pains. 
With  Chinese  paintcrn  modem  toasts  agree. 
The  point  they  aim  at  is  clefoniiity ; 
They  throw  thc-ir  persons  with  a  hoyden  air. 
Across  the  room,  and  toes  into  the  chair. 
So  far  their  commerce  witli  niankiml  is  ^one. 
They  for  our  manners  have  exchanged  their  own. 
The  modest  look,  the  cantigated  grace, 
Tlie  gentle  movement,  and  aIow  meanured  pace. 
For  which  her  lovers  died,  her  parents  prayed. 
Arc  indecorums  with  the  modern  maid. 
Stiff  forms  arc  bad ;  but  let  not  worse  intrude, 
Nor  conquer  art  and  nature  to  lie  rude. 
Modern  good-lireedinj;  carry  to  it5  height. 
And  Lady  D — 's*  eelf  will  Iw  polite. 

Ye  rising  Fair!  j'c  bloom  of  Britain's  isle ! 
When  high-born  Anna,  with  a  solV-nod  smile, 
Leadii  on  your  train,  and  sparkles  at  your  head, 
What  setMUs  most  hard  is  not  to  be  w<?ll-bred : 
Ilor  bright  example  with  succx'ss  pursue, 
And  all  but  adoration  Li  your  due. 

'  But  adoration !  give  me  something  more,* — 
Cries  Lyce,  on  tlie  l)ordors  of  threescore. 
Nought  treads  so  silent  as  the  foot  of  Time ; 
Hence  we  mistake  our  autumn  for  our  prime. 
*Tis  greatly  wise  to  know,  before  we  're  told, 
The  melancholy  news  that  we  grow  old. 
Autumnal  Lyce  carries  in  her  face 
Afemento  mori  to  each  public  place. 
O  how  your  beating  breast  a  mistress  warms, 
Wlio  looks  through  Pi)ectacles  to  see  your  charms  1 
Wliile  rival  undertakers  hover  round. 
And  with  his  spade  the  sexton  marks  the  ground  ] 
Intent  not  on  her  own,  but  others'  doom, 
She  plans  new  conquests,  and  defrauds  the  tomb. 
In  vain  the  cock  has  ^summoned  sprites  away, 
Shu  Wiiiks  at  noon,  and  blasts  the  bloom  of  day; 
Ciav  rainlK)\v-i»ilkb  her  nicllovv  charms  infold, 
Alul  nought  ot  Lyce  but  herself  is  old: 
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Her  grizzled  locks  assume  a  smirkti 
And  art  has  levelled  her  deep  furro 
Her  strange  demand  no  mortal  can 
We  II  ask  her  blessing,  but  can't  ad 
She  grants,  indeed,  a  lady  may  dcci 
(All  ladies  but  herself)  at  ninety-nii 

O  how  unlike  her  was  the  sacred 
Of  prudent  Portia !  her  gray  hairs  < 
Whose  thouf^hts  are  suited  to  her  li 
Virtues  *s  the  jMunt  that  can  make  t 
That,  and  that  only,  can  old  age  sof 
Which  yet  all  wish,  nor  know  they 
Not  numerous  arc  our  joys  when  HI 
And  yearly  some  are  falling  of  the  f 
But  when  we  conquer  life's  meridia 
And  downward  tend  into  the  vale  o 
They  drop  apace:  by  nature  some  i 
And  some  the  blasts  of  fortune  swer 
Till  nakcfl  quite  of  happiness,  alouc 
We  call  for  death,  and  shelter  in  a  i 

Where's  Portia  now?— But  Port 
Two  lovoly  copies  of  her  form  and  i 
What  heart  untoucheil  tlieir  eariy  ( 
Like  blushing  rose-buds  dipped  in  r 
Who  into  siielter  takes  their  tender 
And  forms  their  minds  to  floe  from  i 
The  mind,  when  turned  adrift,  no  r 
Drives  at  the  merry  of  the  wind  an< 
Fancy  and  passion  toss  it  to  and  fro, 
A  while  torment,  and  then  quite  sii 
Ye  beauteous  orphans !  since  in  sih 
Your  bt^t  example  lies,  my  precej)t« 
Life  swarms  with  ills;  the  iKJdest  i 
Where  then  is  safctv  for  a  tender  n 
Unfit*  for  conflict,  round  beset  with  ^ 
And  man,  whom  least  she  fears,  hei 
When  kind,  most  cruel ;  when  oblij 
Tlie  least  obliging  ;  and  by  favours 
Cruel  by  natun\  tliey  for  kindness  1 
And  scorn  you  for  those  ills  themsel 
If  on  your  fume  our  sex  a  blot  has  t 
'Twill  ever  stick,  through  malice  of 
Most  hard !  in  pleasing  your  chief  g 
And  yet  from  pleasing  your  chief  d 
Then  please  the  l)est ;  and  know,  fo 
Your  strongest  charms  are  native  ir 
Arts  on  the  mind,  like  jmint  upon  tl 
Frights  him  that 's  worth  your  love  . 

brace. 
In  simple  manners  all  the  secret  lies 
Be  kind  and  virtuous,  you  '11  be  ble« 
Vaiii  show  and  noise  intoxicate  tlie 
Begin  with  giddiness,  and  end  in  p;i 
Affect  not  empty  fume  and  idle  prai 
Which  all  thoso  wretches  I  di^scribc 
Your  sex's  glory  'tis  to  shine  unkno 
Of  all  applause  l>e  fondest  of  your  o^ 
Beware  the  fever  of  the  mind;  that 
With  which  the  age  is  eminently  cu 
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To  drink  of  pleasure  but  inflames  desire, 
And  abstinence  alone  can  quench  the  fire ; 
Take  iiain  from  life,  and  terror  from  the  tomb^ 
Give  peace  in  hand,  and  promise  bliss  to  come. 


SATIRE  VI. 

ON  WOMEN. 

Inacnbed  to  the 
Ricnr  HON.  THE  lady  Elizabeth  germain. 

Interdamtamenet  tollit  comacdia  rocem.— /ibr. 

I  BoronT  a  patroness,  but  eought  in  vnin; 
Apollo  whispered  in  my  ear — '  Germain.' — 
I  know  her  not — 'Your  reason's  somewhat  oda; 
Who  knows  his  patron  nowT  replied  the  god. 
'  Men  write  to  me,  and  to  the  worM,  unknown, 
Then  steal  great  names  to  shield  them  from  the 

town. 
Detected  worth,  like  beauty  diftarmyetl, 
To  covert  flies,  of  praise  itself  afraid, 
Shonid  she  refuse  to  patronize  your  lays. 
In  ▼engf'ance  write  a  volume  in  her  praise: 
Nor  think  it  hard  so  great  a  length  to  run; 
When  soch  the  theme,  'twill  easily  be  done.' 
Ye  fair!  to  draw  your  excellence  at  length, 
Ezends  the  narrow  bounds  of  human  strength: 
You  here,  in  miniature,  your  pictures  see. 
Nor  hope  from  Zincke  more  justice  than  from  me: 
My  portraits  grace  your  mind,  as  his  3'our  side; 
His  portraits  will  inflame,  mine  quench  your  pride: 
He's  dear,  you  fnigal ;  choose  my  cheaper  la}', 
And  be  your  reformation  all  my  pay. 

Lavinia  is  polite,  but  not  profane, 
Tochorch  as  constant  as  to  Drury-lane; 
She  decently,  in  form,  pays  Heaven  its  due, 
And  makes  a  ci\il  visit  to  her  pew. 
Her  lifted  fan,  to  give  a  solemn  air, 
Conceals  her  fiiec,  which  passes  for  a  prayer: 
Curtsies  In  curtsies,  then,  with  grace  succeed; 
Not  one  the  fair  omits,  but  at  the  creed : 
Or  if  she  join's  the  scr^'ice,  'tis  to  speak ; 
Through  dreadful  silence  the  pent  heart  might 

hrenk: 
Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 
To  God  himself,  and  fondly  think  they  pray: 
Bnt  sweet  their  accent,  and  their  air  reflned; 
For  they're  before  their  Maker — and  mankind. 
"When  Udies  once  are  proud  of  praying  well, 
Satan  himself  will  toll  the  parish  bell. 

Acqnunted  with  the  world,  and  quite  well-bred, 
Orosa  receives  her  visitants  in  Ited ; 
Bat,  chaste  as  ice,  this  Vf  jtta,  to  defy 
The  veiy  blackest  tongue  of  calumny, 
When  fVoin  the  sheets  her  lovely  form  she  lifts, 
Sbe  hefp  you  jurt  would  turn  you  while  she  shifts. 


Those  charms  are  greatest  which  decline  the 
sight, 
That  makes  the  banquet  poignant  and  polite. 
There  is  no  woman  where  there's  no  reserve 
And  'tis  on  plenty  your  poof  lovers  starve. 

But  with  a  modem  fair,  meridian  merit 
Is  a  fierce  thing  they  call  a  nymph  of  spirit. 
Mark  well  the  rollings  of  her  flaming  eye, 
And  tread  on  tiptoe,  if  you  dare  draw  nigh: 
'  Or  if  you  take  a  Uon  by  the  beard, 
Or  dare  defy  the  foil  Ilyrcanian  pard, 
Or  armed  rhinoceros,  or  rough  Russian  bear,** 
First  make  your  will,  and  then  converse  with 

her. 
This  lady  glories  in  profuse  expense, 
And  tliinks  distraction  is  magnificence: 
To  beggar  her  gallant  is  some  delight; 
To  Im^  more  fatal  still  is  exquisite. 
Had  ever  nymph  such  reason  to  be  glaill 
In  duel  fell  two  lovers;  one  run  mad. 
Her  foes  their  honest  execrations  pour; 
Her  lovers  oiilv  should  detest  her  more. 

Flavia  is  constant  to  her  old  gallant. 
And  generously  sup[)orts  him  in  hit  want: 
But  marriage  is  a  fetter,  is  a  snare, 
A  hell  no  lady  so  (wlitc  can  bear. 
She's  faithful,  she's  ol)sen'ant ;  and  with  pains 
Her  angel-brood  of  bastards  she  maintains; 
Nor  least  advantage  has  the  fair  to  plead, 
Hut  that  of  guilt,  alx>vc  the  marriage-bed. 

Amasia  hates  a  prude,  and  scorns  restraint; 
Whate'er  she  is,  she'll  not  ap{)ear  a  saint: 
Her  soul  sujierior  flies  formality: 
So  gay  her  air,  her  conduct  is  so  free, 
Some  might  sus()ect  the  nymph  not  over-good- 
Nor  would  they  be  mistaken  if  they  should. 

Unmarried  Abra  puts  on  formal  airs; 
Her  cushion's    thread-bare  with    her   constant 

prayers; 
Her  onlv  grief  is,  that  she  can  not  be 
At  once  engaged  in  prayer  and  charity. 
And  this,  to  do  her  justice,  must  be  said, 
'  Who  would  not  think  that  Abra  was  a  maidl* 

Some  ladies  arc  too  lieauteous  to  be  wed, 
For  Where's  the  man  that's  worthy  of  their  bedl 
If  no  disease  reduce  her  pride  before, 
La\inia  will  Iw  ravished  at  threescore: 
Then  she  submits  to  venture  in  the  <]ark, 
And  nothing  now  is  wanting,  but  her  spark. 

Lucia  thinks  happiness  consists  in  state; 
She  weds  an  idiot;  but  she  eats  in  plate. 
Ttio  goods  of  Fortune  which  her  soul  posacsi, 
Arc  but  the  ground  of  unmade  happiness; 
The  rude  material:  wisdom  adds  to  this. 
Wisdom,  the  sole  artificer  of  bliss; 
She  from  herself,  if  so  compelletl  by  need. 
Of  thin  content  can  draw  the  subtle  thread; 
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But  (no  dijtnction  to  her  ncred  skill) 
tf  she  cun  work  in  gold  'tu  better  still. 

If  Tullia  had  been  blcvcd  with  half  her  senM, 
None  could  too  much  admire  her  excellence; 
But  since  she  can  make  error  shine  so  bright. 
She  thinks  it  vulgar  to  defend  the  right. 
With  undentanding  she  is  quite  o'cr-run 
And  by  too  great  accomiilishmcnts  undone: 
With  skill  she  vibrates  her  eternal  tongue, 
For  ever  roost  divinely  in  the  wrong. 

Naked  in  nothing  should  a  woman  be, 
But  veil  her  very  wit  with  modesty : 
Let  man  discover,  let  not  her  display, 
But  yield  her  charms  of  mind  with  sweet  delay. 

For  pleasure  formed,  perversely  some  believe, 
To  make  themselves  important,  men  must  grieve. 
Lesbia  the  fair,  to  fire  her  jealous  lord. 
Pretends  the  fop  she  laughs  at  is  adored. 
In  vain  she's  proud  of  secret  innocence: 
The  fact  she  feigns  were  scarce  a  worse  of!i*nce. 

Mira,  endowed  with  every  charm  to  bless. 
Has  no  design  but  on  her  huslmnd's  peace: 
He  loved  her  much,  and  greatly  was  ho  moved 
At  small  inquietudes  in  her  he  loved. 

*  How  charming  this!' — The  pleasure  lasted  long; 
Now  every  day  the  fits  come  tliick  and  strong: 
At  last  he  found  the  charmer  only  feigned. 

And  was  diverted  when  he  should  be  pained. 
What  greater  vengeance  have  the  gods  in  store  t 
How  tedious  life,  now  she  can  plague  no  more  1 
She  tries  a  thousand  arts,  but  none  succeed ; 
She's  forced  a  fever  to  procure  indeed : 
Thus  strictly  proved  this  virtuous,  loving  wife 
Her  liusband's  pain  was  dearer  than  her  life. 

Anxious  Melania  rises  to  my  view. 
Who  never  thinks  her  lover  pays  his  due : 
Vii>it,  present,  treat,  flatter,  and  adore. 
Her  majesty,  to-morrow,  calls  for  more. 
His  wounded  ears  complaintH  eternal  fill, 
As  unoiled  hinges,  querulously  shrill. 

*  You  went  last  night  with  Celia  to  the  ball.' 
You  prove  it  false.     *  Not  go  1  that's  worst  of  alL' 
Nothing  can  please  her,  nothing  not  inflame, 
And  arrant  contradictions  arc  the  same. 

Her  lover  must  be  sad  to  please  her  spleen ; 
His  mirth  is  an  inexpiable  sin ; 
For  of  all  rivals  that  can  pain  her  breast, 
There's  one  that  wounds  far  deeper  than  the  rest; 
To  wreck  her  quiet,  the  most  dreadful  shelf 
Is,  if  her  lover  d|ures  enjoy  himself. 
And  this,  because  she's  exquisitely  fair: 
Should  I  dispute  her  lx?auty:  how  she'd  stare  1 
How  would  Melania  be  surprised  to  hear 
Sne's  quite  deformed  ?  and  yet  the  cose  is  dear. 
What's  female  beauty  but  an  air  divine, 
1  hrough  which  the  mind's  all  gentle  graces  shmel 
lliey,  like  the  sun,  irradiate  all  between ; 
The  kxKly  charms,  because  the  soul  is  seen : 


Hence  men  are  often  captives  of  a 
They  know  nor  why,  of  no  pecufi 
Some  forms,  though  bright,  no  r 

bear, 
Some  none  resist,  though  not  cxce 

Aspasia's  highly  bom,  and  nice 
Of  taste  refined,  in  life  and  mannc 
Yet  reaps  no  fruit  from  her  superi 
But  to  be  teased  by  her  own  excel 
'  Folks  arc  so  awkward !  things  so 
She's  elegantly  pained  from  mom 
Her  delicacy's  shocked  where'er  si 
Each  creature's  imperfections  are 
Heaven  by  its  favour  has  the  fair  < 
And  jmured  such  blessings — tha 
blessed. 

Ah!  why  so  vain,  though  bloomii 
Thou  shining,  frail,  adore<l,  and  w 
Old  age  will  come ;  disease  may  cc 
Fifteen  is  full  as  mortal  as  thrcesc 
Thy  fortune  and  thy  charms  may 
But  grant  these  fugitives  prolong 
Their  basis  totters,  their  foundatio 
Life,  that  supix>rts  them,  in  a  mor 
Then  wrought  into  the  soul  let  vii 
The  ground  ctornal,  as  the  work  > 

Julia's  a  manager,  she's  bom  fo 
And  knows  her  wiser  husband  is 
Assemblies  holds,  and  spins  the  si 
That  guides  the  lover  to  his  fair-o 
For  difllicult  amours  can  smooth  tl 
And  tender  letters  dictate  or  conv« 
But  if  deprived  of  such  important 
Her  wisdom  condescends  to  less  a 
For  her  own  breakfast  she'll  proje 
Nor  take  her  tea  without  a  strata| 
Presides  o'er  trifles  with  a  serious 
Important  by  the  \irtue  of  grimao 

Ladies  supreme  among  amusen 
By  nature  born  to  sooth  and  cntei 
Their  prudence  in  a  share  of  foUji 
Why  will  they  be  so  weak  as  to  b 

Syrcna  is  for  ever  in  extremes, 
And  with  a  vengeance  she  commc 
Conscious  of  her  discernment,  wh 
She  strains  too  much  to  make  it  u 
Her  judgment  just,  her  sentence  i 
Because  she's  right,  she's  ever  in  t 

Brunetta's  wise  in  actions  great 
But  scorns  on  trifles  to  bestow  hei 
Thus  every  hour  Brunetta  is  to  bl 
Because  the  occa«on  is  beneath  h 
Think  nought  a  trifle,  though  it  m 
Small  sands  the  mountidn,  moment 
And  trifles  life :  your  caro  to  trifle 
Or  you  may  die  before  you  truly  li 

Go  breakfast  with  Alicea,  there 
Simplex  munditiis  to  the  last  deg 


Unlaced  her  fltays,  her  nightgown  is  untied, 
And  what  she  has  of  head-dross  is  aside : 
She  drawls  Iier  words  and  waddles  in  her  pace, 
Unwashed  her  hands, and  much  t)C8nuf!cd  her  face: 
A  nail  uncut,  and  head  uncombed,  she  loves, 
And  would  draw  jack-boots  on  as  soon  as  gloves; 
Gloves  by  queen  Bess's  maidens  might  be  missed. 
Her  blessed  eyes  ne'er  saw  a  female  fist. 
Lovers !  beware,  to  wound  how  can  she  fail, 
With  scarlet  finger  and  long  jetty  nail  1 
For  Hervey*  the  first  wit  she  can  not  be, 
Nor,  cruel  Richmond  !t  the  first  toast  for  thee. 
Since  full  each  other  station  of  renown, 
Wlio  would  not  be  the  greatest  trapes  in  town  1 
Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight : 
A  fiemnle-sloven  is  an  odious  siglit. 

Fair  Isabella  is  so  fond  of  fame, 
That  her  dear  self  is  her  eternal  theme : 
Through  hopes  of  contradiction  ofl  she'll  say, 
'  Methinks  I  look  so  wretchedly  to-day  1' 
When  most  the  world  applauds  you,  most  beware; 
Tis  often  less  a  blessing  than  a  snare. 
Distrust  mankind ;  with  your  own  heart  confer, 
And  dread  even  there  to  find  a  flatterer. 
The  breath  of  others  raises  our  renown; 
Oar  own  as  surely  blows  the  pageant  down. 
Take  up  no  more  than  you  by  worth  can  claim, 
Lest  soon  you  prove  a  bankrupt  in  your  fame. 

But  own  I  must,  in  this  per\'ertcd  age, 
Who  roost  deserve  can't  always  most  engage. 
Bo  far  IS  worth  from  making  glory  sure, 
It  often  hinders  what  it  should  procure. 
Whom  praise  we  moetl  the  virtuous,  brave^  and 

wisel 
yo ;  wretches  whom,  in  secret,  we  despise. 
And  who  so  blind  as  not  to  see  the  cause? 
Ko  rivals  raised  by  such  discreet  applause ; 
And  yet  of  credit  it  lays  in  a  store, 
By  which  our  spleen  may  wound  true  worth  the 


Ladies  there  are  who  think  one  crime  is  all : 
Cub  women,  then,  no  way  but  backward  fall  1 
8o  sweet  is  that  one  crime  they  don't  pursue. 
To  pay  it*  loss  they  think  all  others  few. 
yn»  hold  that  crime  so  dear,  must  never  claim 
Of  injured  modesty  the  sacred  name. 

But  Clio  thus, '  What !  railing  without  end? 
Moan  task!  how  much  more  generous  to  com- 

mendl 
Yem^  to  commend  as  you  are  wont  to  do, 
Btf  jT  kind  instructor,  and  example  too. 
•  I>BLphnis,'  says  Clb,  '  has  a  charming  eye ; 
liity  'tis  her  shoulder  is  awry ! 
,*a  shape,  indeed — ^but  then  her  air— 
noon  has  parts  who  finds  destruction  there. 
,'•  wit  has  something  that's  divine ; 
^jtd  wit's  enough — how  few  in  all  things  shine ! 


Selina  serves  her  friends,  relieves  the  |K)or — 
Who  was  it  said  Selina's  near  tlm»esr^re7 
At  Lucia's  niatrli  I  from  my  soul  njoice, 
The  world  cont^nitulutes  so  wise  a  choice: 
His  lordship's  rent-roll  is  exceeding  great — 
But  mortgages  will  sap  the  liest  estate. 
'  In  Shirley V  form  might  cherubiins  appear, 
But  then — she  has  a  fnttkle  on  her  ear,' 
Without  a  but,  Ilortensia  she  commends. 
The  first  of  women,  and  tlie  best  of  friends ; 
Owns  her  in  person,  wit,  fame,  virtue,  bright ; 
But  how  comes  this  to  pass  7 — slie  die<l  lant  night 

Thus  nymphs  commend,  who  yet  at  satire  mil. 
Indeed  that's  needless,  if  such  prai^  prevail. 
And  whence  such  praise?  our  virulence  is  thrown 
On  others'  fame,  through  fondness  for  our  own. 

Of  rank  and  riches  proud,  Cleora  frowns, 
For  are  not  coronets  akin  to  crowns? 
Ilcr  greedy  eye,  and  her  sublime  address, 
\  The  height  of  avarice  and  pride  confess. 
You  seek  jx'rfections  wortliy  of  her  rank ; 
Go,  seek  for  her  perfections  at  the  Bank. 
By  wealth  unquenched,  by  reason  uncontrolled, 
For  ever  Inirns  her  sacretl  thirst  fr)r  gold : 
As  fond  of  fisc  pence  as  the  veriest  cit, 
And  quite  as  much  detested  as  a  wit. 

Can  gold  calm  passion,  or  make  reason  shine  1 
Can  we  dig  |)eace  or  wis<loni  from  the  mine  1 
Wisdom  to  gold  pri'fer,  for  'tis  much  less 
To  make  our  fortune  than  our  happiness : 
That  iiappiness  which  great  ones  often  sec. 
With  rage  and  wonder,  in  a  low  degree, 
Themselves  unblessed.     The  poor  arc  only  poor; 
But  what  are  they  who  droop  amid  their  store  1 
NothinjT  is  meaner  than  a  wretch  of  state. 
The  happy  only  are  tl»c  truly  great. 
Peasants  enjoy  like  apjietites  with  kings, 
And  those  Liest  satisfied  with  cheapest  things. 
Could  both  our  Indies  buy  but  one  new  sense, 
Our  envy  would  l)c  due  to  large  expense : 
Since  not,  tiiosc  pom{Hi  which  to  the  great  bclonf 
Are  but  \kmt  arts  to  mark  them  from  tlie  throng. 
Sec  how  they  b(>g  an  alms  of  Flattery : 
They  languish!  oh,  support  them  with  a  lie ! 
A  decent  competence  we  fully  taste ; 
It  strikes  our  sense,  and  gives  a  constant  least : 
More  we  perceive  by  dint  of  thought  alone : 
The  rich  must  labour  to  possess  their  own, 
To  feel  their  great  abundance,  and  request 
Their  humble  friends  to  help  them  to  be  blc»t  j 
To  see  their  treasures,  hear  their  glory  told, 
And  aid  the  wretched  impotence  of  gold. 

But  some,  great  souls!  and  touched  with  wanuti 
divine. 
Give  gold  a  price,  and  teach  its  beams  to  sliina. 


I^idllamgr* 


tDukeof  Rkhmood. 
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All  hoarded  tmmiret  they  repute  a  load, 
Nor  think  their  wealth  their  own,  till  well  be- 
stowed: 
Grand  reaenroiraof  puUic  hap|iine«f, 
Through  aecrct  «treanw  difluaively  they  Mesa, 
And  while  their  bounties  glide,  concealed  from 

%iew, 
Relieve  oi<r  wants,  and  spare  our  bluBhcs  too. 
But  satire  is  my  task,  and  these  destroy 
Hrr  gloomy  province  and  malignant  joy. 
Help  mr,  ye  misers!  help  me  to  C(Hnplain, 
And  blast  our  common  enemy,  Germain:* 
But  our  invectives  must  despair  success, 
For  next  to  praise  she  values  nothing  less. 

What  picture's  yonder,  loosened  from  its  frame? 
C>r  is*t  Asturia  7  that  aflfectod  dame. 
The  brightest  forms,  through  afTcctation,  fade 
To  strange  new  things,  which  Nature  never  made. 
Frown  not,  ye  fair!  so  much  your  sex  we  prize, 
We  hate  those  arts  that  take  you  from  our  eyes. 
In  Albucinda's  native  grace  is  seen 
What  you,  who  labour  at  perfection,  mean. 
Short  is  the  rule,  .and  to  be  learned  with  ease. 
Retain  your  gentle  selves,  and  you  must  please. 
Here  might  I  sing  of  Memmia's  mincing  mien. 
And  all  the  movements  of  the  soil  machine ; 
How  two  red  lips  aflccted  zephyrs  blow, 
To  cool  the  bohea,  and  inflame  the  beau ; 
While  one  white  finger  and  a  thumb  conspire 
To  lift  the  cup,  and  make  the  world  admire. 

Tea !  how  I  tremble  at  thy  fatal  stream ! 
As  Lethe  dreadful  to  the  Love  of  Fame. 
What  devastations  on  thy  banks  are  seen ! 
What  sliades  of  mighty  names  which  once  have 

boon ! 
An  hecatomb  of  characters  supplies 
Thy  painted  altars'  daily  sacrifice. 
Hcrvoy,  rcarce,  Blount,  aspersed  by  thee,  decay. 
As  grains  of  finest  sugar  melt  away. 
And  recommend  thee  more  to  mortal  taste : 
Scandals  tlie  swoct'nor  of  a  female  feast. 

But  tills  inhuman  triumph  shall  decline. 
And  thy  revolting  naiads  call  for  wine ; 
Spirits  no  longer  shall  serve  under  thee. 
But  reign  in  thy  own  cup,  exploded  tea  1 
Citronia's  nose  declares  thy  ruin  nigh, 
And  who  dares  give  Citronia's  nose  the  lie  ?t 

The  ladies  long  at  men  of  drink  exclaimed. 
And  what  impaired  both  health  and  \irtuo  blamed : 
At  length  to  rescue  man,  the  generous  lass 
Stole  from  her  consort  the  pernicious  glass : 
As  glorious  as  the  British  queen  renowned, 
\V  lio  sucked  th«;  poison  from  her  husband's  wound. 

Nor  tu  the  glass  alone  are  nymphs  inclined, 
Hut  every  bolder  vice  of  bold  mankind. 


*  ladj  Beuj  Germain,  a  coneapondtnt  of  SwUL 
—-Solera  quia  dicero  falaum 
«iv<9at  ViriiiL 


O  Juvenal !  for  thy  eeverer  rij 
To  lash  the  ranker  follies  of  our 

Are  there,  among  the  females 
Such  faults  at  which  it  b  a  (anil 
There  are:  Vice  once  by  modest 
And  legal  ties,  expatiates  unrest 
Without  tltin  decency  held  up  U 
Naked  she  stalks  o'er  law  and  g 
Our  matrons  lead  such  exemplai 
Men  sigh  in  vain  for  none,  but  i 
Who  marry  to  be  finee,  to  range 
And  wed  one  man,  to  wanton  w 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  'tis  st 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  deba 
What  foul  eruptions  from  a  kx>k 
What  thunders  bursting  from  a 
Their  passions  bear  it  with  a  lol 
But  then  their  reason  is  at  due  c 
Is  there  whom  you  detest,  and  sc 
Trust  no  soul  with  the  secret — b 
Wives  wonder  that  their  conduc 
And  nsk  what  kindred  is  a  spou 

What  swarms  of  amorous  gra 
And  misses,  ancient  in  iniquity ! 
What  blasting  whispers,  and  w 

ing! 
What  lying,  drinking,  bawding 

ing! 
Friends! lip  so  cold,  such  warm  h 
Such  griping  avarice,  such  profu 
Such  dead  devotion,  such  a  zeal 
Such  licensed  ill,  such  masquera 
Such  venal  faillis,  such  misappli 
Such  flattered  guilt,  and  such  in 
Such  dissolution  tlirou^rh  the  wt 
'Tis  not  a  world,  but  chaos  of  m 

Since  Sundays  have  no  balls 
belle 
Shines  in  the -pew,  but  smiles  to 
And  casts  an  eye  of  sweet  disdai 
Who  listens  loss  to  Collins  than 
Atheists   have    been   but  rare: 

birth. 
Till  now,  she-atheists  ne'er  appc 
Ye  men  of  deep  researches !  say, 
This  daring  character  in  timoroi 
Who  start  at  feathers,  from  an  i 
A  match  for  nothing — but  the  D 

But,  not  to  wrong  the  fair,  the 
In  this  pursuit  they  court  not  fai 
But  join  to  that  a  more  sulistanti 
'  FroiK  thinking  free,  to  lie  free  a^ 

They  strive  with  their  own 
them  down, 
In  complaisance  to  all  the  fools  i 
O,  how  they  tremble  at  the  name 
And  die  with  shame  at  thought  < 
For  what  will  Artimis,  the  rich  a 
What  will  the  wito,  that  is,  the  c 
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They  Heaven  defy,  to  earth's  vile  dregs  a  slave, 
Through  cowardice  most  execrably  brave. 
"With  our  own  judgments  durst  we  to  comply, 
In  virtue  i^uld  we  live,  in  glory  die. 
Rise  then,  my  Muse!  in  honest  fury  rise; 
They  dread  a  satire  who  defy  the  skies. 

Atheists  are  few :  most  nymphs  a  Godhead  own, 
And  nothing  but  Iiis  attributes  dctlirone. 
From  atheist,  far,  they  stedfostly  believe 
God  is,  and  is  almighty — to  forgive. 
His  other  excellence  they'll  not  dispute : 
But  mercy,  sure,  is  liis  chief  attribute. 
Shall  pleasures  of  a  shoTt  duration  chain 
A  Iady*s  sou!  in  everlasting  pain  ? 
Will  the  great  Author  us  f)Oor  worms  destroy, 
For  now  and  tlien  a  sip  of  transient  joy  7 
No,  he's  (or  ever  in  a  smiling  mood ; 
Hc*s  like  themselves,  or  how  could  he  be  good  1 
And  they  blaspheme  wlio  blacker  schemes  sup- 


Devoutly,  thus,  Jeliovah  they  depose, 

The  pure !  the  just !  and  sot  up  in  his  stead, 

A  ddty  that*8  perfectly  well-briHl. 

'  Dear  TiUotson !  be  sure  the  best  of  men ; 
Nor  tliought  he  more  than  thought  great  Origen. 
Though  once  U]X>n  a  time  he  inisl)cliaved 
Poor  Satan!  doubtless  he1I  at  length  l)c  saved. 
Let  priests  do  something  for  tlieir  one  in  ten; 
It  is  tlieir  trade:  so  far  they're  honest  men. 
Let  them  cant  on,  since  they  have  got  the  knack, 
Aiid  dress  their  notions,  like  them:»elves,  in  black; 
Fright  tiB  with  terrors  of  a  world  unknown, 
From  joys  of  this,  to  kci^pthein  all  their  own. 
Of  earth's  fair  fruits,  indeed,  they  chiiin  a  fee; 
Bat  then  they  leave  our  untytlicd  \irtue  free. 
Virtue's  a  pretty  thing  to  make  a  show ; 
Did  ever  mortal  write  like  Roclu'fuuc*uult  1' 
Thus  pleads  the  devil's  fair  apologist. 
And,  pleading,  safely  enters  on  his  list 

Let  angel-forms  angelic  truths  niciintain. 
Nature  disjoins  the  lH.'autcous  and  profane. 
For  what's  true  Iwauty  but  fair  Virtue's  faccl 
Virtue  made  visible  in  outward  grace  1 
She,  then,  that  s  haunted  with  an  impious  mind  7 
The  more  she  charms,  the  more  she  shocks  man- 
kind. 
But  charms  decline:  the  fair  long  vigils  keep: 
They  sleep  no  more:  duadrillc*  has  murden'd 

Sleep. 
'Poor  Kempi't  cries  Lim;  '.I  have  not  been 

there 
These  two  nights :  the  poor  creature  will  despair. 
1  hate  a  crowd — but  to  do  good,  you  know — 
And  poofilo  of  condition  should  Iwstow.' 
Convinced,  overcome,  to  Kemp's  grave  matrons  run, 
flow  set  a  daughter,  and  now  stake  a  son; 
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Let  healtli,  fame,  temj)er,  beauty,  fortune,  fly, 
And  beggar  half  their  race — through  charity. 

Immortal  were  we,  or  else  mortal  quite, 
I  less  should  blame  this  criminal  delight; 
But  since  the  gay  assembly's  gayest  room 
Is  but  an  upj^r  story  to  the  t6mb, 
Methuiks  we  need  not  our  short  beintrg  shun. 
And, thought  to  fly, contend  to  be  undone: 
We  need  not  buy  our  ruin  with  our  crime. 
And  give  eternity  to  murder  time. 

The  love  of  gaming  w  the  worst  of  ills ; 
With  ceaseless  storms  the  blackened  soul  it  fills; 
Inveiglis  at  Ileavrn,  neglects  the  ties  of  blood, 
Destroys  the  will  and  i)ower  of  doing  good; 
Kills  health,  pawns  honour,  plunges  in  disgrace, 
And,  what  is  still  more  dreadful — s{)oils  your  face* 

Sec  yonder  set  of  thieves  tliat  live  on  spoil, 
The  scandal  and  the  ruin  of  our  isle! 
And  see,  (stnmge  si;:ht!)  amid  that  ruflian  band, 
A  form  divine  high  wave  her  snowy  hand, 
That  rattles  loud  a  small  enchanted  box, 
Which,  loud  as  thunder,  on  thel»oard  she  knocks; 
And  as  fierce  storms,  whieh  earth's  foundation 

shook, 
From  iEolus  s  cave  imjx^tuous  broke: 
From  this  small  cavern  a  mixed  tein|)est  flies, 
Fear,  rage,  convulsions,  tears,  oaths,  blasphemicsl 
For  men,  I  mean, — tlie  fair  disi*harges  none: 
She  (guillli'ss  cn-ature  I)  swears  to  Heaven  alone. 

See  her  eyes  start !  chei-ks  glow !  and  muscles 
swell ! 
Like  tlie  mad  maid  in  the  Cumean  cell. 
Thus  that  divine-one  her  si)il  nights  employs! 
Thus  tunes  her  soul  to  ti»nder  nuptial  joys! 
And  when  thecniel  morning  calls  to  l)ed, 
And  on  lier  pillow  lays  her  aching  head. 
With  the  dear  images  her  dreams  are  crowned, 
The  die  spins  lovely,  or  the  cards  go  round ; 
Imaginary  ruins  charm  her  still ; 
Her  happy  loni  's  cuckolded  by  Spadillc ; 
And  if  she's  brought  to  bed,  'tis  ten  to  one 
He  marks  the  forehead  of  her  darling  son. 

O  scene  of  horror  and  of  wild  despair  I 
Why  is  the  rich  Atrides*  splendid  heir 
Constrainetl  to  quit  his  ancient  lordly  seat, 
And  hide  his  glories  in  a  mean  retreat? 
Why  that  drawn  sword  1  and  whence  that  dismu 

crv7 
Wliy  pale  distraction  through  the  family  1 
See  my  lonl  threaten,  and  my  lady  weep, 
And  trembling  senants  from  the  tem{)est  creep. 
Why  that  gay  son  to  distant  regions  sent? 
What  fiends  that  daughter  s  destined  match  pm 

vent? 
"Why  the  whole  house  in  sudden  ruin  laid  1 
O  nothing,  but  last  night — my  lady  played. 

But  wanders  not  my  Satire  from  her  theme  1 
Is  this,  too,  owing  to  the  Love  of  Fame? 
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Though,  now,  your  hearts  on  lucre  are  bestowed, 
»Twas  first  a  vain  devotion  to  the  mode : 
Nor  cease  wc  here,  since  'tis  a  vice  so  strong, 
The  torrent  sweeps  all  womankind  along. 
This  may  be  said,  in  honour  of  our  times, 
That  none  now  stand  distinguished  by  their  crimes. 

If  sin  you  must,  take  Nature  for  your  guide; 
Love  has  some  soft  excuse  to  soothe  your  pride. 
Ve  foir  ai)Ostatcs  from  Love's  ancient  power! 
Can  nothing  ravish  but  a  golden  shower? 
Can  cards  alone  your  glowing  fancy  seize  1 
IVIuiit  Cupid  learn  to  punt,  ere  he  can  pleasel 
When  you're  enamoured  of  a  lift  or  cast. 
What  can  the  preacher  more  to  make  us  chaste  1 
Why  must  strong  youths  unmarried  pine  awayl 
They  find  no  woman  disengaged— from  play. 
Why  pine  the  married  l—O  severer  fate  I 
They  find  from  play  no  disengaged— estate. 
Flavia,  at  lovers  false,  untouched  and  hard. 
Turns  pale,  and  trembles  at  a  cruel  card. 
Nor  Arria's  Bible  can  secure  her  age ; 
Her  threescore  years  are  shuffling  with  her  page. 
While  Death  stands  by  but  till  the  game  is  done. 
To  sweep  that  stake,  in  justice  long  his  own : 
Like  old  cards,  tinged  with  sulphur,  she  takes  fire ; 
Or,  like  snufl's  sunk  in  sockets,  blazes  higher. 
Ye  gods!  with  new  delights  inspire  the  fair, 
Or  give  us  sons,  and  save  us  from  despair. 

Sons,  brothers,  fathers,  husbands,  tradesmen, 

close 
III  my  complaint,  and  brand  your  sins  in  prose : 
Y«.t  I  believe,  as  firmly  as  my  creed, 
lii  spite  of  all  our  wisdom,  you'll  proceed. 
Our  i>ride  so  great,  our  passion  is  so  strong. 
Advice  to  ri;;lit  confirms  us  in  the  wrong. 
I  hear  YOU  cry,  *  Tliis  fellow's  very  odd,' 
When  you  chastise,  who  would  not  kiss  the  rod? 
But  I've  a  charm  your  anger  shall  control. 
And  turn  your  eyes  with  a)ldness  on  the  vole. 

The  charm  begins !  To  yonder  flood  of  light. 
That  bursts  o'er  gloomy  Britain,  turn  your  sight. 
What  guardian  power  o'er  whelms  your  souls  with 

awe  1 
Her  tleeds  are  precepts,  her  example  law ; 
Midst  empire's  charms  how  CaroUna's*  heart 
Glows  with,  the  love  of  virtue  and  of  art! 
J  ler  favour  is  diffused  to  that  degree, 
Kxccss  of  goodness !  it  has  dawned  on  me. 
AVln-n  in  my  page,  to  balance  numerous  faults. 
Or  godlike  deeds  were  shown,  or  generous  thoughts. 
She  smiled,  industrious  to  Iw  pleased,  nor  knew 
Fr«»m  whom  my  i>en  the  Iwrrowed  lustre  drew. 

Thus  the  majestic  mother  of  mankind,t 
To  her  own  charms  most  amiably  blind, 
On  the  green  margin  mnocently  stootl. 
And  gazed  indulgent  on  the  crystal  flood; 
Surveyed  the  stranger  m  the  pwnted  wave, 
Aiid.  smiling,  praised  the  beauties  which  she  gave. 


SATIRE  VII. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  SIR  ROBERT  WALPCLl. 

Carmlna  mm  mdios,  cum  venerii  Ipse,  canemns.— J^rg. 


*  Queen  CaralliM. 


t  Milton. 


On  this  last  labour,  this  my  closing  strain, 
Smile,  Walpolc !  or  the  Nine  inspire  in  ¥»in. 
To  thee  'tis  due ;  that  verse  how  justly  thine, 
Where  Brunswick's  glory  crowns  the  whole  d» 

signl 
That  glory  which  thy  counsels  make  so  bright; 
That  glory  which  on  thee  reflects  a  light. 
Illustrious  commerce,  and  but  rarely  known! 
To  give,  and  take,  a  lustre  from  the  throne. 

Nor  think  that  thou  art  foreign  to  my  theme; 
The  fountain  is  not  foreign  to  the  stream. 
How  all  mankind  will  be  surprised  to  see 
This  flood  of  British  folly  charged  on  thee! 
Say,  Britain !  whence  this  caprice  of  thy  sons, 
Wliich  through  their  various  ranks  with  fury  runs 
The  cause  is  i)lain,  a  cause  which  we  must  bleu 
For  Caprice  is  the  daughter  of  Success, 
(A  bad  eflcct,  but  from  a  pleasing  cause !) 
And  gives  our  rulers  undesigned  applause, 
TelU  how  their  conduct  bids  our  wealth  increM 
And  lulls  us  in  the  flowny  lap  of  Peace. 

While  1  8ur>ey  the  blessings  of  our  isle. 
Her  arts  triumphant  in  the  royal  smile, 
Her  public  wounds  bound  up,  her  credit  high, 
Her  commerce  spreading  sails  in  every  sky, 
The  pleasing  scene  recalls  my  theme  again. 
And  shows  the  madness  of  ambitious  men, 
Who,  fond  of  bloodshed,  draw  the  murdering  swor 
And  burn  to  give  mankind  a  single  lord. 
The  follies  past  arc  of  a  private  kind; 
Their  sphere  is  small,  their  mischief  is  confined 
But  darinv;  men  tlh^re  are  (awake,  my  Muse  1 
And  raise  thy  verse)  who  Iwlder  frenzy  choose; 
Who,  stung  by  glory,  rave,  and  U>uiid  away. 
The  world  theij  field,  and  humankind  their  pw 
The  Grecian  chief,  th'  enthusiast  of  his  piiJi 
With  Rage  and  Terror  stalking  by  his  side. 
Raves  round  the  glolxj ;  he  soars  into  a  god  I 
Stand  fast,  Olympus !  and  sustain  his  nod. 
The  i)est  divine  in  horrid  grandeur  reigns, 
And  thrives  on  mankind's  miseries  and  pains. 
What  slaughtered  hosts !  what  cities  in  a  blai 
What  wasted  countri«»8 !  and  what  crimson  sea 
With  orphans'  tears  his  impious  Iwwl  o'erflows 
And  cries  of  kingdoms  lull  him  to  repose. 

And  can  not  thrice  ten  hundred  years  unpn 
The  Iwisterous  boy,  and  blast  his  guilty  bays! 
"Why  want  we,  then,  encomiums  on  the  storm, 
Or  famine  or  volcano  1  they  perform 
Their  mighty  deeds;  they,  herthlike,  can  slay, 
And  spread  their  ample  deserts  in  a  day. 
O  great  alliance !  O  divine  renown  I 
With  dearth  and  pestiknce  to  sh^re  the  ckpkl 
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Wh<?ii  mcJi  f  xtol  a  wiM  ilcstroyor'**  name, 
Enrtli's  nuii-.ltT  niul  Prosorvi-r  thoy  bhsphcme. 

On«  to  clcstnn*  is  murdor  bv  llip  law, 
Anil  gihlxtrt  koop  Ihc  lifloil  haiul  in  awe; 
To  muttlcr  tliousands  takes  a  sjiecioiia  name, 
"War's  jilorious  art,  and  jfivcs  ininiortnl  fame. 

Whrn  after  battle  1  the  field  have  seen 
Sprratl  o'er  with  ghastly  shapes  which  once  were 

XTiCn, 
A  nation  crushed,  a  nation  of  the  brave! 
A  waltn  of  death!  and  on  this  «ide  the  grave! 

*  Ans  llicre,*  said  I,  *  who  from  this  Rad  survey, 
Thw  human  chnos,  carry  smiles  away  V 
How  did  njv  heart  with  indiirnation  rise! 
How  honest  Xature  swelled  into  mv  eves  I 
How  was  1  fhoeked  to  think  the  hero's  trado 
Of  such  materials,  fame  and  triumph,  made ! 

How  guilty  these  1  yet  not  Ic^s  guilty  they 
Who  reaeh  false  glory  by  a  aino<^t!ier  way; 
Who  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words, 
And  hows  and  smiles,  more  fital  than  their  swords; 
Wbostifie  nature,  and  pul»ist  on  art; 
Who  coin  the  face,  and  p<trity  t!ie  heart; 
AH  real  kindness  for  the  show  disennl, 
As  maHiIc  jiolished,  and  as  marble  hard ; 
Who  do  for  2old  what  ChristinTis  do  throiifth  jirace, 
'With  0{>cn  arms  thfir  eneniii\s  embrace;' 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  n'jnne, 

•  The  thinnest  fooil  on  whi«*h  a  wretch  can  dine:* 
Oriftlicy  serve  you,  Ber\-c  you  disineline<l, 
Aim]  in  their  height  of  kindness  are  unkind. 
Swrh  rourticra  were,  and  such  again  may  be, 
Walpolc!  when  men  forget  to  copy  thee. 

Hrre  cease,  my  Muse!  the  catalogue  is  writ, 
Xor  one  more  candidate  for  fame  admit; 
Though  disappointed  thousands  justly  blame 
Thy  partial  pen,  and  iKwst  an  equal  claim: 
Be  this  their  comfort,  fools,  omitted  hrre. 
May  fomiiih  laughter  for  another  year. 
Then  let  Criapino,  who  was  nc  cr  refused 
Thr  justice  yet  of  being  well  iibused, 
'    With  patience  wait,  and  Ik*  content  to  reign 
The  pink  of  poppies  in  some  future  str!lin: 
8nme  future  tstrain,  in  which  the  Muse  shall  tell 
llo^  Rcirncc  dwindles,  and  how  volumes  swell. 
IXinv  commentators  each  dark  passage  shun. 
And  hold  their  farthing  candle  to  the  sun. 
Hi^v  tortured  texts  to  speak  our  sense  arc  made, 
Anil  r^'cry  vice  is  to  the  Scripture  laid. 
How  roiserB  squeeze  a  young  voluptuous  peer, 
Elia  (sins  to  Lucifer  not  half  so  dear. 
CI.>«r  Vcrres  i^  less  qualifunl  to  steal 
With  fsword  and  pistol,  than  with  wax  and  seal. 
tlo^K  lawyers'  foes  to  such  excejM  arc  run, 
Tb*t  clients  are  reilressed  till  they're  undone. 
Uovr  one  man's  anguish  is  another's  sport. 
And  e*en  denials  cost  us  dear  at  court. 
How  man  etemall}'  false  judgments  makes, 
1   Aod  all  his  joys  and  sorrows  arc  mistaken. 


This  swarm  of  themrs  that  settles  on  my  pen, 
Which  I,  like  summer-dies,  shako  oflf  again, 
Let  others  sing :  to  whom  my  weak  essay 
But  sttunds  a  prelude,  and  points  out  their  prey*. 
That  duty  done,  I  hasten  to  comj)lctc 
My  own  design;  fur  Tons«in's  at  the  gate. 

The  Love  of  Fame  in  its  efltTts  surveyetl, 
The  Muse  has  sung;  be  now  the  cause  displayed? 
Since  so  diflusive,  and  so  wide  its  sway, 
What  is  this  jwwer  whom  all  mankind  obey  7 

Shot  from  above,  by  Heaven's  indulgence,  c-anM 
This  generous  ardour,  thisunconquered  flame. 
To  warm,  to  raise,  to  drify  mankind. 
Still  buniin<;  bri<;hti'st  in  the  noblest  mind. 
By  large-sou!«'d  men,  for  thir&t  of  fame  renowned, 
AVLse  laws  were  framed,  and  sacnni  arts  were 

found ; 
Desire  of  praise  first  broke  the  patriot's  rest, 
And  m;'d«'  a  bulwark  of  the  warrior's  breast; 
It  bids  Arirvle  in  fu'lds  and  senates  shine: 
AVbat  more  can  jirove  its  origin  divine? 

But,  oh  I  this  pa.-asion  plmteil  inthesout. 
On  oai;le's  winijs  to  mount  her  to  the  pole, 
The  flatnin^  minister  «»f  virtue  meant, 
Set  U[»  false  gihls,  and  wrongi'd  her  high  desccnL 

Anil>ition.  hence,  exerts  a  double  force, 
Of  blols  and  lM.*auties  nn  alternate  source; 
ITenee  CJildon  rails,  that  raven  of  the  pit, 
Who  thrives  n\^m  the  carcasses  of  Wit; 
And  in  art-lo%ingScarlM»n)ugh  is  seen 
How  kind  a  patron  PoUio  might  have  been. 
Pursuit  of  fame  with  j^edants  fills  our  schools. 
And  inl:>  o>xcoml>s  burnishes  our  fools; 
Pursuit  of  fame  makes  solid  b-arning  bright, 
And  Newlnn  lills  above  a  mortal  hei»^ht: 
That  key  of  Nature,  by  whoR*  wit  she  clears 
Ilerlonu.  long  sirrrts  of  five  thousand  years. 

Would  you  thru,  fully,  comprehend  the  whom. 
Why,  and  in  what  degrees.  Pride  sways  the  soul? 
(For  though  in  all,  not  equally,  she  reigns) 
Awake  to  knowledge,  ami  attend  my  strains. 

Ye  doctors!  hear  the  doctrine  I  disclose. 
As  true  as  if  'twere  writ  in  dullest  prose; 
As  if  a  lettered  dunce  had  siid,  '  *Tis  right;* 
And  impTimntur  ushen*d  it  to  light. 

Ambition,  in  the  truly  noble  mind, 
Witij  sister  Virtue  is  for  ever  joined; 
As  infame<l  Lucnn-e,  who,  with  equal  dread, 
From  guilt  and  shame  by  her  last  conduct  fled; 
Her  virtue  long  relK'Uml  in  firm  disdain, 
And  the  sword  pointed  at  her  heart  in  vain; 
But  when  the  slave  was  threatened  to  Ik;  laid 
Dead  l.w  her  sIjIj*,  her  Love  of  Fame  ol>eyed. 

In  meaner  minds  Ambition  works  alone. 
But  with  such  art  puts  Virtue's  as|»ect  on, 
That  not  mon^  like  in  feature  and  in  raion* 
The  god*  and  mortal  in  the  comic  kcene. 
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Fabc  Julitu,  aLtbuancd  in  this  fair  disguuo^ 
Soon  made  the  Roman  liberties  hi^  pri'%. 

No  mask  in  baactft  minda  Ambition  wean, 
But  in  full  light  pricka  up  her  am's  eara : 
All  I  have  sung  are  inatancca  of  thifl, 
And  prove  my  theme  unfolded  not  amisa. 

Yc  vain!  deaist  from  your  erroneous  atrtfe; 
Bo  vmc,  and  quit  the  false  sublime  of  life. 
The  true  ambition  there  alone  resides, 
Where  justice  vindicates,  and  wisdom  guides; 
Where  inward  dignity  joins  outward  state. 
Our  purpose  good,  as  our  achievement  great; 
Where  public  blessings  public  praise  attend ; 
Where  glory  is  our  motive,  not  our  end. 
Would'st  thou  bo  famed  1  have  those  high  deetis 

in  view: 
Brave  men  would  act,  though  scandal  should  en5»no. 

Behold  a  prince!  whom  no  swoln  thoughts  in- 
flame, 
No  pride  of  thrones,  no  fever  after  fame; 
But  when  the  welfare  of  mankind  inspires, 
And  death  in  view  to  dear-bought  glory  fires, 
Proud  conquests  then,  then  regal  pom{)s  delight ; 
Then  crowns,  then  triumphs,  sparkle  in  his  sight ; 
Tumult  and  noise  are  dear,  which  with  them  bring 
His  people's  blessing  to  their  ardent  king; 
But  when  those  great  heroic  motives  cease, 
Ills  sw^elling  soul  sulfides  to  native  peace ; 
From  tedious  Grandeur's  faded  charms  withdraws, 
A  sudden  foe  to  splendour  and  applause ; 
(jrcatly  deferring  his  arrears  of  fame. 
Till  men  and  angels  jointly  shout  his  name, 
O  pride  celestial !  which  can  pride  disdain  ; 
O  blessed  ambition !  which  can  ne'er  be  vain. 

From  one  famed  Alpine  liill,  which  proi)s  the  sky, 
h:  whose  deep  womb  unfathomcd  waters  lie, 


Here  burst  the  Rhone  and  soaD 

shine. 
In  infant  rills,  the  Danube  and  thi 
From  the  rich  store  one  fruitful  ui 
Whole  kingdoms  smile,  a  thousan 

In  Brunswick  such  a  source  tlM 
Wliich  public  blessings  through  hi 
When  his  heart  burns  with  such 
Angels  and  George  are  rivals  for  ; 
George !  who  in  foes  can  soil  affec 
And  chann  envenomed  satire  into 

Nor  human  rage  alone  his  powi 
But  the  mad  winds,  and  the  tumu 
E'en  storms  (Death's  fiercest  mini 
And  in  their  own  wild  empire  lea 
Thus  Nature's  self,  supporting  nw 
Stylos  Britain's  soverei^jn,  Soverci 

While  sea  and  air,  great  Bruns^ 
state, 
And  sported  with  a  king's  and  ku 
Deprive«l  of  what  she  loved,  and  p 
Of  ever  losing  what  she  held  most 
How  did  Britannia,  like  AcliilU's, 
And  tell  her  sorrows  to  the  kindrc 
Hang  o'er  the  floods,  and,  in  dcvc 
Strive  for  thee  with  the  surge,  and 

What  felt  thy  Walpwle,  pilot  o\ 
Our  Palinurust  slept  not  at  the  h< 
His  eye  ne'er  clo-?ed,  long  since  ei 
And  out  watch  every  star,  for  Bru 
By  thwarting  passions  tossed,  by 
He  found  the  tcin|)est  pictured  in 
But  now  what  joys  that  gloom  of 
No  iwwers  of  language — but  his  < 
His  own,  which  Nature  and  the  < 
At  will  to  raise  or  hush  the  civil  a 
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EPISTLES  TO  MR.  POPE» 
i/UNCERlflNa  THE  AUTHORS  OP  THE  AGE. 

EPISTLE  I. 

Whilst  you  at  Twick'nham  plan  the  future  wood, 
Or  turn  the  volumes  of  the  wise  and  good, 
Our  senate  meets;  at  parties  parties  bawl, 
And  pamphlets  stun  the  streets  and  load  the  stall: 
So  lushing  tides  bring  things  obscene  to  light, 
Fuul  wrecks  emerge,  and  dead  dogs  swim  in  mght; 
'i'he  (ivil  torrent  foams,  fhe  tumult  reigns. 
And  Codrus'  prose  works  up,  and  Lico's  strains, 
Lo  I  what  from  cellars  rise,  what  rush  from  high, 
Wliere  Speculation  roosted  near  the  sky; 
Letters,  essays,  sock,  buskin,  satire,  song, 
And  all  the  garret  thunders  on  the  ihrong 


O  Pope !  I  burst ;  nor  can,  nor 
1 11  write,  let  others  in  their  turn  c 
Truce,  truce,  yc  Vandals!  my  toi 
Less  dreads  a  pillory  than  pamph 
Pvc  heard  myself  to  death ;  and,  pla 
Sha'n't  I  return  the  vengeance  in 
For  who  can  write  the  true  absur 
Thy  pardon,  Codrus !  who,  I  mcc 

Pope !  if  like  mine  or  Codrus*  w 
The  blood  of  vipers  had  not  stainet 
Merit  less  solil,  less  despite  had  b 
They  had  not  bit,  and  then  they  h) 
Fame  is  a  public  mistress,  none  en 
But,  more  or  less,  his  rival's  peace  i 


•Th«  King  in  danger  by  sea.  t 

;  BxR  Ueus  lamum  Lethso  ron  mail 


With  fame,  in  jiust  proiiortion,  envy  rrrows ; 
The  man  that  makes  a  cliaractor,  makes  foes: 
Sli^rht  jjccvish  iusiHTts  round  a  ^eniiid  rise, 
As  a  bri'^ht  day  awakes  tlie  world  of  dies ; 
With  hearty  malice,  Imt  with  fct^ble  wing, 
(To  show  they  live)  thoy  flutter,  and  they  sting; 
Bot,  &fl  b}*  depredations  was{>s  proclaim 
The  fairest  fruit,  so  these  the  fairest  fame. 

Shall  wc  not  censure  all  the  motley  train, 
Whether  with  ale  irriguous  or  cham[)aign ; 
Whether  they  tread  the  vale  of  prose,  or  climb, 
A^ml  whet  their  appetites  on  cUfll*s  of  rhyme ; 
The  college  sloven,  or  cmbruidtTed  spark ! 
The  purple  pn^late,  or  the  parish -clerk ; 
The  quiet  quidnunc,  or  demanding  prig! 
The  plaintiiT Tory,  or  defendant  Whig; 
Rich,  poor,  male,  female,  young,  old,  gay,  or  sad ; 
Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad : 
Profoundly  dull,  or  shallowly  iK>lite ; 
Men  that  read  well,  or  men  that  only  write? 
Whether  jieers,  jwrters,  tiiitori?,  tunc  the  retnls, 
And  measuring  words,  to  measuring  shniM's  suc- 
ceeds; 
For  bankrupts  write  when  ruineil  shops  are  shut, 
As  maggots  crawl  from  out  a  jM^rished  nut : 
His  hammer  tliis,  and  that  his  trowel  quiti^ 
And  wanting  sense  for  tradesmen,  starve  for  wits. 
By  thriving  men  subsists  each  other  trade; 
Of  erery  broken  crafl  a  writer 's  made : 
Thus  his  material,  paper,  takes  its  birth 
From  tattered  rags  of  all  the  stuff  on  earth. 
Hail|  fruitful  Isle !  to  thee  alone  belong 
Millions  of  wits,  and  brokers  in  old  song; 
Thee  well  a  Land  of  Liberty  wc  name, 
Where  all  arc  free  to  scandal  and  to  shame ; 
Thy  sons,  by  print,  mny  set  their  hearts  at  ease, 
And  be  mankind's conteni])t  whene'er  they  please; 
Like  trwlden  filth,  their  vile  and  abjivt  sense 
1^  unjifTreivetl,  but  when  it  gives  olTcnce: 
Their  heavy  prose  our  injun^d  reason  tires; 
Their  verse  immoral  kindles  loose  desires : 
C*»ir  age  they  ]uizzle,  and  corrupt  onr  prime. 
Our  «i>.»rt  ond  pity,  ]iunishmi'nt  and  crime. 

What  jzlorious  motives  urge  our  authors  on 
Thiis  to  undo,  and  thus  to  be  undone  1 
Orstr  Ir»fur«  his  estate,  and  down  he  sits, 
To  i^iow  (in  vain)  he  still  retains  his  wits : 
A  nottier  niarries,  and  his  tlcut  proves  k<H?n : 
Ho  writes,  as  an  hyphnotic  for  the  spleen : 
Ft  line  i;*'rile,  confined  by  physic;  P«)ine,  by  debt ; 
Some,  for  'lis  Sunday;  sf)iiie,  because  'tis  wet: 
Tbroii;;h  private  pique  some  do  the  public  right. 
And  low  their  king  ami  country  out  of  spite: 
A  iiolhrr  writes  l»ei'unst^  hw  father  writ, 
An'i  proves  himself  a  bastard  by  his  wit. 

H/is  Lyco  Uarnin^,  hunuuir,  thounhliiroround? 
JCtfithpr :  why  write  then  ?  he  wants  t  wmty  ])«)iind : 
Hia  liC'IIy,  not  his  hrains.  the  im^iuist*  i^ive; 
He  'U  grow  immortal,  for  he  can  not  live: 


lie  nibs  his  awful  front,  and  takes  Iiis  ream, 

With  no  provision  made,  but  of  this  tlieuic: 

Perhajis  a  title  has  his  fancy  sinit, 

Or  a  quaint  motto,  which  he  thinks  has  wit: 

He  writes,  in  inspiration  puts  Iiis  trust. 

Though  wrong  his  thoughts,  the  gods  will  maki 

them  just: 
Genius  directly  from  the  gods  descends. 
And  who  by  labour  would  distrust  hill  friends  1 
Thus  having  reasone<I  with  consummate  skill, 
In  immortality  he  dips  his  quill ; 
And,  sincx!  hiank  pajwr  is  denied  the  press, 
lie  mingles  the  whole  alphaliet  by  guess; 
1  n  various  sets,  which  various  words  compose, 
Of  wliich  he  hof>es  mankind  the  meaning  knows. 

So  soimds  spontaneous  from  the  Sybil  broke. 
Dark  to  herself  the  wonders  which  she  spoke ; 
The  priests  found  out  the  meaning  if  they  could, 
And  nations  stared  at  what  none  understood. 

Clodio  dressed,  danced,  drank,  visited,  (the  whola 
And  great  concern  of  an  immortal  soul !) 
Oft  have  I  said,  "  awake !  exist !  and  strive 
For  birth!  nor  think  to  loiter  is  to  live!" 
As  oft,  I  overheard  the  demon  say. 
Who  daily  met  the  loiterer  in  his  wav, 
''■  I  'II  meeif  thee.  Youth !  at  White's."'  The  youth 

replies, 
"  I  'II  meet  thee  there,"  and  falls  his  sacrifice ; 
His  fortune  squandered,  leaves  liLs  virtue  bare 
To  every  bril»e,  and  blind  to  every  snare. 
Clodio  for  bread  his  indolence  must  quit, 
Or  turn  a  st^ldier,  or  commence  a  wit. 
Such  heroes  have  we!  all  but  life  they  stake; 
How  must  Si>ain  tremble,  and  the  German  shake! 
Such  writers  have  we!  all  but  sense  they  print; 
Even  George's  [iraise  is  dated  from  the  Mint. 
Tn  arms  contemjrtible,  in  arts  profane. 
Such  swonls,  such  jx^-ns,  disgrace  a  monarch's 

reign. 
Ref^>rni  your  lives  iK-fore  you  thus  asjiire, 
And  steal  (for  you  can  steil)  eelestird  fire. 

0  the  just  contra<;t!  O  the  Wauteous  strife! 
'Twixt  t!i»'ir  cool  writiuiis  and  Pindaric  life: 
They  write  with  phle:rm,but  then  they  live  with  fire*. 
Thev  cheat  the  Ii»n;ler,  and  their  works  the  buver. 

1  reven-nee  inisfi»rtune,  not  deride; 
I  pity  poverty,  but  laugh  at  jiride: 

For  whoso  »»ail  but  nnist  some  mirth  confess 
At  g.iy  Caslruchio's  miseellaneons  dress  1 
Thou'»h  there's  hut  one  of  the  dull  works  he  wrote. 
Then^'s  ten  editions  of  his  old  laced  coat. 

These,  Nature's  commoners,  who  want  a  home. 
Claim  the  wide  xvorld  for  their  majestic  dome ; 
They  make  a  private  stmly  of  the  street, 
Anil,  l<xiking  full  on  every  man  Jliey  meet, 
Run  souse  a^^ainst  his  chnfts,  who  stands  amuzfsii 
Thev  find  thev  did  not  pee,  but  ordv  <raz«'d. 

•  •  • 

Flow  must  tlie-y»  KtrdslM'  r.ipt  int  >  the  «kiefl) 
VoH  nird  not  n-ad,  you  feel  tlieii  ecsl:uui»»« 
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Will  they  {icrsijil  Vu  nuulnoM.    Lintot,  run, 
See  them  confined.—"  O,  that'i  already  done." 
Most,  as  by  Ivaiea,  by  the  worku  they  print, 
Have  took,  for  life ,  poracssion  of  the  Mint 
If  you  mistake,  an  I  pity  these  poor  men, 
JEmI  Ulubruy  they  cry,  and  write  again. 

Sucli  wits  their  nuisance  manfully  expose, 
And  then  pronounce  just  judges  learning's  foet. 
O  frail  conclusion!  the  reverse  is  true; 
If  foes  to  learning,  they*dbc  friends  to  yon: 
Treat  them,  ye  judges!  with  an  honest  scorn, 
And  weed  the  cockle  from  ttic  generous  corn :      ^ 
There's  true  good  nature  in  your  disrespect; 
In  justice  to  tlie  good,  the  bad  neglect : 
For  immortality  if  hardrihi|w  plead. 
It  is  not  theirs  who  write,  but  ours  who  read. 

But,  O !  what  wisdom  can  convince  a  fool 
But  that 'tis  dulnessto  conceive  him  dulH 
'TIS  sad  experience  takes  the  censor's  j^rt, 
Conviction  not  from  reason,  but  from  smart. 

A  virgin  author,  recent  from  the  press. 
The  sheets  yet  wet,  applauds  his  great  success: 
Surv*eys  them,  reads  them,  takes  their  channs  to 

bed, 
Those  in  his  hand,  and  glory  in  his  head; 
'Tis  joy  too  great;  a  fever  of  delight ! 


Can  these  oblige  whose  heads  ai 
such? 
No ;  every  party's  tainted  by  their  t 
Infected  pcreons  fly  each  public  plac 
And  none,  or  enemies  alone,  embnu 
To  the  foul  flrnd  their  every  pas«on 
They  Io%e  and  hate,  extemjxirc,  for 
What  image  of  their  fury  can  we  (bi 
Dulncss  and  rage,  a  puddle  in  a  stox 
Rest  they  in  jK'ace?  If  they  arc  plea 
To  swf>II  your  sails,  like  Lapland  w: 
Write  lliey  witli  rage?  the  temiiest 
A  state  UlysiM^s  tames  *em  with  his 
Let  him  In?  what  he  will,  Turk,  Paj 
For  Christian  ministers  of  state  are 

Deliind  the  curtain  lurks  the  fount 
That  ]K>ur8  his  poUtics  through  pipe 
Whicli  far  and  near  ejaculate  audsj 
O'er  t4'a  and  coflToe,  poison  to  the  roi 
But  when  tliey  have  bespattered  all 
The  stati'sman  throws  his  filthy  squi 

With  golden  forceps  these  anothei 
And  state  elixir:}  of  tlie  >  inters  make 

The  richest  statesman  wants  cnoi 
A  8er\ile  sycophant,  if  well  they  we 
How  much  it  costs  the  wretch  to  be 


His  heart  1)eats  thick,  nor  close  his  eyes  all  night;  Nor  can  the  greutctit  (towers  enough 
But  rising  the  next  mom  to  clasp  his  fame, 
He  finds  that  without  sleejiing  he  could  dream. 
So  sparks,  they  say,  take  goddesses  to  beil, 
And  find  next  day  the  devil  in  their  stead. 

In  vain  advertisements  the  town  o'erspread; 
They're  epitaphs,  and  say  the  work  is  dead. 
Who  press  for  fame  but  small  recruits  will  raise; 
'Tis  volunteers  alone  can  give  the  bays. 

A  famous  author  visits  a  great  man. 
Of  his  immortal  work  displays  the  plan. 
And  says,  "  Sir,  I'm  your  friend;  all  fears  dismiss, 


Enou^rli  chastise,  such  prostitute  ap^ 
If  well  ihry  weigh  how  much  it  stai 
But  are  our  writers  ever  in  tlie  wr 
Does  virtue  neVr  8c*duce  the  venal  t< 
Yes;  if  well-bribetl,  for  virtue's  self  I 
Still  in   llio  wrong,  though  cham 

I  "VVTioe'er  their  crimes  for  interest  onl 

Sin  on  in  virtue,  and  good  deeds  coi 

Nought  but  inconstancy  Britanni 

And  broken  faith  in  their  abandone* 


^'our  glory  and  my  own  shall  live  by  this;  From  the  same  hanJ  how  various  h 

"^■"our  power  is  fixed,  your  fame  through  time  con-  What  ci\il  war  tlirir  brothiT  pampl 


veyed, 
And  Britain  EurojHj's  queen — if  I  am  paid." 
A  statesman  has  his  answer  in  a  trice; 
"  Sir,  such  a  genius  is  beyond  all  price; 
What  man  can  pay  for  thisl" — Away  he  turns, 
His  work  is  folded,  and  his  bosom  burns: 
His  patron  he  will  patronize  no  more, 
Hut  rushes  like  a  tempest  out  of  door. 
Lost  is  the  patriot,  and  extinct  his  name! 
Out  comes  the  piece,  anoCuer,  and  the  same; 
For  A,  his  magic  ytcn  evokes  an  O, 
And  turns  the  tide  of  Europe  on  the  foe: 
1  Ic  rams  his  quill  with  scandal  and  with  scofT, 
But  ti.*  so  very  foul  it  won't  go  olT: 


I  Tracts  battle  tracts,  self-<'ontradictio 

.  Say,  is  this  lunacy  » — 1  ^'isli  it  were. 

I  If  such  our  writers,  startled  at  the  s 

Felons  may  bKss  their  stars  they cai 

How  justly  Proteus'  transiiii^ratic 

The  monstrous  clianges  of  a  nioderi 

Now  such  a  gentle  stream  of  eloquer 

As  seldom  rises  lo  the  ver'je  of  sense 

Now,  by  mad  rage,  transformed  inti 

Which  yet  fit  engines,  will  applied 

Now,  on  immodest  trash,  the  swine 

Invites  the  town  to  sup  at  Drury-Iai 

A  dreadful  lion,  now  ho  roars  at  \}0v 

Which  sends  him  to  his  broliior^  at 

lie's  now  a  ser|>ent,  and  his  double 


Dreadtul  his  thunders,  wliile  unprinted,  roar, 

but  when  unce  published  they  arc  heard  no  more.  Salutes,  nay,  licks  the  feet  of  thos*» 

Thus  dbttant  ImijlM^ars  fri;^ht,  but  nearer  draw.  What  note  can  bind  liun,  his  evasio 

The  biOi:k'.s  a  l»lo«'.k,  and  turns  to  mirth  your  awe.  One  knot  he  well  deserves  wliieli  m 
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Toe  fkxxl,  flame,  swine,  the  lion,  and  the  snake, 
Pilose  fivefold  nionsters,  modern  authors  make. 
The  snake  reigns  most;  snakes,  Pliny  says,  arc  bred 
When  the  brain's  i)erii;hcd  in  a  human  head. 
Yegrovclling,trodden,  whipt,  stript,  turncoat  things, 
Made  up  of  venom,  volumes,  stuiiis,  and  stings ! 
Thrown  from  the  tree  of  knowledge,  like  you,  curs'd 
To  scribble  in  the  dust,  was  snake  the  first. 

What  if  the  figure  should  in  fact  prove  trucl 
Ik  did  in  Elkenah,  why  not  in  you  7 
Poor  Elkenah,  all  other  changes  past, 
For  bread  in  Smithfield  dragons  hissed  at  last. 
Spit  streams  of  fire  to  make  the  butchers  ga()C, 
And  ibund  his  manners  suited  to  his  shape. 
Buch  is  the  late  of  talents  misapplied ; 
60  lived  your  prototype,  and  so  he  died. 

The  abandoned  manners  of  our  writing  train 
May  tempt  mankind  to  tliink  religion  vain ; 
But  in  their  fate,  their  habit,  and  their  mien, 
That  gods  there  are  is  eminently  seen : 
Heaven  stands  absolved  by  vengeance  on  their  pen, 
And  marks  the  murderers  of  fame  from  men : 
Through  meagre  jaws  they  draw  their  venal  breath, 
As  gliastly  as  their  brothers  in  Macbeth : 
Their  feet  through  faithless  leatlici  meet  the  dirt, 
And  oftener  changed  their  principles  than  shirt : 
The  transient  veatments  of  tin  so  frugid  men 
Hapten  to  pa|icr  fur  our  mirth  again : 
Too  soon  (O  mirry  nulancholy  lote !) 
They  beg  iu  rhvme,  and  waiMe  through  a  grate: 
The  man  lamiK)onrd  furgctii  it  at  tlio  tight; 
The  friend  ihrouijh  pity  giv«^,  tlic  ftn'  t  hrough  spite ; 
And  though  full  cunsi'.ioui;  of  his  injured  pur^jo, 
Liiitot  relents,  nor  Curll  can  wish  thoni  worse. 
So  fare  the  men  who  wntt-r.->  dare  commence 
Without  tlicir  patrnit,  ]>rol)ity,  and  sense. 

From  thrse  ihi'ir  jK>lili«*.s  our  cp.idnuncs  serk, 
And  Saturday's  the  learning  of  the  wcik: 
These  lab'ring  wils,  like  paviors,  meml  our  ways, 
With  heavy,  huge,  n-peattd,  ll;it,  issavH; 
Ram  tlu'ir  coarse  non^'uso  dow  n,  though  ne'er  so 

dull, 
And  hem  at  every  thump  nyton  your  scull; 
Thes«*  staunch-bred  writing  hounds  Wjjin  the  cry. 
And  lioncst  Fully  echoes  tu  tlie  lie. 
O  how  I  laugli  when  I  a  bl<x.ldiead  aeo 
Thanking  a  villain  for  his  probity : 
Wlio  stretches  out  a  most  n'sjjoctful  ear, 
Willi  snarl's  for  woodc«)cks  in  his;  holy  h'or: 
It  tii:kk^  through  my  soul  to  hear  the  cock's 
Sincere  encomium  on  his  friend  the  fux. 
Sole  patron  of  his  IiiM*rties  and  rightj^ ! 
While  graaU'^s  Hi;)nard  lisltrns— till  he  bites. 

Ai*  when  i\ut  trumjict  W)Und.s,  tlud'crloudod  state 
Dl<chargi-s  all  her  iKior  and  prolhgat«'. 
Crimes  of  all  kinds  disihonourctl  wrapons  wield, 
And  prisons  |M)ur  their  fiith  into  the  lleM  ; 
Thus  Nature's  refuse,  and  the  dregs  of  men, 
Coioposc  the  black  mihiia  of  the  |)C-n. 
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All  write  at  London ;  shall  the  rage  abate 
Here,  where  it  most  should  shine,  the  Muses*  tesX  ^ 
Where,  mortid,  or  uumortal,  as  they  please, 
The  learned  may  choose  eternity  or  ealb  1 
Has  not  a  royal  patron*  wisely  strove 
To  woo  the  Muse  in  her  Athenian  grovel 
Added  new  strings  to  her  harmonious  shell, 
And  given  new  tongues  to  those  wiio  s(x)ke  so  well? 
Let  these  instruct,  with  truth's  illustrious  ray, 
Awake  the  world,  and  scare  our  owls  away. 

Meanwhile,  O  Friend  !  indulge  me,  if  I  give 
Some  needful  precepts  how  to  write  and  live ; 
Serious  should  be  an  authors  final  views : 
Who  write  for  pure  amusement,  ne'er  amuso. 

An  Author !  'tis  a  venerable  name  I 
How  few  deserve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim! 
Unblessed  with  sense,  above  their  peers  refined, 
Who  shall  stand  up  dictators  to  mankind  7 
Nay,  who  dare  shine,  if  not  in  virtue's  causci 
That  sole  proprietor  of  just  applause. 

Ye  restless  men  !  who  pant  for  lettered  pnuse, 
With  whom  would  you  consult  to  gain  the  bays  I 
With  those  great  authors  whose  fumed  works  yon 

read? 
'Tis  well ;  go,  then,  consult  the  laun^led  shade. 
What  answer  will  the  laureled  shade  return  ) 
Hear  it  and  tremble !  he  commands  you  burn 
The  noblest  works  his  envyod  genius  writ, 
That  iKtastsof  nuui;ht  more  excellent  than  wiL 
If  this  \ui  true,  as  lis  a  truth  most  dread, 
Wo  to  the  page  which  has  not  that  to  plead! 
Fontaine  and  Chaucer,  dying,  wished  unwroto 
The  sprightliest  elTurts  of  their  wanton  thought } 
Sidney  and  Waller,  bri»^htest  sons  of  fame, 
Condeumed  tlie  charm  of  ages  to  the  llamc. 
And  in  one  {tointis  all  true  ^\i^(]oln  cast'} 
To  think  that  early,  we  must  think  at  last. 

Immortal  wits,  e'en  dead,  break  nature's  laws, 
Injurious  blill  to  virtue's  sucred  cause ; 
And  their  guilt  growing,  as  their  Inxlies  rot, 
(Reversed  ambili»>n  I)  pant  to  be  forgot. 

Thus  ends  your  ci»urted  f.une :  do*.s  lucre  tliCQ, 
I  The  sacred  thirst  of  gold,  Intray  your  pen  ? 
In  prose  'tis  blanieable,  in  verse  'lis  worse, 
I  Provokes  the  Muse,  extorts  AiK)lli)'s  curse : 
I  His  sacred  inlluencc  ne\er  should  l>e  sold  ; 
*Tis  arrant  simony  to  fing  for  gold : 
,'Tis  immortality  should  fire  your  mind: 
Scorn  a  less  j  avniaater  than  all  munUind. 

If  briU'syou  seek,  know  th'is.  ye  \\riimg  tilbe' 
'  Who  writes  for  \irtue  has  the  lar;^esl  brilw: 
All's  on  the  party  of  the  Nirluous  man; 
The  good  will  hurely  serve  him  W  l::ey  tan. 


*  IIU  lau:  AUjL-.-<':y'd  bcncfaciluu  for  i.>iU'l«,rii  Unci  nn0k 
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The  bad,  when  Interest  or  ambition  guUle, 
And  'tis  at  once  their  interest  and  their  pride ; 
But  flhould  both  ikii  to  take  him  to  their  care. 
He  boosts  a  greater  friend,  and  both  may  apare. 

Letten  to  man  uncommon  light  dispense, 
And  what  is  virtue  but  superior  sense  1 
In  parts  and  learning  you  who  place  your  pride ; 
Your  fauns  are  crinkis,  your  crimes  are  doublo- 

dycd. 
Wliat  is  a  scandal  of  the  first  renown, 
But  lettered  knaves,  and  atheists  in  a  gown  1 

'Tis  harder  far  to  please  than  give  ofienoe ; 
The  least  misconduct  damns  tlic  brightest  sense : 
Each  shallow  pate,  that  can  not  read  your  name, 
Can  read  your  life,  and  will  be  proud  to  blame. 
Flagitious  manners  make  imprranon  deep 
On  those  that  o'er  a  page  of  Milton  sleep : 
Kor  in  their  dulneis  think  to  sa\'e  your  shame ; 
True,  these  arc  fools;  but  wise  men  say  the  same. 

Wits  are  a  despicable  race  of  men. 
If  they  confine  their  talents  to  the  pen ; 
When  the  man  sliocks  us,  while  the  writer  slunes, 
Our  scorn  in  life,  our  envy  in  his  lines. 
Yet,  proud  of  parts,  with  prudence  some  dispense, 
And  piay  the  fool,  because  they're  men  of  sense. 
What  instances  bleed  recent  in  each  tliought, 
Of  men  to  ruin  by  tlieir  genius  brought  7 
Against  their  wills  what  ruin  shun, 
Purely  through  want  of  wit  to  be  undone  1 
Kature  has  shown,  by  making  it  so  rare, 
That  wit's  a  jewel  which  wc  need  not  wear: 
Of  plain  sound  sense  life's  current  coin  is  made; 
With  that  wo  drive  the  most  substantial  trade. 

Prudenoc  protects  and  guides  us;  wit  betrays, 
A  splendid  source  of  ill  ten  thousand  ways; 
A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense, 
A  ^ay  prerogative  from  coniiiion  sense ; 
Unless  stronj;  jiidgrucnt  that  wild  tiling  can  tame. 
And  break  to  {uithfl  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

But  grant  your  judj^nnont  equal  to  tlic  best, 
Sens*?  fiHs  your  head,  and  «j(M»iu8  firos  your  breast ; 
Yet  still  forl)car :  your  wit  (cous^ider  well) 
'Tis  great  to  show,  but  greater  to  ccmceal ; 
As  it  18  great  to  seize  the  goldrn  ])rizc 
Of  vlace  or  jjowcr,  but  greater  to  despise. 

If  still  you  languish  for  an  uutlior's  name, 
Think  private  merit  k-ss  than  public  fame. 
And  fancy  not  to  write  is  not  to  live; 
Deserve,  and  Uikc  the  great  prerogative; 
Hut  |K>nclor  what  it  is,  how  dear  'twill  cost 
To  writo  Olio  page  which  you  ina>  justly  boost. 

Si'Hse  may  l»c  good,  yet  not  diserve  the  press; 
Who  write,  an  awful  charnct*  r  |,rofoss ; 
The  world  as  pupil  of  tlu'ir  wisdom  claim, 
And  for  their  stipend  an  immortal  fame. 
Nothing  but  wiiat  is  solid  or  refined 
SShoulil  licirc  ask  pu'tlic  audience  of  mankind. 

Severely  weij;h  your  learninir  and  your  wit; 
&eep  down  your  pride  bv  what  U  nobly  writ: 


No  writer,  famed  in  your  own  way, 
Much  trust  example,  but  reflection  m 
More  had  the  ancients  writ,  they  mor 
Which  shows  some  work  is  left  for  mo 

This  weighed,  perfection  know, 
adore. 
Toil,  bum  for  that,  but  do  not  aim  al 
Above,  beneath  it,  the  just  limits  Ax^ 
And  zealously  prefer  lour  lines  to  su 

Write,  and  rc-write,  blot  out,  and  v 
And  for  its  swiftness  ne'er  applaud  y 
Leave  to  the  jockeys  that  Newmarke 
Slow  runs  the  Pegasus  that  wins  the 
Much  time  for  immortality  to  pay 
Is  just  and  wise :  for  less  is  thrown  ■ 
Time  only  cin  mature  the  labouriiig 
Time  is  the  father,  and  the  midwife  I 
The  some  good  sense  that  makes  a  n 
Still  makes  him  doubt  he  ne'er  has  w 
Downright  impossibilities  they  seek ; 
What  man  can  be  immortal  in  a  we< 

Excuse  no  fault,  though  lieautiful, 
One  fault  shocks  more  than  twenty  be 
Our  aire  demands  correctness;  Addix 
And  you  this  commendable  hurt  hav 
Now  writers  find,  as  once  Achilles  fc 
The  whole  is  mortal,  if  a  part's  unso 

He  tliat  strikes  out,  and  strikes  not 
Pours  lustre  in,  and  dignifies  the  rest 
Give  e'er  so  little,  if  what's  right  be  t 
We  praise  for  what  you  bum,  and  wl 
The  ])art  you  burn  smells  sweet  befo 
And  is  nn  incense  to  the  part  divine. 

Not  frequent  write,  tliougli  you  ca 
Men  may  too  oft,  tliough  not  too  mu 
A  few  gooti  works  gain  fame;  moi 

price; 
Mankind  are  fickle,  and  hate  paying 
Thev  iiranted  you  writ  well :  what  ca 
Un!»'ss  you  let  them  praise  for  giving 

Do  Ih>M1v  what  vou  do,  and  let  vol 
Smile,  if  it  smiles,  and  if  it  rages.  rag< 
So  faintlv  Lucius  censures  and  eonuj 
That  Lucius  has  no  f«x*s  except  his  1 

Let  satire  less  engage  you  than  opj 
It  shows  a  generous  mind  to  wink  at 
Is  ijenius  \our's?  be  vour's  a  gloriou: 
F)e  vour  kind's,  eountrv's,  trutli's,  n'li 
The  public  glory  by  your  own  Ix'fjet ; 
Run  nation^,  run  jwaterity,  in  deht; 
And  !>iru*e  the  famed  alone  make  otiic 
First  have  that  glory  yon  presume  to 

If  satire  charms,  strike  faults,  hi 


man; 


'Tis  dull  to  l>e  OS  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoils  whenever  chnrjjed  too  h 
Round  your  own  fate  the  fatal  splinte 
As  the  soft  plume  jiives  swiftness  to  I 
Good-breeding  sends  the  satire  to  the 
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Puoten  and  sDrgeona  may  the  structure  scan, 
Genius  and  morals  bo  with  you  the  man : 
Defaults  in  those  alone  should  give  offence ; 
Who  rtrikes  the  person  pleads  his  innocence. 
Mj  narrow-minded  satire  can't  extend 
To  Codrus*  form;  I'm  not  so  much  his  friend: 
ECznarlf  should  publish  that  (the  world  agree) 
Before  his  works,  or  in  the  pillory. 
Let  him  be  black,  fair,  tall,  short,  thin,  or  fat, 
Dirty  or  clean,  I  fiud  no  theme  in  that 
Is  t^%^  called  humour  1  it  has  this  pretence, 
'TIS  iieither  virtue,  breeding,  wit,  nor  sense. 
Unless  you  boast  the  genius  of  a  Swid, 
Beware  of  humour,  the  dull  rogue's  last  shifl. 

Can  others  write  like  you  ?  your  task  give  o'er, 
TIs  printing  what  was  published  long  before. 
If  nought  peculiar  through  your  labours  run, 
They're  duplicates,  and  twenty  arc  but  one. 
Think  frequently,  think  cloisc,  read  Nature,  turn 
Men's  manner  o'er,  and  half  yoi^r  volumes  burn. 
To  nune  with  quick  reflection  l)e  your  strife, 
Tbou);hts  born  from  present  objects  warm  from 

life; 
When  roost  unsought,  such  inspirations  rise, 
Slighted  by  fools,  and  cherished  by  the  wise : 
Except  peculiar  fame  from  thc&c  aluno ; 
These  make  an  author,  these  arc  all  your  own. 

Like, like  thfrir  Bibles, coolly  men  turn  o'er; 
Hence  unexperienced  children  of  threescore. 
True,  all  men  think  of  course,  as  all  men  dream, 
And  if  they  slightly  think  'tis  much  the  same. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half  renown ; 
Thpy  give  you  nothing,  or  they  give  a  crown. 
No  work  e'er  gained  true  fame,  or  ever  can. 
But  what  did  honour  to  the  name  of  man. 

Weighty  the  subject,  cogent  the  di^Koursc ; 
Clear  iie  the  style,  the  very  sound  of  force ; 
Easy  the  conduct,  simple  the  design. 
Striking  the  moral,  and  the  suul  divine. 
Let  nature  art,  and  judgment  wit,  exceed; 
O'er  learning  reason  reign,  o'er  that  your  creed; 
Thus  Virtue's  seeds,  at  once,  and  laurels,  grow; 
Do  thuii,  and  rise  a  Pope  or  a  Dcspreau; 
And  when  your  genius  exquisitely  shines. 
Live  up  to  the  full  lustre  of  your  lin«:s. 
Parts  but  expose  those  men  who  Viitue  quit 
A  fallen  angel  is  a  fallen  wit ; 
And  they  plead  Lucifer's  detested  cause, 
Who  for  bare  talents  challenge  our  a]>plause. 
Would  you  restore  just  honours  to  tlie  ih:ii  1 
From  able  writers  rise  to  worthy  nu>n. 

"  Who's  tliis  with  nonsense  nonsense  wculd  re- 
strain? 
Who's  this  (they  cry)  so  vainly  schools  the  vain? 
W1h>  damns  our  trash  with  so  much  tnish  n^ptetiY  7 
As  three  elU  jound,  huge  Cheyne  rails  at  meat?" 

Shall  I  with  Bavius,  then,  my  voice  exalt, 
And  cliallcngc  all  mankind  to  find  one  fault  7 


With  huge  cxamens  ;Terwhelm  my  page. 
And  darken  reason  with  dofimatic  ra^o  1 
As  if,  one  tedious  volume  writ  in  rhyme, 
In  prose  a  duller  could  excuse  the  crime  7 
Sure  next  to  writing,  the  most  idle  thing 
Is  gravely  t>  liarangue  on  what  we  sing. 

At  that  tribunal  stands  the  writin«r  tribe. 
Which  nothing  can  intimidate  or  bribe : 
Time  is  the  judge ;  Time  has  nor  friend  nor  (be .' 
False  fame  must  wither,  and  the  true  will  grow. 
Armed  with  this  truth  all  critics  I  defy; 
For  if  I  fall,  by  my  own  pen  I  die ; 
While  snarlers  strive  with  proud  but  fruitless  pain, 
To  wound  immortals,  or  to  slay  the  slain. 

Sore  pressed  with  danger,  and  in  awful  dread 
Of  twenty  pamphlets  leveled  at  my  head, 
Thus  have  I  forged  a  buckler.in  my  brain, 
Of  recent  form,  to  ser\-e  me  tliis  campaign, 
And  safely  hope  to  quit  the  dreadful  field, 
Deluged  with  ink,  and  sleep  beliind  my  shield. 
Unless  dire  Codrus  rouses  to  the  fray 
In  all  his  might,  and  damns  me  for  a  day. 

As  turns  a  flock  of  geese,  and  on  the  grcei^ 
Poke  out  their  foolish  necks  in  awkward  spleen, 
(Ridiculous  in  rage ! )  to  hiss,  not  bite, 
So  war  their  quills  when  sons  of  Dulness  write. 


AN  EPISTLE 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  GEORGE  LORD  LAN8D0WNK, 

When  Rome,  my  Lord,  in  her  full  glory  shone, 
And  great  Augustus  ruled  the  globe  alone ; 
While  suppliant  kings,  in  all  their  pomp  and  state, 
Swarmed  in  his  courts,  and  thronged  his  palaco* 

gate, 
Horace  did  o(l  the  mighty  man  detain, 
And  soothed  his  breast  with  no  ignoble  strain ; 
Now  soared  aloft,  now  struck  an  humbler  string 
And  taught  the  Roman  genius  how  to  sing. 

Pardon,  if  I  his  freedom  dare  pursue, 
Who  know  no  want  of  Casar,  finding  you; 
The  Muses'  friend  is  pleased,  the  Muse  should 

press 
Through  circling  crowds,  and  labour  for  access; 
That  i>artial  to  his  darling  he  may  prove. 
And  shining  throngs  for  her  approach  remote. 
To  all  the  world  industrious  to  procaim 
His  love  of  arts,  and  boast,  tlie  glorious  flame. 

Long  has  the  western  world  reclined  her  head, 
Poured  forth  her  sorrow,  and  lK>wailed  her  dead; 
Fell  Discord  through  her  borders  fiercely  ranged, 
And  shook  her  nations,  and  her  monarclis  changed^ 
By  land  and  sea  its  utmost  rage  employed, 
Nor  Heaven  repaired  so  fust  as  men  destroyed. 

In  vain  kijid  sunimer  s  plenteous  fields  bcrtovi  f^ 
In  vain  the  vintage  liberally  flowed ; 
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Alanns  from  loadcn  boards  all  {ilcasurcs  chased, 
And  robbed  the  rirb  Burgundian  grajic  of  taste; 
The  smiles  of  Natiie  could  no  blessing  bring, 
Tlift  fruitful  Autumn,  or  the  flowery  Spring; 
Time  was  distinguished  by  tlic  sword  and  s|iGar, 
Not  by  the  various  as|)ects  of  tlic  year ; 
The  trumpet's  sound  proclaimed  a  milder  sky, 
And  bloodshed  told  us  when  the  sun  was  nigh. 

But  now,  (so  soon  is  Britain's  bU^wing  seen, 
When  sucli  as  you  arc  near  tier  glorious  dueen!) 
Now  Peace,  though  long  repulsed,  arrives  at  last. 
And  bids  us  smile  on  all  our  laliours  i>ast ; 
Bids  every  nation  cc\isc  her  wonted  moan, 
And  every  monarch  call  his  crown  his  own : 
To  valour  gentler  virtues  now  succeed ; 
No  longer  is  the  great  man  l)orn  to  bleed : 
Renowned  in  councils,  bravp  Argylc  shall  tell. 
Wisdom  and  prowess  in  one  breast  may  dwell ; 
riirough  milder  tracts  he  soars  to  deathless  fame. 
And,  without  trembling,  we  resound  his  name. 

No  more  the  ri^intr  harvest  whets  the  sword. 
No  longer  waves  uncertain  of  its  lord: 
Who  cast  the  si*ed  the  golden  sheaf  shall  claim. 

Nor  chance  of  battle  change  the  master's  name: 
Each  stream,  unstained  with  blood,  more  smoothly 

flows. 
The  brighter  sun  a  fuller  day  bestows; 
All  Nature  seems  to  wear  a  cheerful  face. 
And  thank  great  Anna  for  returning  i)eace. 

The  patient  thus,  when  on  his  IkmI  of  pain 
No  longer  he  invokes  the  gods  in  vain, 
But  rises  to  new  life,  in  every  field 
He  finds  Elysium,  rivers  nwtar  yield ; 
Nothing  so  cheap  and  vulgar  but  cim  please. 
And  l>orraw  U'auties  from  his  late  disease. 

Nor  is  it  p^-aee  alone,  but  such  a  peace 
As  more  than  bids  the  rage  of  battle  cease. 
Death  may  determine  war,  ami  rest  succeed, 
'Cause  nought  sur>ive8on  whicli  our  rage  may  feed; 
In  faithful  friends  we  lose  oiir  glorious  Cocg^^ 
And  strifes  of  love  exalt  our  sweet  repose. 
Sec  graceful  Rolingbroke,  your  friend,  advance. 
Nor  miss  his  Lans<lown  in  the  court  of  France: 
So  well  received,  so  welcome,  so  at  home, 
(Bles8e<l  change  of  Fate!)  in  Bourbon's  stately 

dome, 
The  monarcli  pleased,  descending  from  the  throne. 
Will  not  that  Anna  call  him  all  her  own ; 
He  claims  a  part !  and  looking  round  to  find 
Something  might  sjwakthe  fulness  of  his  mind, 
A  diamond  shines,  wh^Ji  ofl  had  touched  him  near. 
Renewed  his  grief,  and  roblicd  him  of  a  tear; 
Now  first  with  joy  beheld,  well  placed  on  one 
Whc  niaxes  him  Itss  rejjrot  his  darlinir  son: 
So  dear  is  Anna's  nlini^te^,  so  great 
Your  glorious  friend  in  his  own  private  state. 

To  make  our  nations  longer  too,  in  vain 
l)oc«  Nature  interpose  the  raging  main : 


The  Gallic  shore  to  distant  BriMdit  g 
For  Lewis  Thames,  the  Seine  for  A 
From  conflicts  past  each  others  wort 
And  thence  in  stricter  friendsliip  no^ 
Each  wound  received  now  pleads  tho 
And  fornM'r  injuries  endearments  pre 
What  Briton  but  must  prize  th'  illust 
That  cause  of  fear  to  Churchill  couk 
Who  sworn  to  Bourl>on's  sceptre,  bu 
Vast  tiioughts  of  him  that  could  b 

tame  7 
Thus  generous  hatntl  in  affection  ce 
And  war,  which  raised  the  foes,  c 

friends. 
A  thousand  happy  consequences  flom 
(The  dazzling  pros])ect  makes  my  be 
Conunerce  sliall  H(l  her  swelling  sail 
Her  wealthy  fleets  secure  from  pole  t 
The  British  merchant,  who,  witli  can 
For  many  moons  sees  oidy  skies  and 
When  now,  in  view  of  his  loved  nati 
The  iK'rils  of  the  dreailful  ocean  o'er, 
Cause  to  regret  his  wealth  no  more  s 
Nor  curse  the  mercy  of  the  sea  and  \ 
Our  hardest  fare  condonmed  to  serve 
And  give  him  strength  to  strike  a  de 
Sweet  I^hilomela  i)n)videnli;dly  flit»a 
To  distant  wtHxls  and  streams  for  fre» 
To  fred  her  voun;:,  and  make  them  ti 
And  witli  their  ten<h'r  notes  attempt 
Meanwhile  the  fowler  spreads  his  set 
And  renders  vain  the  tuneful  mother 
Britannia's  lM)ld  adventurer  of  late, 
The  foaming  ocean  plougheil  with  ec 
Ciooilness  is  jxroatiirss  in  its  utmos 
And  power  a  curse,  if  not  a  friend  to 
To  conquer  is  to  make  dissension  cea 
That  man  mnv  SiTvethe  Kint^  of  kin 
Rili^inn  now  shall  all  her  rays  disj»e: 
And  phin<'  ahro.ul  in  perfect  excellem 
Else  may  we  dread  some  greater  curs 
To  scour«To  a  thon<ihtIess  and  un<n*at« 
Now  war  is  weary,  and  retired  to  res 
The  meagre  Famine,  and  the  si)otted 
Deputed  in  her  stend,  may  blast  the  c 
And  sweep  the  relies  of  the  swonl  a\^ 
When  j)caeeful  Numa  filled  the  Re 
Jove  in  the  fulness  of  his  glory  shone 
Wise  Solomon,  a  stranger  to  the  8W*o 
Was  born  to  raise  a  teniple  to  the  Lo 
Anne,  too,  shall  build,  and  every  sacr 
Si>eak  |)eace  eternal  to  Britannia's  isl 
Those  mighty  souls,  whom  military  c 
Diverted  from  their  only  great  afllair. 
Shall  bend  their  full  united  force  to  b 
Th'  almighty  Author  of  their  late  sue 
And  what  Is  all  the  world  subdued  to 
The  grave  sets  bounds  to  sublunary  I 
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Bui  Ibere  ar )  conquests  to  great  Anna  known, 
Above  tho  splendour  of  an  earthly  throne ; 
Cooquests !  whose  triumph  is  too  great  within 
The  scanty  bounds  of  matter  to  begin ; 
FoL  glorious  to  shine  forth,  till  it  has  run 
Beyond  tins  darkness  of  the  stars  and  sun, 
AihI  shall  whole  ages  past  be  still,  still  but  begun. 

Heroic  shades !  whom  war  has  swept  away, 
Look  down,  aiAl  smile  on  this  auspicious  day; 
Now  boast  your  deaths,  to  those  your  glory  tell, 
Who  or  at  Agincourt  or  Cnmsy  fell  j 
The IV  deep  into  eternity  retire ; 
Of  greater  things  than  peace  or  war  inquire ; 
Fully  content,  and  unconcerned  to  know 
What  farther  passes  in  the  world  below. 

The  bravest  of  mankind  shall  now  have  leave 
To  die  but  once,  nor  piece-meal  seek  the  grave : 
On  gain  or  pleasure  bent,  wo  shall  not  meet 
Sad  melancholy  numbers  in  each  street, 
(Owners  of  bones  dispersed  on  Flandria's  plain, 
Or  wasting  in  the  bottom  of  the  main) 
To  turn  us  back  from  joy,  in  tender  fear 
JjeA  it  an  insult  of  their  woes  appear. 
And  make  us  grudge  ourselves  that  wealth  their 

blood 
Perhaps  preserved,  who  stan-c  or  hcQ  for  food. 
Devotion  shall  run  pure,  and  disengage 
From  that  strange  fate  of  mixing  peace  with  rage. 
On  heaven  without  a  sin  we  now  may  call. 
And  guiltless  to  our  Maker  prostrate  fall ; 
Be  christians  while  we  pray ;  nor  in  one  breath 
Ask  mercy  for  oursrlvcs,  for  others  doatli. 

But,  O!  I  view  with  transjiort  arts  restored, 
Which  double  use  to  Britain  shall  aflbnl. 
Secure  her  glory  purchasej  in  tho  field, 
And  yet  for  future  i>cacc  sweet  motives  yield : 
Wliilc  we  contemj)!ato,  on  the  paintnl  wall. 
The  pressing  Briton,  and  tho  flying  Gaul, 
In  such  blight  images,  such  living  grace, 
As  leave  great  Raphael  but  the  second  place ; 
Our  che<>ks  shnll  glow,  our  heaving  bosoms  rise, 
And  martial  ardour  sparkle  in  our  eyes : 
Mucli  we  shall  triumph  in  our  huttles  past, 
And  yet  content  those  bat  ties' prove  our  last. 
Lost,  while  in  anns  for  briglitor  fame  we  strive. 
We  lose  the  means  to  keep  that  fame  alive. 
In  silent  groves  the  birds  delight  to  sing, 
Or  near  the  margin  of  a  secret  8i)ring : 
Now  all  is  calm,  sweet  music  shall  improve, 
Nor  kindle  rage,  but  he  tho  nurse  of  love. 

But  what  'b  the  warhling  voice,  the  trembling 
string, 
Or  breathing  canvass,  when  the  Muses  sing  ? 
The  nmse,  my  Lord,  your  care  above  the  rest, 
With  rising  joy  dilates  my  partial  breast. 
The  tlumdor  of  the  battle  ceased  to  roar. 
Etc  Greece  her  goillike  i>oots  tanglit  to  soar; 
Rumr's  dreadful  foe,  great  Hannibal !  was  dead, 


For  Janus  shut,  her  lo  Psans  rung, 
Before  an  Ovid  or  a  Virgil  sung. 

A  thousand  various  forms  tho  Muse  may  wear 
(A  thousand  various  forms  become  the  fair) 
But  shines  in  none  with  more  majestic  mien. 
Than  when  in  state  she  draws  the  purple  scene | 
Calls  forth  her  monarchs,  bids  her  heroes  rage, 
And  mourning  Beauty  melt  the  crowded  stage; 
Charms  back  past  ages,  gives  to  Britain*s  use 
The  noblest  virtues  time  did  e*er  pro«luce ; 
Leaves  famed  historians'  boasted  art  behind ; 
They  keep  the  soul  alone,  and  thafs  confined, 
Sought  out  with  pains,  and  but  by  proxy  speaki  j 
The  hero's  presence  deep  impression  makes; 
The  scene  his  soul  and  body  re-unite. 
Furnish  a  voice,  produce  him  to  the  sight ; 
Make  our  conlomiorary  him  that  stood 
High  in  renown,  perhaps  l>efore  the  flood ; 
Make  Nestor  to  this  age  advice  afford. 
And  Hector  for  our  service  draw  his  sword. 

More  glor}-  to  an  author  what  can  bring, 
Whence  nobler  service  to  his  country  spring. 
Than  from  those  lalK)urs  which,  in  man's despight| 
Possess  Mm  with  a  passion  for  the  right? 
With  honest  magic  make  the  knave  inclined 
To  pay  devotion  to  the  virtuous  mind ; 
Throuirh  all  her  toils  and  dantiers  bid  him  rove 
And  with  her  wants  and  antruish  fall  in  lovel 

Who  hears  tlie  gotllike  Montezuma  groan, 
And  does  not  wish  the  glorious  pain  his  own? 
Lend  but  your  understanding,  and  their  skill 
Can  domineer  at  pleasure  o'er  your  will : 
Nor  is  the  short-lived  conquest  quickly  past; 
Shame,  if  not  choice,  will  hold  the  convert  fast 

How  often  have  I  seen  the  generous  bowl 
With  pleasing  force  unlock  a  secret  soul, 
And  steal  a  truth,  wliicli  every  sober  hour 
(The  prose  of  life)  had  kept  within  her  power? 
The  grajx;  victorious  oflen  hos  prevailed. 
When  gold  and  lieauty,  racks  and  tortures,  failed; 
Yet  when  the  spirit's  tumult  was  allayed. 
She  mourned,  pi'rhaps,  the  sentiment  betrayed: 
But  mourned  too  late,  nor  longer  can  deny 
And  on  her  own  confession  chaigo  the  lie. 
Thus  they  whom  neither  the  prevailing  love 
Of  goodness  here,  or  mercy  from  aliovc, 
Or  fear  of  future  i)ain<i,  or  human  laws, 
Could  render  advocates  in  Virtue's  causo. 
Caught  by  the  scene,  have  unawares  resigned 
Their  wonted  disposition  of  the  mind : 
:  By  slow  degrees  prevails  the  pleashig  tale, 
As  circling  glasses  on  our  senses  steal. 
Till  thoroughly  by  the  Muses'  banquet  wirmed, 
The  passion  tossing,  all  the  soul  alarmed, 
They  turn  more  zealots,  flushed  with  glonoQi 

rage, 
Rise  in  their  sc^ats,  and  scarce  forbear  the  stage, 
Assistance  to  wronged  innoctmce  to  bring, 


And  all  her  warlike  neighbours  round  her  bled:     Or  turn  the  poniard  of  some  tyrant  kinjr. 


\\ 
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Hem  ban  they  cool  to  vinuns?  how  tabilde 

To  drpgs  of  vice,  from  such  a  godly  pride? 

To  F[  3iling  orphans  how  tonlay  return, 

Who  wept  last  night  to  see  Moniniia  mourn  1 

In  this  gay  school  of  virtue  whom  so  fit 

To  gm'em  and  control  the  workl  of  wit 

As  Talbot,  Lansdown*8  friend,  has  Britain  known? 

Fliro  polished  Italy  has  called  her  own ; 

Ho  in  the  lap  of  EHegancc  was  bred, 

And  traced  the  Muses  to  thrir  fountain-head ; 

But  much,  we  hope,  he  will  enjoy  at  home 

What's  nearer  ancient  than  the  modem  Rome, 

Nor  fear  I  mention  of  the  court  of  France, 

"When  I  the  British  genius  would  advance ; 

There,  too,  has  Shrewsbury  improved  his  taste. 

Yet  still  we  dare  invite  him  to  our  feast, 

For  Corncille's  sake  I  shall  my  thoughts  suppress 

Of  Oronooko,  and  presume  him  loss : 

What  though  wo  wron;;  him  ?  Isabella's  wo 

Waters  those  bays  that  shall  for  ever  grow. 

Our  foes  confi»a«,  nor  we  the  praise  refus^ 
The  drama  glories  in  the  British  Muse. 
The  French  are  delicate,  and  nicely  lead 
Of  close  intri<!ue  the  labvrinthiaii  thread. 
Our  genius  more  affects  tlie  grand  tlian  fine ; 
Our  strength  can  make  the  great  plain  action  shine: 
They  raise  a  great  curiosity  indeed. 
From  his  dark  maze  to  see  tlic  hero  freed ! 
Wc  rouse  the  affections,  and  thnt  hero  show 
Gasping  l>eneath  some  formidable  blow ; 
They  sigh ;  wc  weep  :  the  Gallic  doubt  and  care 
We  heighten  into  terror  and  despair ; 
Strike  home,  the  strongest  passions  Iwldly  touch, 
Nor  fear  our  audience  should  bo  pleaseil  too  much. 
What's  great  in  Nature  we  can  greatly  draw, 
Nor  thank  for  Ivauties  the  dramatic  law. 
The  fate  of  Cn?sar  is  a  talc  too  plain 
The  fiekic  Gallic  taste  to  entertain  ; 
Their  art  would  have  pTj)Ioxe«l,  and  interwove 
The  golden  arras  with  gay  flowers  of  love : 
Wc  know  heaven  made  him  a  far  ^jreator  man 
Than  any  Crsar  in  a  human  plan ; 
And  Hueh  wc  draw  him,  nor  are  too  refined 
To  stand  affected  with  what  Heaven  dwigncd. 
To  claim  attention,  and  the  heart  invade, 
Shakspeare  but  wrote  the  play  the  Almighty  made: 
Our  neighbour's  «tftge  art  too  barefaced  betrays; 
Tis  frroat  rorneilie  at  every  scene  wc  praise : 
On  Nature's  surer  aid  Britannia  "alls; 
None  t!»ink  of  Shaks|)eare  till  the  curtain  falls; 
Then  witli  a  si«rh,  returns  our  audience  home. 
From  Veiii<"'»,  Kgyp^,  rersia,  Greece,  or  Rome. 

France  yields  not  to  the  fflory  of  our  lines, 
But  manly  con<liirt  of  our  stnmg  designs. 
That  oft  tlw  y  think  more  justly  wc  must  own. 
Not  ntirieiit  Grei*ee  a  truer  sense  lias  shown : 
Greece  thoiiirni  but  justly,  they  think  justly  too: 
We  MMuetiiiios  err,  bv  striving  more  to  do. 


So  well  are  Racine's  meanest  penons  ti 
But  change  a  sentiment,  you  make  a  fa 
Nor  dare  wc  charge  them  with  tho  wan 
When  we  boast  more  we  own  ounelve 

And  yet  in  Shakspeare  something  iti 
That  makes  me  less  esteem  all  human  1 
He  made  one  nature,  and  another  foum 
Both  in  one  page  with  mastiT  strokes  a 
His  witches,  fairies,  and  enchanted  isle 
Bids  us  no  lon^r  at  our  nurses  smife. 
Of  lost  historians  wc  almost  complain, 
Nor  think  it  the  creation  of  lus  brain. 
Who  lives  when  his  Othello's  in  a  tran 
With  his  great  Talbot,*  too,  heconquen 

"Long  may  we  hope  brave  Talbot's  Wo 
In  great  descendants;  Shaks|iearc  has  1 
And  him,,  my  Lord,  permit  me  not  to  r 
But  in  kind  silence  spare  his  rivals  sha 
Yet  I  in  vain  that  author  would  suppn? 
What  can't  Ih»  greater  can  not  Ik?  made 
Each  rea(!cr  will  defeat  mv  fruitless  ain 
And  to  himself  great  Agamemnon  nan 

Should  Shakspcaro  rise,  unblessed 
lK»t's  smile, 
E'en  Shak.sj)eare'8  self  would   curse  t 

isle ; 
But  if  that  n^igning  star  propitious  shir 
And  kindly  mix  his  gentle  rays  with  tl 
E'en  I,  bv  far  the  meanest  of  vour  ajje. 
Shall  not  re|x*nt  your  passion  for  the  si 

Thus  did  the  will-almi^htv  disallow, 
No  human  force  could  pluck  the  goldei 
Which  left  tlie  tree  xvith  ease  at  Jove*s 
And  spare  the  labour  of  the  weakest  hs 

Auspicious  fate  !  that  gives  me  leave 
To  you,  the  Muses'  glory  and  dclii;lit, 
Who  know  to  read  nor  false  encomiun 
And  mortifv  an  author  with  vour  iirais 
Praise  wounds  a  noble  mind  when  'tis 
But  Censun^'s  self  will  pl«'a«ie,  my  lonl. 
Faults  ari""  our  pri(h*  and  gain,  when  yt 
To  point  them  out,  and  teach  us  how  t 
What  thou:^h  the  jrreat  man  sets  his  cc 
That  can  not  gratify  the  poet's  jmde. 
Whose  inspiration,  if  'tis  truly  goo<l. 
Is  l)e8t  rewarded  wh«'n  h*st  understoo<1 
The  Mus*^  write  for  glory,  not  for  jiold 
*Tis  far  Ixmeath  their  natur<*to  Iw  soM  : 
The  greatest  gain  is  soi»rned,  but  as  it  « 
To  s|i<'ak  asenst*  of  what  the  Mn^'  des 
The  Must\  which  from  her  Laniidowr 

wrong, 
Best  judge,  as  well  as  subject  of  her  son 
Should  this  great  theme  allure  me  farth 
And  I  presume  to  use  your  patienre  ill. 


•  AnnnccMor  of  the  Duke  of  Slircvvsbix^',  wl 
France,  drawn  by  Shakspeare. 
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The  world  would  plead  my  cause,  and  none  but  you 

WUi  take  disgust  at  what  I  now  pursue. 

Since  what  is  mean,  my  Muse  can't  raise,  Til 

choose 
A  theme  that'9  able  to  exalt  my  Muse. 

For  who,  not  void  ofthought,  can  Granville  name, 
Without  a  spark  of  his  immortal  flame  1 
Whether  we  seek  the  patriot  or  the  friend, 
Let  Bolingbroke,  let  Anna,  recommend ; 
Whether  we  choose  to  love  or  to  admire. 
You  melt  the  tender,  and  the  ambitious  fire. 

Such  native  graces  without  thought  abound, 
And  such  familiar  glories  spread  around, 
As  more  incline  the  stander-by  to  raise 
Hb  value  for  himself,  than  you  to  praise. 
Thus  you  befriend  the  most  heroic  way, 
BlesB  all,  on  none  an  obligation  lay, 
Sti.  turned  by  Nature's  hand  for  all' that's  well, 
Tis  scarce  a  virtue  when  you  most  excel. 

Though  sweet  your  presence,  grateful  is  your 


mien; 


You  to  be  happy,  want  not  to  be  seen ; 
Though  prized  in  public,  you  can  smile  alone, 
Nor  court  an  approbation  but  your  own : 
In  throngs,  not  conscious  of  those  eyes  that  gaze 
In  wonder  fixed,  thougli  resolute  to  please. 
You,  were  all  blin<l,  would  still  deserve  applause; 
The  world  8  your  glory's  witnes.^,  not  its  cause ; 
That  lies  beyond  the  limits  of  the  day, 
Angsis  behold  it,  and  their  Gotl  olwy. 

You  take  delight  in  others'  excellence, 
A  gift  which  Nature  rarely  does  disjx>nse : 
Of  all  that  breathe,  *tis  you  perhaps,  alone 
Would  be  well  pleased  to  see  yourself  outdone. 
You  wish  not  those  who  show  your  name  respect. 
So  little  worth  as  might  excuse  neglect  1 
Nor  are  in  pain  lest  merit  you  should  know : 
Nor  shun  the  well-deserver  as  a  foe ; 
A  troublesome  acquaintance  that  will  claim 
To  be  well  used,  or  dye  your  cheek  with  shame. 

You  wish  your  country's  good;  that  told,  so  well 
Your  powers  are  known,  the  event  I  need  not  tell. 
When  Nestor  spoke,  none  asked  if  he  prevailed  ; 
That  god  of  sweet  persuasion  never  failed  : 
And  such  great  fame  had  Hector's  valour  wrought, 
Who  meant  he  conquered,  only  said  he  fought. 

When  you,  my  Lord,  to  sylvan  scenes  retreat, 
(No  crowds  around  for  pleasure  or  for  state) 
You  arc  not  cast  upon  a  stranger  land, 
And  wander  pensive  o'er  the  barren  strand ; 
Nor  are  you  by  received  example  taught, 
In  toys  to  shun  the  discipline  of  thought ; 
But,  unconfined  by  bounds  of  time  and  place. 
You  choose  companions  from  all  human  race ; 
Converse  with  those  the  deluge  swept  away. 
Or  those  whose  midnight  is  Britannia's  day. 

Books  not  so  much  inform,  as  give  consent 
To  those  ideas  your  own  thoughts  present ; 

2£ 


Your  only  gain,  from  turning  volumes  o'er, 
Is  finding  cause  to  like  yourself  the  more. 
In  Grecian  sages  you  arc  only  taught 
With  more  respect  to  value  your  own  thought. 
Great  Tully  grew  immortal  while  he  drew 
Those  precepts  we  behold  alive  in  you. 
Your  life  is  so  adjusted  to  their  schools. 
It  makes  that  history  they  meant  for  rules. 
What  joy,  what  pleasing  transport,  must  arise. 
Within  your  breast,  and  lift  you  to  the  skies, 
When  in  each  learned  page  that  you  unfold. 
You  find  some  part  of  your  own  conduct  told  1 

So  pleased  and  so  surprised  JEncas  stood. 
And  such  triumphant  raptures  fired  his  blood. 
When  far  from  Trojan  shores  the  hero  spied 
His  story  sliining  forth  in  all  its  pride ; 
Admired  himself,  and  saw  his  actions  stand 
The  praise  and  wonder  of  a  foreign  land. 

He  knows  not  half  his  being  who's  confined 
In  converse  and  refiection  on  mankind : 
Your  soul,  which  understands  her  charter  well, 
Disdains  imprisoned  by  those  skies  to  dwell ; 
Ranges  eternity  without  the  leave 
Of  death,  nor  waits  the  passage  of  the  grave. 

Wlicn  pains  eternal,  and  etenial  bliss. 
When  these  high  cares  your  weary  thoughts  di» 

miss. 
In  heavenly  numbers  you  your  soul  unbend. 
And  for  your  ease  to  deathless  fame  descend. 
Ye  kings !  would  ye  true  greatness  understand  1 
Read  Seneca,  grown  rich  in  Granville's  hands.* 

Behold  the  glories  of  your  life  complete! 
Still  at  a  flow,  and  permanently  greats 
New  moments  shed  new  pleasures  as  tliey  fly. 
And  yet  your  greatest  is  that  you  must  die. 

Thus  Anna  saw,  and  raised  you  to  the  seat 
Of  honour,  and  confessed  her  servant  great ; 
Confessed,  not  ma<le  him  sucli ;  for  faithful  Fains 
Her  trura}^wt  swelled  long  since  with  Granville's 

name. 
Though  you  in  modesty  the  title  wear, 
Your  name  shall  l>e  the  title  of  your  heir ; 
Farther  than  ermine  make  his  glory  known, 
And  cast  in  shades  the  favour  of  a  throne. 
From  thrones  the  beam  of  hijjh  distinction  springi^ 
The  soul's  endowments  from  the  King  of  kingn. 
Lo,  one  great  day  calls  forth  ten  mighty  peers . 
Produce  ten  Granvilles  in  five  thousand  years. 
Anna!  Ixi  thou  content  to  fix  the  fate 
Of  various  kingdoms,  and  control  the  great : 
But,  O !  to  bid  thy  Granville  brighter  shine  I 
To  him  that  great  prerogative  resign. 
Who  the  sun's  height  can  raise  at  pleasure  higher. 
His  lamp  illumine,  set  his  flames  on  fire. 
Yet  still  one  bliss,  one  glory,  I  forbear, 
A  darling  friend  whom  near  your  heart  yoa  weori 


*  See  his  LonMiip^  (ragcdf,  entitled  lleroic  Lots. 
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That  lovely  youth,  my  lonl,  wliom  you  must  blame 
That  I  grow  thus  familiar  with  your  name. 

He's  friendly,  open,  in  his  conduct  nice ; 
Nor  serve  these  virtues  to  atone  for  vice : 
Vice  he  has  none,  or  such  as  none  wish  less, 
But  friends,  indeed,  good- nature  in  excess. 
You  can  not  boast  the  merit  of  a  choice 
In  making  him  your  own;  'twas  Nature's  voice, 
Which  called  too  loud  by  man  to  be  withstood, 
Pleading  a  tie  far  nearer  than  of  blood ; 
Similitude  of  manners,  such  a  mind, 
As  makes  you  less  the  wonder  of  mankind. 
Such  cose  his  common  converse  recommends, 
As  he  ne'er  felt  a  passion,  but  his  friend's ; 
Yet  fixed  his  principles  beyond  the  force 
Of  all  beneath  the  sun  to  bond  his  course.* 

Thus  the  tall  cedar,  beautiful  and  fair, 
Flatters  the  motions  of  the  wanton  air. 
Salutes  each  passing  breeze  with  head  reclined, 
The  pliant  branches  dance  in  every  wind ; 
But  fixed  the  stem,  her  upright  state  maintains. 
And  all  the  fury  of  the  North  disdains. 

How  are  ye  blessed  in  such  a  matchless  friend ! 
Alas !  with  me  the  joys  of  friendship  end.    . 

0  Harrison !  I  must,  I  will,  complain; 

Tears  sooth  the  souls  distress,  though  shed  in  vain. 
Did'st  thou  return,  and  bless  thy  native  shore 
With  welcome  peace,  and  is  my  friend  no  more ! — 
Thy  task  was  early  done,  and  I  must  own 
Death  kind  to  thee,  but  ah  I  to  thee  alone. 
But  'tis  in  me  a  vanity  to  mourn, 
The  sorrows  of  the  great  thy  tomb  adorn ; 
Strafford  and  Bolingbroko  the  loss  perceive ; 
They  ijrieve,  and  make  thee  envied  in  thy  grave. 
With  aching  heart  and  a  foreboding  mind, 

1  night  to  day  in  painful  journey  joined, 
When  first  informed  of  his  approaching  fate, 
But  readied  the  partner  of  my  soul  too  late. 
'Twos  past;    liis  check  was  cold;    that    tuneful 

tongue. 
Which  luis  charmed  with  its  melodious  song, 
N«»w  languished,  wanted  strength  to  sjx^ak  his 

pain, 
Scarce  raised  a  feeble  groan,  and  sunk  again : 
Each  art  of  life  in  which  he  bore  a  i)art, 
Fiiot  like  an  arrow  through  my  bleeding  heart. 
To  what  served  all  his  promised  weidth  and  power. 
But  more  to  load  that  most  unhappy  hour  1 

Yet  still  prevailed  the  greatness  of  his  mind, 
That  not  in  health,  or  life  itself,  confined, 
Felt  tlirough  his  mortal  panirs  Britannia's  peace, 
Mounted  to  joy,  and  smiled  in  Death's  embrace. 

Hi«»  sjiirit  now  just  rejidy  to  resign, 
No  longer  now  his  own,  no  longer  mine. 
He  grasps  my  hand,  his  swimming  eyelialls  roll ; 
My  hand  ho  grasps,  and  enters  in  my  soul ; 

Hb  hcaii\\/%  ..'phew  who  took  OTdera 


Then  with  a  groan — Support  me — O'  bewara 
Of  holding  worth,  however  great,  loo  dear  !* 

Pardon,  my  Lord,  the  privilege  of  grief, 
That  in  untimely  freedom  seeks  relief: 
To  better  fate  your  love  I  lecommend ; 
Oh !  may  you  never  lose  so  dear  a  friend  I 
May  nothing  interrupt  your  happy  houni 
Enjoy  the  blessings  peace  on  Europe  shoifen. 
Nor  yet  disdain  these  bleasingB  to  adorn; 
To  make  the  muse  immortal  yon  was  bom. 
Sing !  and  in  latest  time,  when  story  '■  dark, 
This  period  your  surviving  fame  shall  mark ; 
Save  from  the  gulf  of  years  tlus  glorious  a^, 
And  thus  illustrate  their  historian's  page. 

The  crown  of  Spain  in  doubtful  balance  hun 
And  Anna  Britain  swayed  when  Granville  sun| 
That  noted  year  Europa  sheathed  her  sword. 
When  this  great  man  was  Hist  saluted  Lord. 


A  LETTER  TO  MR.  TICKELL. 

Occasioned  by  the  death  of  tha 
RIGHT  UONOCRABLE  JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


-Tu  nunc  eiis  alter  ab  Uki. —  Virg» 


O  LONG  with  me  in  Oxford  gruvcs  confined, 
In  social  arts  and  sacred  friendship  joined; 
Fair  Isis*  sorrow,  {.nd  fair  Tsis*  boast. 
Lost  from  her  side,  but  fortunately  lo«t ; 
Thy  wonted  aid,  my  dear  companion !  bring, 
And  teach  mc  thy  departed  friend  to  sin^: 
A  darling  theme !  onc4.*  powerful  to  inspire, 
And  now  to  melt  the  Muses'  mournful  choir: 
Now,  and  now  lirst,  we  freely  dare  commcnfl 
ll'iA  modest  worth,  nor  shall  our  praise  oifend. 

Early  he  bloomed  amid  the  learned  train, 
And  ravished  Isis  listened  to  his  strain. 
See,  sec,  she  cried,  old  Maro's  muse  appears 
Waked  from  her  slumber  of  two  thousand  vcan 
Her  fniished  charms  to  Addison  she  l>rin<^. 
Thinks  in  his  thought,  and  in  his  number  singa 
All  read  tran8|)orted  his  pure  classic  page; 
Read  and  forget  their  climate  and  their  af^e. 

The  state,  when  now  his  rising  fume  was  knovn 
The  unrivaled  genius  challenged  for  her  own, 
Nor  would  that  one  for  scenes  or  actions  strung, 
Should  h*t  a  life  evai)oratc  in  song. 
As  health  and  strength  the  brightest  charms  Ji 

pense. 
Wit  is  the  blossom  of  the  soundest  sense: 
Yet  few,  how  few,  with  lolly  thoughts  in-^^i^HnNl, 
With  quickness  jwinted,  and  with  rapture  fired 
In  conscious  pride  their  own  importance  fiml. 
Blind  to  themselves,  as  the  hard  world  is  blind! 


*  The  Author  here  bewails  that  mart  ingenkiui  grnikui 
Mr.  WUIioni  Harrison,  feiluw  of  Ncw-Cul^ro,  Oxon. 
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Wit  ihcy  catoem  a  gay  but  wnrthloss  power, 
The  slight  amusoiiicnt  of  a  K'i>(iin>  hour, 
Unmindful  that,  concoalrtl  fnuii  vii];rar  eyes, 
Majestic  Wiwloin  wears  the  hri;;ht  ili^^guisc. 

Poor  Diilo  fon(]Ici1  thus,  with  iille  joy, 
Dreail  Cupid  lurking  in  the  Tn»jan  hoy; 
Lightly  iilie  toyed  and  trifled  with  hi^  ehann<t, 
And  knew  not  that  a  ^od  was  in  Iier  arni^i. 

Who  greatest  exrellence  of  thoutrlit  could  lx>ast, 
In  action,  too,  have  hccn  distinguislu'd  inoi^t: 
This  ScKnmcrs  knew,  and  Addison  sent  forth 
From  the  malignant  regions  of  ihe  north. 
To  he  matured  in  mon.^  indulgent  skieit, 
Where  all  the  \igour  of  the  soul  can  rise; 
Through  warmer  veins  where  sprightlier  spirits 

run, 
And  tense,  enlivened,  sparkles  in  the  sun. 
With«ecret  pnin  the  prudent  ]atriot  gave 
The  hopes  of  Britain  to  the  nulling  wavo. 
Anxious,  the  charge  to  nil  the  star.**  resigned, 
And  placed  a  confidrncn  in  sea  and  wind. 

Au.'<onia  soon  receivi»<l  her  wondering  guest, 
And  equal  wonder  in  her  turn  eonfest, 
To  JVC  her  fenours  rival«*<l  by  the  jn^le, 
Her  lustre  beaniin;j  from  a  northern  st^ul: 
In  likesurjjrisc  was  her  yEnea*  lost, 
To  find  hi«  picture  grace  a  f»)reii;n  coist. 

Now  the  wide  fiild  of  Kun)pe  he  surveys. 
Compares  her  kings,   her  t]in)nes   and   cmj)ires 

weighs, 
In  ripened  judgment  and  consummate  thought; 
Great  work!  By  Nassau's  favour  cheaply  bought. 

He  now  returns  to  I^ritain,  a  snp{K)rt, 
Wise  in  her  senate,  graceful  in  her  court ; 
And  when  the  public  welfare  would  permit, 
The  nource  of  learning,  and  the  soul  of  wit. 
O  Warwick!  (whom  the  mus<*  is  fond  to  name, 
And  kindles,  consiMuus  of  her  future  theim') 
O  Warwick!  by  divine coutagi«)n  bright,   • 
How  early  didst  thou  catch  his  radiant  light! 
By  him  inspired,  how  shine  In'fore  thy  time, 
And  leave  thy  years,  and  leap  into  thy  prime! 

On  some  warm  bank,  thus,  fortunately  home, 
A  fose-bud  opens  to  a  sununer*s  morn, 
Full  blown  ere  noon  her  fragrant  pride  displays, 
And  shows  the  abundano.*  of  her  purple  rays. 
Wit,  OS  her  bays,  was  once  a  barren  tri*e; 
We  now,  surprised,  her  fruitful  branches  sec; 
Or,  orange-like,  till  his  auspicious  time 
]t  grew  indeed,  but  ehtvcre<l  in  our  clime : 
He  first  the  plant  to  richer  gardens  led, 
And  fixed,  indulgent,  hi  a  warmer  lx;d: 
Tlie  nation,  pleas(>d,  enjoys  the  rich  produce, 
And  gathers  from  her  ornament  her  use. 

When  loose  from  public  cares,  the  grove  he 
sought, 
And  filled  the  leisure  interval  with  thought, 
The  various  labours  of  his  easy  page, 
A  chance  vnuscmcnt,  polished  half  an  age. 


pBeyond  this  tnitli  oM  bards  coul.l  scarce  invent, 
Who  durst  tu  frame  a  w»irM  by  accidi-nt. 

What  he  has  sung,  how  early,  anrl  how  well, 
The   Thasui's   hhall   boast,  and    Ro.'uan    Tiber 

Ull. 
A  glory  more  suMiinc  remains  in  store, 
Since  suc!i  his  taltMit-*,  tliat  he  sung  no  more. 
Xo  fuller  prov>f  of  jH»wer  th«'  Alini:;lity  gave, 
Making  the  pra,  thancurlMn^;  hir  proud  wave. 

Nougiit  can  thi*  genius  of  !i is  works  transcend, 
But  tlicir  fair  pur|,K>j;e  anil  iiniK>rtant  end; 
To  rou<«»  tlie  war  f«)r  injun-il  Ruroix^'s  laws, 
Tostt'cl  tlie  patriot  in  gn-at  Brunswiek's  cause; 
With  \irtui''s  cliarnH  to  kindle  saerrd  love. 
Or  paint  the  eternal  U)\vi'rs  of  b'.is^  aU»ve, 
Wlien?  had'rit  thou  hkhii,  great  Autliorl  whereto 

roll 
The  miirlitv  thi'ujeof  an  immortal  wud"! 
Thr.ui:;!!  paths  unknown,  unbe;iten,  wlience  were 

brought 
Thv  pnxijs  so  strong  f>r  innnati-'rialthou'iht? 
One  Irt  me  jiiin,  all  others  may  i-xn-l, 
'•  ITnw  c.^uld  u  innrt^d  es.-.'nre  think  so  wrll  V* 

l»nt  whv  so  larjjr  ifi  thi*  «jri*at  writrr's  praise? 
More  lortv  subjiTis  slmuld  mv  nunibrr-s  r.ii-"e: 
In  him  (illustrious  rivalry!)  cimtcuil 
The    st.itcsnian,    patriot,    (Miri.-ti.m,    ami    tha 

frii'ud ! 
TTis  iilorv  such  it  l»(»r(lers  on  disin'-'f*'^ 
To  sav  he  sunjj  the  U-st  of  human  race. 

In  joy  oncejiiinrd,  in  sorn)w  now  for  ye.v*i 
PartniT  in  grii'f,  and  brotluT  of  my  t»"ars, 
Tirkell !   aeci'pt  this  vt-rsi^  thy  mournful  diin  ; 
Thou  fartluT  slialt  llie  sicr.-d  theme  pursue; 
And  as  thv  strain  d«'srril»rs  the  matehles.4  man, 
Thv  life  shall  second  what  tliv  nnist»  U'iraii. 
Tlu»u^li  sweet  in  inMnlM'r*5,  thou:;h  afire  divine 
Dart  through  thewlmh*  and  burn  in  everv  liiiC. 
Who  strives  !>ot  for  llml  excellence  he  driiws, 
Is  stained  by  fann*.  and  siifl«rs  f«ir  aj>plause. 

But  haste  to  thy  illu-Jtrious  tn.'*k;  prepare 
The  noble  work  well  !ru-*t«'d  to  thv  care, 
The  gift  l>equeathedby  Addison's  connnand, 
To  Craniis  made  sarn-d  l»v  hi-*  ilviiiij  hand. 
Collect  the  laboiirs,  j«nn  t!ie  various  r.r:^, 
The  scattered  li^jht  in  one  united  blaze; 
Then  bear  to  him  st>  true,  so  truly  loved, 
In  lifedistinijui-jhed,  and  in  death  npiiroveil 
The  innnortid  lejiacv.     IIi*  han^s  awhile 
In  generous  anguish  o'er  tlie  glorious  pile; 
Witli  nnxious  pleasure  the  known  page  reviews, 
And  the  dear  pledge  with  falling  tears  brdew^. 
What  though  thy  tears  i>oured  o'«'r  thy  gi«Uik9 

friend, 
Thy  other  cares  for  Britain's  weal  sus|>end'? 
Think  not,  O  patriot!  while  thy  eyes  o'erflew, 
Thos«» carts  cusiKMxh'd  for  a  private  wo; 
Thy  love  to  him  is  to  thy  coimtry  shown : 
He  mourns  for  her  who  mourns  for  Addi»>ik 
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OCEAN:  AN  ODE. 

OCCASIONED   BY  HIS  MAJESTY's  ROTAL  ENCOCR- 
AQEMENT   OF  THE  8EA  SERVICE. 

TO  WHICH  18  PREFIXED 

AN  ODE  TO  THE  KING. 

I  THINK  myself  obliged  to  recommend  to  you  a 
ooninderation  of  the  greatest  importance,  and  I 
•nould  look  upon  it  as  a  great  happiness,  if,  at  the 
beginning  of  my  reign,  I  could  see  the  foundation 
laid  of  so  great  and  necessary  a  work  as  the  in- 
crease and  encouragement  of  our  seamen  in  gene- 
jal,  that  they  may  be  invited,  rather  than  compel- 
led by  force  and  violence,  to  enter  into  the  service 
of  their  country  as  oft  as  occasion  shall  require  it ; 
»  consideration  worthy  the  representatives  of  a 
people  great  and  flourishing  in  trado  and  naviga- 
tion. This  leads  me  to  mention  to  you  the  case  of 
Greenwich  Hospital,  that  care  may  be  taken,  by 
some  addition  to  that  fund,  to  render  comfortable 
and  effectual  that  charitable  provision  for  the  sup- 
port and  maintenance  of  our  seamen,  worn  out, 
and  become  decrepit  by  age  and  infirmititis,  in  the 
service  of  their  country. — Speech,  Jan.  27, 1727-8. 


TO  THE  KING. 
Old  Ocean's  proiso 
Demands  my  lays ; 
A  truly  British  theme  I  sing ; 
A  theme  so  great 
I  dare  complete, 
And  join  with  Ocean  Ocean's  King. 

To  gods  and  kings, 

The  poet  sings ; 

To  kings  and  gods  the  muse  is  dear ; 

The  muse  inspires 

With  all  her  fires ; 

Begin,  my  soul  I  thy  bold  career. 

From  awful  state, 

From  high  debate. 

From  morning-splendours  of  a  crown, 

From  homage  paid, 

From  empires  weighed 

From  plans  of  blessings  and  renown ; 

Great  monarch !  bow 

Thy  beaming  brow ; 

To  thee  1  strike  the  sounding  lyre, 

With  proud  design 

Ir.  icrsc  to  shine ; 

To  rival  Greek  and  Roman  fire 


The  Roman  ode 

Majestic  flowed, 

Its  streams  dinnely  clear  and 

Its  sense  and  sound 

Thebes  rolled  profound : 

The  torrent  roared  and  foamed  akn^ 

Let  Thebes,  nor  Rome, 

So  famed,  presume 

To  triumph  o'er  a  northern  isle; 

Late  time  shall  know 

The  north  can  glow, 

If  dread  Augustus  deign  to  snulflb 

The  work  is  done ! 

The  distant  sun 

His  smile  supplies !  exalts  mj  Tmee 

Through  earth's  wide  boond 

Shall  George  resound. 

My  theme,  by  duty,  and  by  choice. 

The  naval  crown 

Is  all  his  own ! 

Our  fleet,  if  War  or  commeree  ^^n^ 

Hw  will  performs 

Through  waves  and  storms 

And  rides  in  triumph  round  the  Kail, 

Since  then  the  main 

Sublimes  my  strain, 

To  whom  should  I  address  my  songT 

To  whom  but  thee  7 

The  boundless  sea, 

And  grateful  muse  to  Greoige  belong. 

Hail,  mighty  theme ! 

Rich  mine  of  fame ! 

If  gods  invoked  extend  their  aid ; 

Hail,  subject  new  I 

As  Britain's  due 

Reser\'ed  by  the  Pierian  maid. 

Durst  Homer's  muse. 

Or  Pindar's,  choose 

To  pour  the  billows  on  his  string 7 

No,  both  defraud 

The  tuneful  god : 

Scarce  more  sublime,  when  JoTe  they 

No  former  race 

With  strong  embrace. 

This  theme  to  ravish  durst  aspire; 

With  virgin  charms 

My  soul  it  warms, 

And  melts  melodious  on  my  lyre. 
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Now  low,  now  high, 

My  fingers  fly, 

Now  pause,  and  now  firesh  music  qpring; 

Now  dance,  now  creep, 

Now  dive,  now  sweep, 

And  fetch  the  sound  from  every  string. 

Now  numbers  rise, 

like  virgin  sighs ; 

The  soft  Fav<)nian8  melt  away; 

As  from  the  north 

Now  rushes  forth  ' 

A  Uast,  that  thunders  in  my  lay. 

My  lays  I  file 

"With  curious  toil ; 

Ye  Graces  turn  the  glowing  lines ; 

On  anvils  neat 

Your  strokes  repeat, 

And  every  stroke  the  work  refines  I 

How  music  charms! 

How  metre  warms ! 

Parent  of  actions  good  and  brave  1 

How  vice  it  tames ! 

And  worth  inflames ! 

And  holds  proud  empire  o*er  the  grave ! 

Jove  marked  for  man 

A  scanty  span, 

But  lent  him  wings  to  fly  his  doom ; 

Wit  scorns  the  grave ; 

To  wit  he  gave 

The  life  of  gods !  immortal  bloom ! 

Since  yean  will  fly, 

And  pleasures  die, 

Day  after  day,  as  years  advance; 

Since  while  life  lasts 

Joy  suflers  blasts 

From  frowmng  Fate  and  fickle  Chanel; 

Nor  life  is  long. 

But  soon  we  throng, 

like  autumn  leaves.  Death's  pallid  shore; 

We  make  at  least 

Of  bad  the  best, 

If  in  life*s  phantom,  Fame,  we  soar. 

Our  strains  divide 

The  laurel's  pride ; 

Wkfa  those  we  lift  to  life  we  five ; 

By  fame  enrolled 

With  heroes  bold, 

And  share  the  blessings  which  we  give. 

What  hero's  praise 
Can  fire  my  lays 

Like  his  vrithwhom  my  lay  begonl 
**  J  ostioe  sincere, 
And  courage  clear. 
Rise  the  two  columns  of  his  throne. 
93  2  s* 


"  How  formed  for  sway ! 

Who  look  obey,         *. 

They  read  the  monarch  in  his  port: 

Their  love  and  awe 

Supply  the  law, 

And  his  own  lustre  makes  the  court. 

"  But  shines  supreme. 

Where  heroes  flame ; 

In  war's  high-hearted  pomp  he  prides  I 

By  godlike  arts 

Enthroned  in  hearts, 

Our  bosom-lord  o'er  wills  presides." 

Our  factions  end ! 

The  nations  bend  I 

For  when  Britannia's  sons,  combined 

In  fidr  array, 

All  march  one  way ; 

They  march  the  terror  of  mankind. 

If  equal  all 

Who  tread  the  ball, 

Our  bounded  prospect,  here,  would  end  ' 

But  heroes  prove 

As  steps  to  Jove, 

By  which  our  thoughts^  with  ease,  asoead. 

From  wjiat  we  view 

We  take  the  cluo 

"Wliich  leads  from  great  to  greater  thinge , 

Men  doubt  no  more, 

But  gods  adore. 

When  such  resemblance  shines  in  Idngt. 

On  yonder  height, 

What  golden  light 

Triumphant  shines,  and  shines  alone. 

Unrivaled  blaze  I 

The  nation's  gaze ! 

'Tis  not  the  sun;  'tis  Britain's  throne. 

Our  monarch  there. 

Reared  Iiigh  in  air, 

Should  tempests  rise,  disdains  to  bend  ; 

Like  British  oak. 

Derides  the  stroke ; 

His  blooming  honours  fer  extend  I 

Beneath  them  lies, 

With  lifted  eyes, 

Fair  Albion,  like  an  amorooe  maid ; 

While  interest  wings 

Bold  foreign  kings 

To  fly,  Uko  eagles,  to  his  shade. 

At  his  proud  foot 
The  sea,  poured  out, 
Inunortal  nourishment  supplies; 
Thenco  wealth,  and  state, 
And  power,  and  fate, 
Which  EuTqierea>]s  in  George's 
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OCEAN. 

ANODE. 

C0NCLX7DIN0  WITH  A  WISH. 

Ul  Ike  iM  make  t  notoa^  let  the  lloodi  clap  their  bandi. 

Pmi^zcvIU. 
Sweet  rural  scene 
Of  flocks  and  greeni 
At  careless  ease  my  limbs  are  spread: 
All  nature  still 
But  yonder  rill, 
And  listening  pines  nod  o'er  my  head. 

In  prospect  wido 

The  boundless  tide! 

Waves  cease  to  foam,  and  winds  to  roar; 

Without  a  breeze 

The  curling  seas 

Dance  on  in  measure  to  the  shore. 

Who  sings  the  source 

Of  wealth  and  force  1 

Vast  field  of  commerce,  and  big  war 

Where  wonders  dwell  I 

Where  terrors  swell  I 

And  Neptune  thunders  from  his  carl 

____  • 

Where,  where  arc  they 

Whom  Pecan's  ray 

Has  touched,  and  bid  divinely  rave? — 

What!  none  aspire? 

I  snatch  the  lyre. 

And  plunge  into  tlie  foaming  wave. 

The  wave  resounds  1 

The  rock  rebounds ! 

The  Nereids  to  my  song  reply ! 

I  lead  the  choir, 

And  they  conspire, 

With  voice  and  shell,  to  lift  it  high. 

They  spread  in  air 

Their  bosoms  fair. 

Their  verdant  tresses  pour  behind; 

The  billows  beat 

With  nimble  feet. 

With  notes  triumphant  swell  the  wind. 

Who  love  the  shore, 

I^t  those  adore 

The  god  Apollo,  and  his  nine, 

Parnassus'  hill, 

And  Orpheus'  skill. 

But  let  Arion's  harp  be  mine. 

The  main!  the  main  1 

IS  Britain's  reign; 

Htr  strength,  her  glory,  is  her  fleet: 

The  main !  the  main  1 

Be  Britain's  strain ; 

A*  Tritofi's  strong,  as  Syren's  sweet 


Through  nature  wide 

Is  nought  descried    ' 

So  rich  in  pleasure  or  surprise ; 

When  all-serene, 

How  sweet  the  scene; 

How  dreadftd  when  the  biUows 

And  storms  deface 

The  fluid  glass, 

In  which  erewhile  Britannia,  fidr, 

Look  down  with  pride, 

Like  Ocean's  bride, 

Adjusting  her  majestic  air! 

When  tempests  cease. 

And,  hushed  in  peace, 

The  flattened  surges  smocthlj  spread. 

Deep  silence  keep. 

And  seem  to  sleep 

Recumbent  on  their  oozy  bed. 

With  what  a  trance 

The  level  glance. 

Unbroken  shoots  along  the  leafll 

Which  tempt  from  shore 

The  painted  oar. 

And  every  canvass  courts  the  breenl 

When  rushes  forth 

The  frowning  North 

On  black'ning  billows,  with  wLat  dxmd 

My  shuddering  soul 

Beholds  them  roll, 

And  hears  their  roarings  o'er  my  bead! 

With  terror  mark 

Yon  flying  bark ! 

Now  centre-deep  descend  the  brave; 

Now  tossed  on  high, 

It  takes  the  sky, 

A  feather  on  the  towering  wave  I 

Now  spins  around 

In  whirls  profound: 

Now  whelmed,  now  pendant  near  the  € 

Now,  stunned,  it  reels 

Midst  thunder's  peals, 

And  now  fierce  lightning  fires  the 

All  ether  bums 

Chaos  returns! 

And  blends,  once  more,  the  seas  and 

No  space  between 

Thy  bosom  green, 

O  Deep!  and  the  blue  conca^  lies. 

The  northern  blast. 

The  shattered  mast, 

The  syrt,  the  whirlpool,  and  the  nek, 

The  breaking  spout, 

The  stars  gono  out, 

The  boiling  streight,  the  moDiter 
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Let  oUien  feur; 

To  Britain  dear 

Whate'er  promotes  her  daring  daim; 

Thofe  tenon  charm 

Which  keeps  her  warm 

In  chaie  of  honest  gain  or  fame. 

The  stars  are  bright 

To  cheer  the  night, 

And  shed,  through  shadows^  tempered  fire; 

And  PhfBbos  flames. 

With  burnished  beams. 

Which  some  adore,  and  all  admire. 

Are  then  the  seas 

Outshone  by  these? 

Bright  Thetis!  thoo  art  not  outshone: 

^^ith  kinder  beams. 

And  softer  gleams, 

*^7  bosom  wears  them  as  thy  own. 

^*beie,  set  In  green, 
^oU  stars  are  seen, 
^  mantk  rich,  thy  charms  to  wrap: 
^iid  when  the  sun 
d^*»  race  has  run, 
"^  falls  enamoured  in  thy  lap. 

^*^o«e  clouds,  whose  dyes 
fj^clorn  the  skies, 
Thait  silver  snow,  that  pearly  rain, 
Ha«  Phfl*us  stole, 
^'^RT^ce  the  pole, 
*^«  pliinder  of  the  invaded  main! 

"^^^^^  giiiidj  bow, 

^^^^^o^o  eoloum  glow, 

^^^ose  arch  with  so  much  skill  b  bent, 

^?I*borf)ae'ray, 

y^^ich  painU  so  gay, 

^7  Ukee  the  watery  woof  was  lent 

^j^l^Uinbers  deep^ 

^J^^«P8  waters  sleep, 

^J[^>«t  unknown  treasons  pave  the  floor! 

*[^  piwrf,  in  rows, 

ij^  lostro  throws; 

^^  ^reahhinmienM  which  storms  devour. 

^J^  Indian  mines, 

^lj[|^  proud  designs, 

2[^  merchant,  swollen,  digs  golden  oro; 

T^^  t«inpesto  rise 

]**»^«ei»theprixe, 

'^^  toM  him,  breathless,  on  the  shore. 


^*  •on  complains 
^^  P*Qi|is  strains; 

•w^l  cruel  thirst  ofgold,"  he  cries; 
»  ^^  ploughs  the  midn 
•j^^fcrgain, 
**  Wan  yet  swelling  in  his  eyes, 


Thou  watery  vast! 

What  mounds  are  cast 

To  bar  thy  dreadful  flowings  o'er  I 

Thy  proudest  foam 

Must  know  its  home ; 

But  rage  of  gold  disdains  a  snorsb 

Grold  pleasure  buys ; 

But  pleasuro  dies ; 

Too  soon  tlie  gross  fruition  cloys; 

Though  raptures  court. 

The  sense  Lb  short; 

But  virtue  kindles  living  joys ! 

Joys  felt  alone  1 

Joys  askod  of  none  t 

Which  Time's  and  Fortune's  amwi 

Joys  that  subsist. 

Though  fates  resist. 

An  unprecarious,  endless  bliss ! 

The  soul  refined 

Is  most  inclined 

To  every  moral  excellence; 

All  vice  is  dull, 

A  knave's  a  fool. 

And  virtue  is  the  child  of  Sense. 

The  virtuous  mind. 

Nor  wave  nor  wind. 

Nor  civil  rage,  nor  tyrant's  firownj 

The  shaken  ball. 

Nor  planet's  fall, 

From  its  firm  baas  can  dethmie. 

This  Britain  knows. 

And  therefore  glows 

With  generous  passions,  and  expenit 

Her  wealth  and  zeal 

On  public  weal. 

And  brightens  both  by  godlike  ends. 

What  end  so  great 

As  that  which  late 

Awoke  the  genius  of  the  Main ; 

Which  towering  rose. 

With  George  to  dose, 

And  rival  great  Eliza's  reignl 

A  voice  has  flown 

From  Britain's  throne 

To  reinflame  a  grand  design ; 

That  voice  shall  rear 

Yon  fabric  fair,* 

As  nature's  rose  at  the  divina 

When  Nature  sprung 

Blessed  angels  sung. 

And  shouted  o'er  the  lising  ball : 
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For  itndns  as  Ugh 

As  man's  can  fly 

The  seardevoted  honoun  eaU. 

From  hoisterous  seas, 

The  lap  of  Ease 

Receives  our  wounded  and  our  old; 

High  domes  ascend  I 

Stretehed  arches  bend ; 

Proud  cdnmns  swell  I  wide  gates  unfold! 

So  sleeps  the  grain, 

la  Ibstering  rain, 

And  vital  beams,  till  Jove  descend  ; 

Then  bursts  the  root, 

The  verdures  shoot. 

And  eorth,  enrich,  adorn,  defend. 

Here,  soft  reclined. 

Prom  wave,  from  vrind, 

And  Fortune's  tempests,  safe  ashore^ 

To  cheat  their  care. 

Of  former  war 

They  talk  the  pleasing  shadows  o'er. 

In  lengthened  tales 

Our  fleet  prevails ; 

In  tales,  the  lenitives  of  age  I 

And  o'er  the  bowl 

They  fire  the  soul 

Of  listening  youth  to  martial  rage. 

The  story  done, 

Their  setting  sun, 

Serenely  smiling  down  the  west, 

in  soft  decay 

They  drop  away, 

And  honour  leads  them  to  their  rest 

Unhappy  they ! 

And  falsely  gay  I 

Who  bask  for  ever  in  success : 

A  constant  feast 

Cluite  palls  the  taste. 

And  long  enjoyment  is  distress. 

What  charms  us  most. 

Our  joy,  our  boast. 

Familiar,  loses  all  its  gloss; 

And  gold  refined 

The  sated  mind 

Fastidious  turns  tc  perfect  dross. 

When,  afler  toil, 

His  native  soil 

The  panting  mariner  regains, 

VVhat  transport  flows 

From  bare  repose  1 

We  reap  our  pleasure  from  oar  pains. 

Ye  warlike  I  slain 
Beneath  the  main, 


Wrapt  in  a  watery  wintfing  shcfl^ 

Who  bought  with  blood 

Your  ooontry's  good, 

Your  country's  full-blown  glory 


What  powerful  charm 

Can  Death  disarm  1 

Your  long,  your  iron  slomben  bratk 

By  Jove,  by  Fame, 

By  Greorge's  name. 

Awake !  awake  I  awake  I 

Our  joy  so  proud. 

Our  shout  so  loud, 

Without  a  charm  the  dead  might  ha 

And,  see !  they  rouse 

Their  awfiil  brows. 

Deep-scarred,  from  ooiy  piUows  rearl 

With  spiral  shell. 

Full-blasted,  tell,  , 

That  all  your  watery  realms  sbotdd  A 

Your  pearl  alcoves, 

Your  coral  groves. 

Should  echo  theirs  and  Britain^  kine 

As  long  as  stars 

Guide  mariners, 

As  Carolina's  virtues  please^ 

Or  suns  innte 

The  ravished  sight, 

The  British  flag  shall  sweep  theMU-tf 

Peculiar  both ! 

Our  soil's  strong  growth, 

And  our  bold  natives'  hardy  mmd; 

Sure  heaven  bespoke 

Our  hearts  and  oak. 

To  give  a  master  to  mankind. 

That  noblest  birth 

Of  teeming  earth, 

Of  forest  fair  that  daughter  proud, 

To  foreign  coasts 

Our  grandeur  boasts. 

And  Britain's  pleasure  speaks  alcmd:2 

Now,  big  with  wai. 

Sends  fate  from  far, 

If  robcl  realms  their  fate  demand; 

Now  sumptuous  spoils 

Of  foreign  soils 

Pours  in  the  bosom  of  oar  land. 

Hence  Britain  lays 

In  scales,  and  weighs 

The  fates  of  kingdoms  and  of 

And  as  she  frowns, 

Or  smiles,  on  crowns, 

A  night  or  day  of  glory  springai 


*  WrittenaooD  a?xr  Kii^  GocNqgs  ths  f)aK,*»  i 
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■.JB  Ocean  swells 

*      streams  and  rills, 

I.    to  tbeb  Ixmlen  Uftt  them  higli, 

s^lse  withdraws 

5     mighty  cauae, 

K    leaves  their  famished  channels  dry. 

^r  mixed,  how  frail, 

^^r  sure  to  fail, 

v^iy  pleasure  of  mankind  I 

samp  destroys 

"blooming  joys, 

lie  Britain's  gknyfires  my  mind: 

'^ho  can  gaze 
■restless  seas, 

track  with  life's  more  restless  state  1 

<^re  all  are  tossed, 

I  n^jst  are  lost, 

•^e«  of  passion,  blasts  of  fate, 

■  World's  the  main, 

'_  "Vexed !  how  vain  I 

^tlon  swells,  and  anger  foams ; 

^  Sood  men  find, 

5«.th  the  wind, 

^^^eless  shore,  unruffled  homes  I 

I^iiblic  scene 
^**^^ned  men, 
^H  me,  O  teach  mo  to  despise  I 

"^^orid  few  know, 
^^  their  wo, 

Crimes  with  our  experience  rise. 

^Ider  sense 

*^*ished  thence, 

'^^^den  Nature's  first  alarms; 

^*  shocked  before 

S^^^mts  no  more, 

^  "What  disgusted  has  its  charms. 

^^Vlecapcs  green, 

^^  Bliss  is  seen, 

^^  Innocence,  in  shades, she  sports; 

^^allhy  towns 

***!  Labour  frowns, 

^  painted  Sorruw  smiles  in  courts. 


scenes  untried 
^^cd  my  pride, 

*^i3rtunc'8  arrow  bared  my  breast, 
'  A^igdom  came, 
^^^^ly  dame, 
^  told  me  pleasure  was  in  rest 

'■^  may  I  steal 
"**^g  the  vale 

*^UmbIe  life,  secure  from  focsl 
y  friend  sincere, 
*9  judgment  clear, 
^  gentle  business  my  repose. 


"  My  mind  be  strong, 

To  combat  wrong ; 

Grateful,  O  King!  for  fiivonrs  shown; 

Soft  to  complain, 

For  others'  pain. 

And  bold  to  triumph  o'er  my  own! 

"  (When  Fortune's  kind) 

Acute  to  find. 

And  warm  to  rcKah  every  boon, 

And  wise  to  still 

Fantastic  ill, 

Whose  frightful  spectrea  stalk  at  noon. 

"  No  fruitless  toils. 

No  brainless  broils, 

£ach  moment  leveled  at  the  mark  1 

Our  day  so  short 

Invites  no  sport ; 

Be  sad  and  solemn  when  'tis  dark. 

"Yet  Prudence  still 

Rein  thou  my  will ! 

What's  most  important  make  most  dearl 

For  'tb  in  this 

Resides  true  Bliss ; 

True  BUss,  a  deity  severe. 

"  When  temper  leans 

To  gayer  scenes. 

And  serious  life  void  moments  spares, 

The  sylvan  chase 

My  sinews  brace  I 

Or  song  unbend  my  mind  from  caresl 

"  Nor  shun,  my  soul, 

The  genial  bowl,  • 

Where  mirth,  good-nature,  spirit,  flow  I 

Ingredients  these 

Above  to  please 

The  laughing  gods,  the  wise  below. 

"  Though  rich  the  vine. 

More  wit  than  wine. 

More  sense  than  wit,  good-will,  than  ait^ 

May  I  provide ! 

Fair  truth,  my  pride ! 

My  joy,  the  converse  of  the  heart  I 

"  The  gloomy  brow, 

The  broken  vow. 

To  distimt  climes,  ye  gods!  remove ^ 

The  nobly-souled 

Their  commerce  hold 

With  words  of  truth,  and  looks  of  kyve. 

"  Oh  glorious  aim! 

Oh  wealth  supreme ! 

Divine  benevolence  of  soul  I 

That  greatly  glows. 

And  freely  flows. 

And  in  one  blessing  grasps  the  whole' 
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"Propbetk 

And  golden  dratmi, 

May  I,  onaanguine  cMt  away; 

Ha^  what  I  have, 

And  live,  nc4  leave, 

Enamoured  c'*the  pneeat  dayl 

"  My  bouiB  my  own. 

My  faults  unknown, 

My  chief  revenue  in  content; 

Then  leave  one  beam 

Of  honest  fame, 

And  loom  the  laboured  monument  I 

"  Unhurt  my  urn, 

Till  that  great  turn 

When  mighty  Nature's  self  shall  die ; 

Time  cease  to  glide 

With  human  pride, 

Bunk  in  the  ocean  of  eternity." 


SEA-PIECE. 

COKTlIlinNa,  I.THEBBITISH  SAILOr's  EXULTATION. 
II.  BIS  PRATER  BEFORE  ENGAOEMENT. 


DEDICATION  TO  MR.  VOLTAIRE. 

Mt  Muse,  a  bird  of  passage,  flics 

From  frozen  clime  to  milder  skies : 

From  chilling  blasts  she  seeks  thy  cheering  beam, 

A  beam  of  favour  hero  denied : 

Conscious  of  faults,  her  blushing  pride 

Hopte  an  asylum  in  so  great  a  name. 

To  dive  full  deep  in  ancient  days,* 

The  warrior's  ardent  deeds  to  raise. 

And  monarcbs  aggrandize — the  glory  thine ; 

Thine  u  the  drama,  how  renowned ; 

Thine  Epic's  loftier  trump  to  sound; 

But  let  Arion's  sea-strung  harp  be  mine. 

But  Where's  liis  dolphin?  knowest  thou  where  1 

May  that  be  found  in  thee,  Voltaire ! 

Save  thou  from  harm  my  plunge  into  the  wave: 

How  will  thy  name  illustrious  raise 

My  sinking  song !  Mere  mortal  lays. 

So  patronized,  are  rescued  from  the  grave. 

**  Tell  me,"  say'st  thou,  "  who  courts  my  smile  7 
What  stranger  strayed  from  yonder  isle  1"— 
No  stranger  Sir!  though  bom  in  foreign  climes; 
On  Dorset  Downs,  when  Milton's  page. 
With  Sin  and  Death  provoked  thy  rage. 
Thy  rage  provoked,  wno  soothed  vrith  gentle 
rhvmes. 
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Who  kindly  couched  thy  cemoie's 
And  gave  thee  deariy  to  descry 
Sound  judgment  giving  law  to  fane 
Who  half-inclined  thee  to  confess, 
Nor  could  thy  modesty  do  less, 
That  Milton's  MindneM  lay  not  in 

But  such  debates  long  since  are  flo* 
For  ever  set  the  suns  that  shonr 
On  airy  pastimes,  ere  our  brows  wc 
How  shortly  sliall  we  both  forget, 
To  thee,  my  patron,  I  my  debt, 
And  thou  to  thine  ibr  Prussia's  gok 


The  present,  in  oblivion  cast. 
Full  soon  shall  sleep,  as  sleeps  the ; 
Full  soon  the  wide  distinction  die  b 
The  frowns  and  favours  of  the  grei 
High-flushed  Success,  and  pale  Dei 
The  Gallic  gaiety,  and  British  splo 

Ye  winged,  ye  rapid  moments !  sta; 
Oh,  Friend !  as  deaf,  as  rapid,  they 
Life's  little  drama  done,  the  curtain 
Dost  thou  not  hear  it  7  I  can  hear. 
Though  nothing  strikes  the  Ustenin 
Time  groans  his  last;  Eternal  k>ud 

Nor  calls  in  vain ;  the  call  ins|ures 
Far  other  counsels  and  desires. 
Than  once  prevailed :  we  stand  on  ] 
What  scenes  wc  see! — Exalted  ain 
With  ardours  new  on  spirits  flame 
Ambition  blessed !  with  more  than  li 
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In  lofty  sounds  let  those  delight 
WIio  brave  the  foe,  but  fear  the  fig 
And  bold  in  word,  of  arms  decline 
'Tis  mean  to  boast,  but  great  to  len 
To  foes  the  counBel  of  a  friend. 
And  warn  them  of  the  vengeance  t 

From  whence  arise  these  loud  alarc 
Why  gleams  the  South  with  brand 
War,  bathed  in  blood,  from  cursed  an 
Ambition  mean,  ignoble  pride! 
Perhaps  their  ardours  may  subside, 
When  weighed  the  wonders  Britaii 

Hear,  and  revere.  At  Britain's  no 
From  each  enchanted  grove  and  w> 
Hastes  the  huge  oak,  or  shapeless  f 
The  mountain  pines  assume  new  f( 
Spread  canvass  wingn,  and  fly  thrc 
And  ride  o'er  rocks,  and  dance  on  f 
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She  nod«  again ;  the  labouring  earth 

DiBckMes  a  tremendoui  birth ; 

In  nnoking  rivers  runs  her  molten  ore  I 

Thence  monsters  of  enormous  size, 

And  hi&loous  aspect,  threatening  rise ; 

Flame  from  the  deck,  from  trembling  bastions  roar. 

These  ministers  of  Fate  fulfil, 

On  emiNres  wide,  an  island's  will, 

When  thrones  unjust  wake  vengeance.    Know, 

ye  powers ! 
In  sudden  night,  and  ponderous  balls. 
And  floods  of  flame,  the  tempest  falls, 
When  braved  Britannia's  awful  senate  lowers. 

In  her  grand  council*  she  surveys. 

In  patriot  picture,  what  may  raise, 

Of  insolent  attempts,  a  warm  disdain  ; 

From  hope's  triumphant  summit  tlirown. 

Like  darted  lightning,  swidly  down 

The  wealth  of  ind',  and  confidoncc  of  Spain. 

Britannia  sheaths  her  courage  keen. 

And  spares  her  nitrous  magazine; 

Her  cannon  slumber,  till  the  proud  aspire. 

And  leave  all  law  below  them,  then  they  blaze ! 

They  thunder  from  resounding  seas, 

Touched  by  their  injured  master's  soul  of  fire. 

Then  furies  rise !  the  battle  raves ! 
And  fends  the  skies,  and  warms  the  waves  1 
And  calls  a  tempest  from  the  }>eaccful  deep, 
In  spite  of  Nature,  spite  of  Jove, 
While  all  serene,  and  hushed  above, 
Twnaltuous  winds  in  azure  chambers  sleep. 

A  thousand  deaths  the  burKtintr  bomb 
Hurls  from  her  disemboweled  womb ; 
Chained,  glowing  globes  in  drend  alliance  joined, 
Red-wingeil  by  strong  sulphureous  blasts, 
Sweep  in  black  whirlwinds,  men  and  masts, 
And  leave  singed,  naked,  blood-drowned,  decks  be- 
hind. 

Dwarf  laurels  rise  in  tented  fields ; 

The  wn*ath  immortal  Ocean  yields; 

There  War's  whole  sting  is  shot,  whole  fire  Is  spent. 

Whole  glory  bloimis.     How  pale,  how  tame, 

How  lambent,  is  Bellona's  flame  I 

How  her  rtorius  languish  on  the  Continent  I 

From  the  dread  front  of  ancient  war 
LeM  terror  frowned ;  her  scythed  car. 
Her  castled  elephant,  and  battering  beam. 
Sloop  to  those  engines  which  deny 
Sufierior  terrors  to  the  sky. 
And  lioast  their  clouds,  their  thunder,  and  their 
flame. 

The  flame,  the  thunder,  and  the  cloud, 
Tlae  night  by  day,  tho  sea  of  blood, 
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Hosts  whirled  in  air,  the  yell  of  sinking  throngs 

The  graveless  dead  an  ocean  warmed, 

A  firmament  by  mortals  stormed. 

To  patient  Britain's  angry  brow  belongs. 

Or  do  1  dream?  or  do  I  ravc7 

Or  see  1  Vulcan's  sooty  cave, 

Where  Jove's  red  bolts  the  giant-brothers  frame  • 

Those  swarthy  gods  of  toil  and  heat, 

Loud  peals  on  mountain  anvils  beat. 

And  panting  tempests  rouse  tho  roaring  flame. 

Ye  sons  of  .£tna !  hear  my  call, 

Unfinished  let  those  baubles  fall. 

Yon  shield  of  Mars,  Minerva's  helmet  blue : 

Your  strokes  suspend,  ye  brawny  throng ! 

Charmed  by  the  magic  of  my  song. 

Drop  the  feigned  thunder,  and  attempt  the  true. 

Begin ;  and,  first  take  rapid  flight,* 

Fierce  flame,  and  clouds  of  thickest  night, 

And  ghastly  terror,  paler  than  the  dead; 

Then  borrow  from  tho  North  his  roar, 

Mix  groans  and  death ;  one  phial  pour 

Of  wronged  Britannia's  wrath ;  and  it  is  made; 

Gaul  starts  and  trembles — at  your  dreadful  trade. 


ODE  THE  SECOND. 
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So  formed  the  bolt  ordained  to  break 
Gaul's  haughty  plan,  and  Bourlion  shake. 
If  Britain's  crimes  supjiort  not  Britain's  foes^ 
And  edge  their  swords.     O  power  Divine! 
If  blessed  by  thee  the  bold  design. 
Embattled  hosts  a  single  arm  o'erthrows. 

Ye  warlike  dead  I  who  fell  of  old 
In  Britain's  cause,  by  Fame  enrolled 
In  deathless  annal!  deathless  deeds  inspire: 
From  oozy  beds,  for  Britain's  sake. 
Awake,  illustrious  Chiefs !  awake. 
And  kindle  in  your  sons  paternal  fire. 

The  day  commissioned  from  aliove. 
Our  worth  to  weigh,  our  heaits  to^rove, 
If  war's  full  shock  too  feeble  to  sustain, 
Or  firm  to  stand  its  final  blow. 
When  vital  streams  of  blood  shall  flow. 
And  turn  to  crimson  the  discoloured  main . 

That  day 's  arrived,  that  fatal  hour  I 

**  Hear  Uh,  O  hear.  Almighty  power  I 

Our  guide  in  counsel,  and  our  strength  in  bghl 

Now  War's  imix)rtant  dye  is  thrown. 

If  left  the  day  to  man  alone. 

How  blind  is  Wisilom,  and  how  weak  is  Might  I 


*  Aliuiuig  10  Virgil'ff  drarriptioi  o^  *b  inlir. 
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*  Lie  proitnte  heart*,  and  aw&l  icar, 
And  Jisep  remone,  and  «gh«  nnoera, 
Fur  Britain's  f  oilt  the  wratk  divine  appeaae ; 
A  wrath  more  formidable  far 
Than  angiy  Nature*a  waateful  war, 
The  whiri  of  tempertt,  and  the  roar  of  i 


"  From  oot  the  deep  to  thee  we  cry, 

To  thee,  at  Nature's  helm  on  high! 

Bteer  thou  our  conduct,  dread  Ommpotenoe  1 

To  thee  for  succour  we  resort ; 

Thj  fiivour  is  our  only  port ; 

Our  only  rock  of  safety  thy  defonoe. 

"  O  Thou !  to  whom  the  lions  roar, 

And  not  unheard,  thy  boon  implore ! 

Thy  throne  our  bunts  of  cannon  loud  in?oke : 

Thou  canst  arrest  the  flying  ball. 

Or  send  it  back,  and  bid  it  faU 

On  those  from  whose  proud  deck  the  thunder  broke. 

"  Britain  in  vain  extends  her  care 

To  climes  remote*  for  aids  in  war ; 

Still  fiirther  must  it  stretch  to  crush  the  foe : 

There 's  one  alliance,  one  alone, 

Can  crown  her  arms,  or  fix  her  throne. 

And  that  alliance  is  not  found  below. 

**  Ally  Supromc !  wc  turn  to  thee ; 

We  learn  obedience  from  the  sea ; 

with  seas  and  winds,  henceforth,  thy  laws  fulfil; 

rris  thine  our  bkx)d  to  freeze  or  warm, 

To  rouse  or  hush  the  martial  storm, 

And  turn  the  tide  of  conquest  at  thy  ^ill. 

**  Tis  thine  to  beam  sublime  renown, 

Or  quench  the  glories  of  a  crown ; 

'Tis  thine  to  doom,  'tis  thine  from  death  to  firee, 

To  turn  aside  his  Icvoird  dart, 

Or  pluck  it  from  the  bleeding  heart : — 

There,  we  cast  anchor,  we  confide  in  thee. 

"  Thou  1  who  hast  taught  the  North  to  roar, 

And  streannng  lightst  nocturnal  pour 

Of  frightful  aspect !  when  proud  foes  invade, 

Their  blasted  pride  with  dread  to  seize. 

Did  Britain's  flags,  as  metcorB,  blaze. 

And  George  depute,  to  Uiundcr  in  thy  stead. 

*'  The  right  alone  U  l)old  and  struDiTi 

Black  hovering  clouds  appal  tlio  uron:' 

With  dread  of  vengeance. — N  attire's  awful  Sire  I 

Lem  tlian  one  moment  siioiiJilH*  thou  frown, 

Wnero  w  F'ui?"ancc  and  Reno-Mi? 

Thrones  trc^niblo,  enipirei*  iii:.k,  or  worlds  expire. 

'*  1^1  George  the  ju<tt  chastinn  ttio  vain  : 

*l  tiou !  wlio  diwt  rnrli  tlie  n-M  main, 

To  mount  the  sliorc  when  boiling  billows  rave ! 


Bid  Greurge  repel  a  bolder  tide, 
The  boundless  sweU  of  Gallic  pride. 
And  chock  Ambition's  overwhelming  ' 

"  And  when  (all  mikler  means  withstc 
Ambition  tamed  by  loss  of  blood 
Regains  her  reason ;  then,  on  angeb'  i 
Let  peace  descend,  and  shouting  greet, 
With  peals  of  joy,  Britannia's  fleet. 
How  richly  freighted  it  triumphant  br 
The  poise  of  kingdoms  and  the  fate  of 
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PREFACE. 

A  PINDARIC  carries  a  formidable  t 
there  is  nothing  fonuidaUe  in  the  trut 
it,  01  which  (with  utmost  submission] 
the  critics  have  hitlierto  entertained  «* 
Pindar  is  as  natural  as  Anacrron,  th 
familiar ;  m  a  fixed  star  is  as  much  in 
of  nature  as  a  flower  of  the  field,  thoi 
vious,  and  of  greater  dignity.  This  is 
oeived  notion  of  Pindar :  1  sliall  tlierefo 
port  at  large  tlkc  hint  which  is  now  gii 

Trade  is  a  very  noble  tiuhject  in  itsc  ] 
per  than  any  for  an  Englittiitnan,  and 
seasonable  at  thid  juncture. 

Wo  have  more  siHxrirncns  of  good 
every  province  than  in  the  suhliini 
famous  epic  i)o*»ms  excepted.  I  was 
make  an  attempt  where  1  had  the  fc\V( 

If,  on  reading  this  Ode,  any  man 
idea  of  the  real  interest,  or  )H>ssil>lc  | 
country  than  before,  or  a  stronger  iinpi 
it,  or  a  warmer  c^^nrern  for  it,  I  giv< 
critic  any  further  reputation. 

Wo  have  many  copies  and  trantUaUo 
for  originals.  This  Ode,  I  Iiunihly  eon 
original,  though  it  profossi's  imitation, 
can  be  like  Pindar,  by  iniitatiiig  any 
ticular  works,  any  more  than  like  I 
cop}ing  the  Cartoo'is.  The  genius  a; 
such  great  men  must  l»e  collected  from 
and  wlien  thus  we  are  |)osse8j$ed  of  it, ' 
ert  its  energy  in  subjects  and  designs 
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XidtLing  is  BO  unpindarical  aa  following  Pindar  on 
the  foot  Pindar  is  an  ori^rinal ;  and  be  must  be  so 
too  who  would  be  like  Pindar  in  that  which  is  his 
greatest  praise.  Nothing  so  unlike  as  a  close  copy 
mhI  a  noble  original. 

Am  for  length,  Pindar  has  an  unbroken  ode  of 
«x  hundred  lines.  Nothing  is  long  or  short  in 
writing,  but  relatively  to  the  demand  of  the  sub- 
ject, and  the  manner  of  treating  it  A  distich 
may  be  long,  and  a  folio  short.  However,  I  have 
bcoken  this  Ode  into  strains,  each  of  wliich  may 
be  considered  as  a  separate  ode,  if  you  please.  And 
if  the  variety  and  fulness  of  matter  be  considered, 
I  am  rather  apprehensive  of  danirer  from  brevity 
in  this  Ode,  than  from  length.  But  lank  writing 
is  what  I  think  ought  most  to  be  declined,  if  for 
nothing  else,  for  our  plenty  of  it 

The  Ode  is  the  most  spirited  kind  of  poetry, 
and  the  Pindaric  is  the  most  spirited  kind  of  ode. 
This  1  speak  at  my  own  very  great  peril;  but 
truth  has  an  eternal  title  to  our  confession,  though 
we  are  sure  to  suffer  by  it 


THE  MERCHANT. 

ANODE. 
OM  THE  BRITISH  TRADE   AND   NAYIOATION. 

To  hb  Grace  the  Duke  of  Chandoe. 


PRELUDE. 


CONTENTS. 


Froposkloo.    An  Address  to  the  Veaael  tnat  brought 


Its  grand  deposit  faithful  to  restore  I 

Salute  the  bark  that  ne'er  shall  hold 

So  rich  a  freight  in  gems  or  gold, 

And  loaded  from  both  Indies  would  be  poor. 

My  soul !  to  thee  she  spreads  her  sails  1 
Their  bosoms  fill  with  sacred  gales ; 
With  inspiration  from  the  Grodhead  warm; 
Now  bound  for  an  eternal  clime, 

0  send  her  down  the  tide  of  Time, 
Snatched  from  oblivion,  and  secure  from  storm. 

Or  teach  this  flag  like  that  to  soar, 
Which  gods  of  old  and  heroes  bore ; 
Bid  her  a  British  constellation  risc^ 
The  sea  she  scorns;  and  now  shall  bound 
On  lolly  billows  of  sweet  sound : 

1  am  her  pilot,  and  her  port  the  skies ! 

Dare  you  to  sing,  ye  tinkling  Train! 
Silence,  ye  Wretched !  ye  Profane! 
Who  shackle  prose,  and  boast  of  absent  gods; 
Wlio  murder  thought,  and  numbers  maim, 
Who  write  Pindarics  cold  and  lame, 
And  labour  stilT  Anacreontic  odes. 

Ye  lawful  sons  of  Genius,  rise ! 

Of  genuine  title  to  the  skies; 

Ye  founts  of  learning !  and  ye  mints  of  Fame  I 

You  who  file  ofl'  the  mortal  part 

Of  glowing  thought  with  Atticart, 

And  drink  pure  song  from  Cam's  or  Isis'  stream. 

I  glow,  I  burn!  the  numbers  pure, 
High-flavoured,  deUcatc,  mature. 


die  King.    Who  should  sing  onUiis  occasion.  Pindaric  Spontaneous  stream  from  my  unlaboured  breast ; 

As  when  full-ripened  teems  the  vine, 
The  generous  bursts  of  willing  wine 
Distil  nectareous  from  the  grape  unpresKd. 


by  the  surge  my  liml>s  are  spread, 
The  uaval  oak  nods  o'er  my  head, 
The  winds  are  loud,  the  waves  tumultuous  roll ; 
Ye  winds !  indulge  your  rage  no  more ; 
Ye  sounding  billows !  cease  to  roar: 
The  god  descends,  and  transports  warm  my  souL 

The  waves  arc  huslied,  the  winds  are  spent ; 
Thb  kingdom,  from  the  kingdoms  rent, 
I  celebrate  in  song.     Famed  Isle !  no  less. 
By  Nature's  favour,  from  mankind, 
Than  by  the  foaming  sea  disjoined ; 
Alone  in  bliss:  an  isle  in  happiness  I 

Though  Fate  and  Time  have  damped  my  strain:*. 
Though  youth  no  longer  fires  my  veins, 
Thoujrh  slow  tlieir  streams  in  this  cold  climate  run, 
The  royal  eye  dispels  my  cares, 
Recalls  the  warmth  of  bloorhin<r  years : 
Returning  George  supplies  the  distant  sun. 

Away,  my  Soul !  salute  the  Pine,* 
That  glads  tlie  heart  of  Caroline, 

*  The  veasd  la  which  the  YlXns,  ciino  over. 
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now  the  Kin^  attended.  A  pnwpcct  of  hAppineK  Indi» 
try.  A  surprising  ia«lancc  or  it  in  Old  ICome.  The  mischief 
ofsloiti.  What  happiness  i.^  Sloiii  its  greatest  enemy.  Trade 
natural  to  Britain.  Trade  Invoked.  IX-scribwl  Wiial  tha 
greatest  human  excellence.  The  praise  of  wealth.  Its  oai^ 
abuse,  end.  Tlie  variety  of  Nature.  The  final  moral  causi 
of  it.  Tlie  benefit  of  man's  neceantica.  Britain's  naval  storea 
She  makes  all  niture  i«erviceabIo  to  lier  ends.  Or  reamru  Its 
excellence.  How  we  should  form  our  estimate  oftliingii.  Rea- 
son's difficult  iBsk.  Why  the  first  glcM^  her's.  Iler  cflects  tt 
lOfalBritahi. 


"  Our  monarch  comes !  nor  comes  alone." 
What  shining  forms  surround  his  throne, 
O  sun!  as  planrts  thoe.     To  my  loud  strrdn 
See  Peace,  by  Wisdom  leil,  advance ; 
The  Grace,  the  Muse,  the  Season,  <lance! 
And  Plenty  spreails  ^>)hind  her  flowing  traio ' 
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"  Oi.r  n>  narcK  corneal  nor  comes  alone P' 
Kcw  gloriea  kindle  round  his  throne. 
The  visions  rise !  I  triumph  as  I  gaze. 
By  Pindar  led,  I  turned  of  late 
The  volume  dark,  the  folds  of  Fate, 
And  now  am  present  to  the  future  hlaze. 

By  George  and  Jove  it  is  decreed, 

The  mighthy  Months  in  pomp  proceed, 

Fair  daughters  of  the  Sun !— O  thou  divine, 

Blessed  Industry !  a  smiling  earth 

From  thee  alone  derives  its  birth : 

By  thee  the  ploughshare  and  its  master  shine. 

From  thee,  mast,  cable,  anchor,  oar, 

From  thee  the  cannon,  and  his  roar ! 

On  oaks  nursed,  reared  by  thee,  wealth,  empire 

grows. 
O  golden  fruit !  oak  well  might  prove 
The  sacred  tree,  the  tree  of  Jove ; 
All  Jove  can  give  the  naval  oak  bestows. 

What  can  not  Industry  complete  7 
When  punic  war  first  flamed,  the  great, 
Bold,  active,  ardent  Roman  Fathers  meet : 
"Fell  all  your  groves,"  a  Flamen  cries;* 
Ai  toon  they  fall,  as  soon  they  rise ; 
One  moon  a  forest,  and  the  next  a  fleet. 

If  sloth  indulgence  1  'tis  a  toil ; 

Enervates  man,  and  damns  the  soil ; 

Defsats  creation,  plunges  in  <listress. 

Cankers  our  being ;  all  dovoursi ; 

A  full  exertion  of  our  powers ! 

Thence,  and  thence  only,  glows  our  happiness. 

The  stream  may  stagnate,  yet  l)e  clear, 

The  sun  suspend  hit*  swift  career. 

Yet  healthy  Nature  fori  her  wonted  force; 

Ere  man  his  active  sprini^s  resigned, 

Can  rust  in  Ixxly  and  in  mind, 

Yet  taste  of  bliss,  of  which  he  chokes  the  source. 

Where,  Industry!  thy  daui;hu.'r  fair  1 

Recall  her  to  her  native  air : 

Here  was  Trade  born,  hero  bred,  here  flourished 

long; 
And  ever  shall  she  flourish  here : 
What  though  she  languished  7  'twas  but  fear ; 
She 's  sound  of  heart ;  her  constitution 's  strong. 

Wake, sting  her  up.     Trade!  lean  no  more 
On  thy  fixed  anchor ;  push  from  shore ; 
Gartn  ucs  before  thee,  every  climate  court 
And  see!  she's  roused;  absolved  from  fears. 
Her  brow  in  cloudless  azure  rears. 
Spreads  all  her  sail,  and  opens  every  port. 

*L.  Florus. 


See  cherished  by  her  sister,  Peace, 
She  levies  gain  on  every  place. 
Religion,  habit,  custom,  tongue,  and  nauns  L 
Again  she  travels  with  the  sun, 
Again  she  draws  the  golden  zone, 
Round  earth  and  main;  bright  zone  of  wealth 
fame. 

Ten  thousand  active  hands,  that  hunf 
In  shameful  sloth,  with  nerves  unstrung, 
The  nation's  languid  load,  defy  the 
The  sheets  unfurl,  and  anchors  weigh. 
The  long  moored  vesawl  wings  to 
Worlds  worids  salute,  and  peopled 


His  sons,  Po,  Ganges,  Danube,  Nile, 
Their  sedgy  forcheails  lifl  and  smile; 
Their  urns  inverted,  prodigally  poor 
Streams  charged- with  wealth,  and  tow  to  boj 
Britannia  for  their  great  ally, 
With  climes  paid  down.    What  can  the  godsd 
morel 

Cold  Russia  costly  furs,  from  fur, 
Hot  China  sends  her  painted  jar, 
France  generous  wines  to  crown  it,  Anb 
With  gales  of  incense  swells  our  muJs, 
Nor  distant  Ind  our  merchant  fails. 
Her  richest  ore  the  ballast  of  our 


Luxuriant  isle!  what  tide  that  flows, 

Or  stream  that  glides,  or  wind  that  blows, 

Or  genial  sun  that  shines,  or  shower  that  pour^ 

But  Hows,  glides,  breathes,  shines,  pours,  for  the 

How  every  heart  dilates  to  see 

Each  land's  each  season  blending  on  thy  shons 

All  these  one  British  harvest  make? 

The  servant  Ocean,  for  thy  sake, 

Both  sinks  and  swells;  his  arms  thy boaom  wn 

And  fondly  give,  in  boundless  dower, 

To  mighty  George's  growing  power, 

The  wafted  world  into  thy  loaded  lap. 

Commerce  brings  riches,  riches  crown 
Fair  virtue  with  the  first  renown ; 
A  large  revenue,  and  a  large  expense. 
When  hearts  for  others'  welfare  glow, 
And  B|)end  as  free  as  gods  bcs^pw, 
Gives  the  full  bloom  to  mortal  excellence. 

Glow,  then,  my  breast!  al>ouncl,  my  store; 

This,  and  this  l)oldly,  1  implore: 

Their  want  and  apathy  let  Stoics  boost; 

Passion  and  riches,  gooil  or  ill. 

As  used  by  man  demand  our  skill; 

AH  blessings  wound  us  when  discretion's  losL 

Wealth,  in  the  virtuous  and  the  wise, 
'Tis  vice  and  folly  to  despise : 
Let  those  in  praise  of  i)overty  refine, 
Whose  heads  or  hearts  j»ervert  its  use. 
The  narrow  souled  or  the  profuse! 
The  truly  great  find  moraU  in  the  niino. 
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Happy  the  man  1  who,  large  of  heart, 

Has  learnt  the  rare,  illoatrioua  art 

Of  being  rich :  stores  starve  us,  or  they  cloy, 

From  gold  if  more  than  chymic  skill 

Extract  not  what  is  brighter  still: 

Tis  hard  to  gain,  much  harder  to  enjoy. 

Plenty's  a  means,  and  joy  her  end : 

Efahed  minds  their  joys  extend. 

A  Chandos  shines  when  others'  joys  are  done ; 

As  lofty  turrets,  by  their  height, 

When  humbler  scenes  resign  their  light, 

Retain  the  rays  of  the  declining  sun. 

Pregnant  with  blessings,  Britain!  swear, 

Ho  sordid  son  of  thine  shall  dare 

Ofiend  the  donor  of  thy  wealth  and  peace ; 

Who  now  his  whole  creation  drains 

To  pour  into  thy  tumid  veins 

That  blood  of  nations,  commerce  and  increase. 

HowTarious  Nature!  turgid  grain 

Here  nodding,  floats  the  golden  plain ; 

There  worms  weave  silken  webs,  here  glowing 

vines 
Lay  forth  thdr  purple  to  the  sun : 
Beneath  the  soil  there  harvests  run, 
And  king's  revenues  ripen  in  the  mines. 

What's  various  Nature  7  art  divine, 

Man's  soul  to  soften  and  refine; 

Heaven  difierent  growths  to  difl*erent  lands  im- 

parU, 
That  all  may  stand  in  need  of  all, 
And  interest  draw  around  the  ball 
A  net  to  catch  and  join  all  human  hearts. 

Thus  has  the  great  Creator's  pen, 

His  law  supreme  to  mortal  men. 

In  their  necessities  distinctly  writ ; 

£'en  appetite  supplies  the  place 

Of  absent  virtue,  absent  grace. 

And  human  want  performs  for  human  wit. 

Vast  naval  ensigns  strowed  around. 

The  wondering  foreigner  confound; 

How  stands  the  docp-awed  continent  aghast, 

As  her  proud  sceptred  sons  survey, 

At  every  port,  on  every  quay, 

Huge  mountains  rise,  of  cable,  anchor,  mast  I 

The  unwieldedtun!  the  ponderous  bale! 

Cach  prince  his  own  clime  set  to  sale 

Sees  here,  by  subjects  of  a  British  king. 

How  earth's  abridged !  all  nations  range 

A  narrow-spot  I  our  thronged  Exchange, 

And  send  the  streams  of  plenty  from  their  spring. 

r^or  earth  alone,  all  nature  bends 

To  aid  in  Britain's  glorious  ends. 

Toils  she  in  trade  1  or  bleeds  in  honest  wars  1 

Her  keel  cach  yielding  sea  inthrols, 

Each  willing  wind  her  canvass  colls; 

Her  pilot  into  service  lists  the  stars. 


In  size  confined,  and  humbly  made, 
What  though  we  creep  beneath  the  shade, 
And  seem  as  emmets  on  this  point  the  ball  1 
Heaven  lighted  up  the  human  soul. 
Heaven  bid  its  rays  transpierce  the  whole^ 
And,  giving  godlike  reason,  gave  us  alL 

Thou  golden  chain  'twixt  GK>d  and  men, 
Blessed  Reason!  guide  my  life  and  pen; 
All  ills,  Uke  ghosts,  fly  tremblingat  thy  light 
Who  thee  obeys  reigns  over  all; 
Smiles,  though  the  stars  around  him  fall; 
A  God  is  nought  but  reason  infinite. 

The  man  of  reason  is  a  god. 

Who  scorns  to  stoop  to  Fortune's  nod; 

Solo  agent  he  beneath  the  shining  sphere. 

Others  are  passive,  are  impelled, 

Are  frightened,  flattered,  sunk,  or  swelled, 

As  Accident  is  pleased  to  domineer. 

Our  hopes  and  fears  are  much  to  blame ; 

Shall  monarchs  awe  7  or  crowns  inflame  7 

From  gross  mistake  our  idle  tumult  springs: 

Those  men  the  silly  world  disarm, 

EUude  the  dart,  dissolve  the  charm, 

Who  know  the  slender  worth  of  men  and  thing! 

The  present  object,  present  day. 

Are  idle  phantoms,  and  away : 

What's  lasting,  only  does  exist.    Know  this, 

Life,  fame,  friends,  freedom,  empire,  all; 

Peace,  commerce,  freedom,  nobly  fall. 

To  launch  us  on  the  flood  of  endless  bliss. 

How  foreign  these,  though  most  in  view  1 
Go,  look  your  whole  existence  through, 
Thence  fonn  your  rule ;  thence  fix  your  estimata  j 
For  so  the  gods.    But  as  the  gains. 
How  great  the  toil  7  'twill  cost  more  paint 
To  vanquish  folly  than  reduce  a  state. 

Hence,  Reason !  the  first  palm  is  thine ; 

Old  Britain  learnt  from  thee  to  shine: 

By  thee,  Trade's  swarming  throng,  gay  Freedom^ 

smile. 
Armies,  in  war  of  fatal  frown. 
Of  Peace  the  pride.  Arts  flowing  down, 
Enrich,  exalt,  defend,  instruct  our  isle. 
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Thej  bailMiTOUfl  climes  enlighten  u  they  nm; 

Aitf,  the  rich  traffic  of  the  soul ! 

May  traTel  thus  from  pole  to  pole, 

And  gild  the  worid  with  learning's  brighter  son. 

Commeree  gives  learning,  nrtue,  gold  I 
Ply  Commerce  then  ye  Britons  bold, 
Inured  to  winds  and  seas  1  lest  gods  repent : 
The  gods  that  throned  you  in  the  wave, 
And,  as  the  trident's  emblem,  gave 
A  triple  realm  that  awes  the  continent: 

And  awes  with  wealth :  for  wealth  is  power : 

When  Jove  descends,  a  golden  shower, 

Tis  navies,  armies,  empire,  all  in  one 

View,  emulate,  outshine  old  Tyre ; 

In  scarlet  robed,  with  gemti  on  fire, 

Her  Merchants  princes  1  every  deck  a  throne ! 

She  sat  an  empress  I  awed  the  flood ! 

Her  stable  column  Ocean  trod ; 

She  called  the  nations,  and  she  called  the  seas, 

By  both  obeyed ;  the  Syrian  sings ; 

The  Cyprian's  art  her  viol  strings ; 

Togarmah's  steed  along  her  valley  neighs. 

The  fir  of  Scnir  makes  her  floor, 

And  Bashan's  oak,  traiisfonncd,  her  oar; 

High  Lebanon  her  mast ;  far  Dedan  warms 

Her  mantled  host ;  Arabia  fccdo ; 

Her  sail  of  purple  Egypt  spreads ; 

Arvad  sends  mariners ;  the  Pcrnian  arms. 

The  world's  lost  limit  bounds  licr  fume. 
The  Golden  City  wus  her  name ! 
Those  stars  on  earth,  the  topaz,  onyx,  blaze 
Beneath  her  foot.     Extent  of  coast. 
And  rich  as  Nile's  let  others  lioa.st, 
Her's  the  far  nobKi>t  harxoet  of  the  seas. 

O  merchant  land !  a»  Va^cu  fair ! 

Ancient  of  empires  I  Nalun-'s  carr ! 

The  8trcn«;th  of  Ocran  !  Iicad  of  Plenty's  springs! 

The  pride  of  isles,  in  wars  n^vere«l ! 

Mother  of  crafts !  loved  !  courted  !  feared ! 

Pilot  of  kingdoms !  and  8iip{N)rt  of  kiiii^s ! 

Great  mart  of  nations ! — luit  she  fell : 

Her  pam|)ere(l  sons  revolt !  rebel ! 

Against  his  favourite  isle  loud  roars  the  Miin! 

The  tem{)cst  howls,  her  sculpturiMl  dome 

Boon  the  wolfs  refuge,  dragon's  home ! 

The  land  one  altar !  a  whole  jM'opIc  slain  I 

The  destined  Day  puts  on  her  frown ; 

The  sable  Hour  is  coming  down  ; 

She's  on  her  march  from  yon  almighty  throne : 

The  sword  and  Ftonn  are  in  her  hand ; 

She  trumpets  Khrih  lier  dread  command : 

Dork  lie  the  lij^jht  of  earth,  the  lH>ast  unknown! 

For,  oh !  her  sins,  as  re<l  aa  blood, 
As  cnnison  deep  outcry  the  flood : 


The  Glueen  of  Trade  is  bought,  once  wbe  and  joilj 

How  venal  is  her  council's  tongue : 

How  riot,  violence,  and  wrong, 

Turn  gold  to  dross,  her  bloHom  into  doit  I 

To  things  inglorious,  far  beneath 

Those  high-bom  souls  they  proudly  breathft 

Her  sordid  nobles  sink !  her  migb^  bowl 

Is  it  for  this  the  groves  armind 

Return  the  tabret's  sprightly  sound  t 

Is  it  for  this  her  great  ones  toss  the  brow  1 

What  burning  feuds  'twizt  brothcn  idgnl 
To  nuptials  cold  how  glows  the  vein, 
Confounding  kindred,  and  misleading  right  t 
The  spurious  lord  it  o'er  the  land, 
Bold  Blasphemy  dares  make  a  stand, 
Assault  the  sky,  and  brandish  all  her  might  I 

Tyre's  artisan,  sweet  orator. 

Her  merchant,  sage,  big  man  of  war, 

Her  judge,  her  prophet,  nay,  her  hoary  heads, 

Whose  brows  with  wisdom  should  be  ciownei^ 

Her  very  priests  in  guilt  alwund : 

Hence  the  world's  cedar  all  her  honoui* 


What  dearth  of  tnith,  what  thirst  of  gold  I 
Chiefs  warm  in  peace,  in  battle  cold ! 
What  youth  unlettered !  base  ones  lifted  hi^I 
What  })ublic  boasts !  what  private  views! 
What  desert  temples !  crowded  stews! 
What  women — practised  but  to  roll  an  eye  I 

O I  foul  of  heart,  her  fairest  dames 

Dechne  the  sun's  intruding  beams. 

To  mad  the  midnight  in  their  gloomy  haunts. 

Alas !  there  is  who  sees  them  there ; 

There  is  uho  flatters  not  the  fair. 

When  cynil»als  tinkle,  and  the  virgin  chants. 

lie  sees,  and  thunders ! — Now  in  vain 

The  courser  paws  and  foams  the  rein. 

And  chariots  stream  nloni;  the  printed  soil: 

In  vain  her  hi«;h  pn'sumptuous  air, 

In  gorgeous  vestments,  rich  and  rare, 

O'er  her  proud  shoulder  throws  the  poor  man's  toil 

In  toIk's  or  ^ems,  her  costly  strain, 

Green,  scarlet,  azure,  shine  in  vain ! 

In  vain  their  ^ol(li>n  heads  her  turrets  rear^ 

In  vain  hiifh-rtavoure<l,  fonign  fruits, 

Sidonian  oils,  and  Lydian  lutes^ 

Glide  o'er  her  ton;^ue,  and  melt  upon  her  ear. 

In  vain  wine  flows  in  various  streams. 
With  helm  and  s{)oar  each  pillar  gleams ; 
Damascus,  vain !  unfolds  the  glossy  store, 
The  golden  wcilge  from  Ophir's  coasts. 
From  Arab  incense,  vain,  she  boasts ; 
Vain  arc  her  gods,  and  vainly  men  adore. 

Bell  falls !  the  mighty  Nebo  bends  ! 
The  nations  hiss  I  her  glory  ends  I 
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To  ahipSp  her  confidence  I  she  flies  from  Ibes ; 
Foes  meet  her  there :  the  wind,  the  wave, 
That  once  aid,  strength,  and  grandeur  gave, 
Plunge  her  in  seas  firom  which  her  glory  rose. 

)  fer  ivory  deck,  embroidered  sail, 

And  mast  of  cedar,  nought  avail, 

Or  pilot  learned  I  she  sinks,  nor  sinks  alone  I 

Her  gods  sink  with  her !  to  the  skj. 

Which  never  more  shall  meet  her  eye, 

She  sends  her  soul  out  in  one  dreadful  groan. 

What  though  so  vast  her  naval  might, 

In  her  first  dawned  the  British  right. 

All  flags  abased  her  sea-dominion  grect.^ 

What  though  she  longer  warred  than  Troy  7 

At  length  her  foes  that  isle  destroy, 

Whose  conquest  sailed  as  far  as  sailed  her  fleet 

The  kings  she  clothed  in  purple,  shake 
Their  awful  brows :  "  O  foul  mistake ! 
O.  fatal  pride  I"  they  cry,  "  this,  this  is  she 
Who  said — With  my  own  art  and  ann 
In  the  world's  wealth  I  wrap  me  warm — 
And  swelled  at  heart  vain  empress  of  the  sea  I 

"  This,  this  is  she  who  meanly  soared : 

Alas !  how  low  to  be  adored. 

And  style  herself  a  god ! — Through  stormy  wars 

This  eagle-isle  her  thunder  bore, 

High-fed  her  young  with  human  gore, 

And  would  have  built  her  nest  among  the  stars. 

"  But  ah,  frail  man !  how  impotent 
To  stand  heaven's  vengeance,  or  prevent ! 
To  turn  aside  the  great  Creator's  aim ! 
Shall  island  kings  with  him  contend, 
Who  makes  the  poles  beneath  him  bend, 
And  shall  drink  up  the  sea  herself  with  flame  1 

"  Earth,  ether,  cmpyrcum,  bow, 

When  from  the  brazen  mountain's  brow. 

The  God  of  battles  takes  his  mighty  bow: 

Of  wrath  prepares  to  pour  the  flood, 

Puts  on  his  vesture  dipped  in  blood, 

4jid  marches  out  to  scourge  the  world  bebw. 

**  Ah  wretched  isle,  once  called  the  great  I 
Ah  wretched  isle !  and  wise  too  late! 
The  vengeance  of  Jehovah  is  gone  out ; 
Thy  luxury,  corruption,  pride. 
And,  freedom  lost,  the  realms  deride ; 
Adored  thee  standing ;  o'er  thy  ruins  shout : 

"  To  scourge  with  war,  or  peace  bestow. 
Was  thine,  O  fallen !  fallen  low  I 
'Twas  thine  of  jarring  thrones  to  stiU  debate : 
How  art  thou  fallen,  down,  down,  down  t 
Wide  Waste,  and  Night,  and  Horror  frown. 
Where  Empire  flamed  in  gold,  and  balanced  states." 
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Hence  learn,  as  hearts  are  fotd  or  pure, 

Our  fortunes  wither  or  endure : 

Nations  may  thrive  or  perish  by  the. wave. 

What  storms  from  Jove's  unwilling  frown, 

A  people's  crimes  solicit  down ! 

Ocean 's  tho  womb  of  riches  and  the  grave. 

This  truth,  O  Britain  I  ponder  well : 

Virtues  should  rise  as  fortunes  swell. 

What  is  large  property? — the  sign  of  good. 

Of  worth  superior:  if 'tis  less, 

Another's  treasure  we  possess, 

And  charge  the  gods  with  favours  misbestowed. 

This  counsel  suits  Britannia's  isle. 
High-flushed  with  wealth  and  Freedom's  smile: 
To  vassals  prisoned  in  tlie  continent. 
Who  starve  at  home  on  meagre  toil. 
And  suck  to  death  their  mother  soil, 
'Twerc  useless  caution,  and  a  truth  mispent. 

Fell  tyrants  strike  beyond  the  bone. 

And  wound  the  soul ;  bow  genius  down, 

Lay  virtue  waste  I  For  worth  or  arts  who  straiOi 

To  throw  them  at  a  monster's  footi 

'Tis  property  supports  pursuit 

Freedom  gives  eloquence,  and  freedom  gain. 

She  pours  the  thought,  and  forms  the  style ; 

She  makes  tho  blood  and  spirits  boil : 

I  feel  her  now !  and  rouse,  and  rise,  and  rave 

In  Thehan  song.    O  Muse !  not  thine, 

Verse  is  gay  Freedom's  gift  divine ; 

The  man  that  can  think  greatly  is  no  slave. 

Others  may  traflic  if  they  please; 

Britain,  fair  daughter  of  the  seas. 

Is  bom  for  trade,  to  plough  her  field,  the  wave, 

And  reap  the  growth  of  every  coast : 

A  speck  of  land  I  but  let  her  boast 

Gods  gave  the  world,  when  they  the  waten  g«««, 

Britain !  behold  the  world's  wide  fiice ; 

Nor  covered  half  with  solid  space^ 

Three  parts  are  fluid.    Empire  of  the  wt  I 
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And  why?  for  commerce.    Ocean  ttieams 
For  thftt,  through  all  his  various  names; 
And  if  for  conmierce,  Ocean  flows  for  thee. 

Britain,  like  some  great  potentate 

Of  EUtftem  clime,  retires  in  state, 

Shuts  out  the  nations  I  Would  a  prince  draw  nigh7 

He  passes  her  strong  guards,  the  waves, 

Of  servant  winds  admission  craves, 

Her  empire  has  no  neighbour  but  the  sky. 

There  are  her  friends;  soft  Zephyr  then, 

Keen  Eurus,  Notus  never  fair. 

Rough  Boreas  bursting  from  the  pok ;  all  urge, 

And  urge  for  her,  their  various  toil ; 

The  Caspian,  the  broad  Baltic  boil, 

And  into  life  the  dead  Pacific  scourge. 

There  are  her  friends,  a  marshalled  train ! 
A  golden  host  I  and  azure  plain  I 
By  turns  do  duty,  and  by  turns  retreat ; 
They  may  retreat,  but  not  from  her ; 
The  stars  that  quit  this  hemisphere. 
Must  quit  the  skies  to  want  a  British  fleet. 

Hyad,  for  her,  leans  o'er  her  urn ; 

For  her  Orion's  glories  bum, 

The  Pleiads  gleam.    For  Britons  set  and  rise 

The  fair  faced  sons  of  Mazaroth, 

Near  the  deep  chambers  of  the  South, 

The  raging  dog  that  fires  the  midnight  skies. 

Those  nations  Newton  made  his  own ; 

All  intimate  with  him  alone, 

His  mighty  soul  did,  like  a  giant,  run 

To  the  vast  volume's  closing  star ; 

Deciphered  every  character : 

His  reason  poured  new  liglit  upon  the  sun. 

* 

Let  the  proud  brothers  of  the  land 
Smile  at  our  rock  and  barren  strand ; 
Not  such  the  sea ;  let  Fohe's  ancient  line 
Vast  tracks  and  ample  beings  vaunt  I 
The  camel  low,  small  elephant ; 
O  Britain !  the  leviathan  is  thine. 

Licviathan  !  whom  Nature's  strife 

Brouglit  forth  her  largest  piece  of  life  I 

He  sleeps  an  isle!  his  sports  the  billows  warm! 

Dreadful  Leviathan !  thy  spout 

Invades  the  skies;  the  stars  are  out: 

He  drinks  a  river,  and  ejects  a  storm. 

I'he  Atlantic  surge  around  our  shore, 
German  and  Caledonian  roar ; 
I'heir  mighty  Genii  hold  us  in  their  lap.^ 
Heai  Egbert  Edgar,  Ethelred; 
^  Tho  seas  are  ours^" — the  monarchs  sud— 
The  floods  their  handv,  their  hands  the  nations, 
clap 


Whence  is  a  rival  ctiea  to  risel 

Can  he  be  found  Deiheatb  tlie  ikiei  1 

No,  there  they  dwdl  ihat  can  give  Britain  Am 

The  powers  of  earth,  by  rival  aim, 

Her  grandeur  but  the  more  proclaim, 

And  prove  their  distance  most  as  thej  draw  91 

Proud  Venice  sits  amid  the  waves, 

Her  foot  ambitious  Ocean  laves ; 

Art's  noblest  boast !  but,  O !  what  wondrow  oi 

'Twizt  Venice  and  Britannia's  isle? 

'Twixt  mortal  and  immortal  toil  1 

Britannia  is  a  Venice  built  by  gods. 

Let  Holland  triumph  o'er  her  ibes, 
But  not  o'er  friends  by  whom  she  roee , 
The  child  of  Britain!  and  shall  she  oontendl 
It  were  no  less  than  parricide— 
What  wonders  rise  from  out  the  tide! 
Her  High  and  Mighty  to  the  rudder  bend. 

And  are  there,  then,  of  lofty  brow, 
Who  think  trade  mean,  and  scorn  to  bow 
So  far  beneath  the  state  of  noble  birth  1 
Alas !  these  chiefs  but  little  know 
Commerce  how  high,  themselves  how  low, 
The  sons  of  nobles  are  the  sons  of  earth. 

And  what  have  earth's  mean  sons  to  do 
But  reap  her  fruits,  and  warm  pursue 
The  world's  chief  good,  not  glut  on  others'  toil 
High  Commerce  from  the  gods  came  down, 
With  compass,  chart,  and  starry  crown, 
Their  delegate  to  make  the  nations  smile. 

Blush,  and  behold  the  Russian  bow ; 

From  forty  crowns  his  mighty  brow 

To  trade — to  toil  he  turns  his  glorious  hand; 

That  arm  which  swept  the  bloody  field. 

See !  the  huge  axe  or  hammer  wield. 

While  sceptres  wait,  and  thrones  impatient  sti 

O  shame  to  subjects !  first  renown, 

Matchless  example  to  the  crown ! 

Old  Time  is  poor;  what  age  boasts  such  a  ogl] 

He  drones !  adore  the  man  divine-— 

No ;  virtue  still  as  mean  decline ; 

Call  Rusi<ians  barb'rous  and  yourselves  ptdits. 

He,  too,  of  Judah,  great  as  wise, 

With  Hiram  strove  in  merchandise; 

Monarchs  with  monarchs  struggle  for  an  oar! 

That  Merchant  sinking  to  his  grave, 

A  flood  of  treasure  swells  the  cave ; 

The  king  left  much,  the  merchant  buried  mop 


*  Vaac  uvasuro  taken  from  Solomon's  tomb  tfalnera  t 
dred  years  aAi;r  his  death,  three  tlrMuand  taleots  at  oat  t 
and  an  immeuM  sum  the  next. 
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U  Merchant  an  inglorious  name  1 

No ;  fit  for  Pindar  such  a  theme, 

Too  great  for  me;  I  pant  hcneath  the  weight  I 

[f  loud  as  Ocean*8  were  my  voice, 

[f  words  and  thoughts  to  court  my  choice 

Ontnumhercd  sands,  I  could  not  reach  its  height. 

Merchants  o'er  proudest  heroes  reign ; 
Those  trade  in  blessing,  these  in  pain, 
At  slaughter  swell,  and  shout  while  nations  groan : 
With  purple  monarchs  merchants  vie : 
If  great  to  spend,  what  to  supply? 
Pzksts  pray  for  blessings,  merchants   pour  'em 
down. 

Kings  Merchants  are,  in  league,  and  love, 
Earth's  odours  pay  soA  airs  above. 
That  o'er  the  teeming  field  prolific  range. 
PSanets  are  Merchants,  take,  return, 
Lustre  and  heat;  by  traffic  burn: 
The  whole  creation  is  one  vast  Exchange. 

Is  Merchant  an  inglorious  name! 

What  say  the  sons  of  lettered  Fame, 

Proud  of  their  volumes,  swelling  in  their  cells  7 

Id  open  life,  in  change  of  scene, 

'Mid  various  manners,  throngs  of  men. 

Experience,  arts,  and  solid  wisdom  dwells. 

Trade,  Art's  mechanic.  Nature's  stores 
Well  weighs ;  to  starry  science  soars : 
Reads  warm  in  life  (dead-coloured  by  the  pen) 
The  sites,  tongues,  interests,  of  the  bn^^: 
Who  studies  trade,  he  studies  all. 
AoeompUshed  Merchants  are  accomplished  men. 


STRAIN  IV. 


CONTENTS. 

Pindar  Invoked.  His  pralss.  Britain  riiould  decline  war, 
9dL  boldly  Mwrt  ha  trade.  Eneoaniged  from  the  throne. 
■ritaln^eooditioD  without  trade.  Trade's  character,  and  sur* 
piWiif  deedi.  Canhags.  Solomon's  temple.  StJPaurs  Church. 
Tbm  noser's  character.  The  wonderful  eflects  of  trade.  Why 
isBgloo  racommended  to  the  Merchant.  What  false  Joy. 
me.  What  religlmi  is  to  the  MerchanL  Why  trade 
I  gloriom  in  Britons  than  othera  How  warmly  and  Iiow 
loQf  10  be  punned  by  ua  The  Briton'b  legacy.  Gkdumbua 
His  pniat.  America  described.  Worlds  itiU  unknown.  Queen 
M— *-*»»    King  George  IL  IBs  glory  navally  represented. 


Bow  shall  I  farther  rouse  the  soul  1 

Bow  Sloth's  lascivious  reign  control 

By  ▼ene  with  unextinguished  ardour  wrought  1 

How  ererj  breast  inflame  with  mine  1 

Bow  bid  my  theme  still  brighter  shine, 

With  wealth  of  words  and  unexhausted  thought? 

O  thoa  Dircean  swan  on  high. 

Round  whom  familiar  thunders  fly  I 

While  JoTe  attends  a  language  like  his  own, 


Thy  spirit  pour  like  vernal  showers ; 
My  verso  shall  burst  out  with  the  flowers, 
While  Britainis  trade  advances  with  her  sua 

Though  Britain  was  not  bom  to  fear, 

Grasp  not  at  bloody  fame  for  war; 

Nor  war  decline,  if  thrones  your  right  invade: 

Jove  gathers  tempest  black  as  night ; 

Jove  pours  the  golden  flood  of  light: 

Let  Britain  thunder,  or  let  Britain  trade. 

Britain,  a  comet  or  a  star. 
In  commerce  this,  or  that  in  war; 
Let  Britons  shout !  earth,  seas,  and  skies  resound) 
Commerce  to  kindle,  raise,  preserve, 
And  spirit  dart  througn  every  nerve, 
Hear  from  the  throne*  a  voice  through  time  re 
nowned. 

So  fall  from  heaven  the  vernal  showers. 

To  cheer  the  glebe,  and  wake  the  flowers : 

The  bloom  called  forth,  sees  azure  skies  displayed; 

The  bird  of  voice  is  proud  to  suig. 

Industrious  bees  ply  every  wing. 

Distend  their  cells,  and  urge  their  golden  trade. 

Trade  once  extinguished,  Britain's  sun 

Is  gone  out  too ;  his  race  is  run ; 

He  shines  in  vain ;  her  isle 's  an  isle  indeed, 

A  spot  too  small  to  be  o'erconie: 

Ah,  dreadful  safety  1  wretched  doom! 

No  foe  will  conquer  what  no  foe  can  feed. 

Trade 's  the  source,  sinew,  soul  of  all : 
Trade 's  all  herself:  her's,  her's  the  ball : 
Where  most  unseen,  the  goddess  still  is  there. 
Trade  leads  the  dance.  Trade  lights  the  blaze, 
The  courtiers  pomp !  the  student's  easel 
'Twas  Trade  at  Blenheim  fought,  and  closed  tht 
war. 

What  Rome  and  all  her  gods  defies  7 

The  Punic  oar;  behold  it  rise 

And  battle  for  the  world !  Trade  gave  the  call: 

Rich  cordials  from  his  naval  art 

Sent  the  strong  spirits  to  his  heart, 

That  bid  an  Afric  Merchant  grasp  the  balL 

Where  is,  on  earth,  Jevovah's  homel 
Trade  marked  the  soil,  and  built  the  dome. 
In  which  his  majesty  first  deigned  to  dwell; 
The  walls  with  silver  sheets  o'erlaid, 
Rich  as  the  sun,  through  gold  unweighed, 
Bent  the  mooned  arch,  and  bid  the  column  swell 

Grandeur  unknown  to  Solomon  It 
Methinks  the  lab'ring  earth  should  groan 
Beneath  yon  load ;  created,  sure,  not  made ' 


*  The  Khfi^  Speech. 
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Beirant  and  rival  of  the  skies  I 

Heaven's  arch  nione  can  higher  rise ; 

What  hand  unmortal  raised  theo? — Humble  Trade. 

Where  had'st  thou  been  if  left  at  large, 

Those  feinewj  arms  that  tugged  the  barge 

Had  cftught  at  Pleasure  on  the  flowery  green? 

If  they  that  watched  the  midnight  star 

Had  swung  behind  the  rolling  car, 

Or  filled  it  with  disgrace,  where  had'st  thou  been? 

As  by  repletion  men  consume, 

Abundance  is  the  miser's  doom. 

Expend  it  nobly ;  he  that  lets  it  rust, 

Which,  passing  numerous  hands,  would  shine ; 

Is  not  a  man,  but  living  mine. 

Foe  to  the  gods,  and  rival  to  the  dust. 

Trade  barbarous  lands  can  polish  fair. 
Make  earth  well  worth  the  wise  man's  care, 
Call  forth  her  forests,  charm  them  into  fleets : 
Can  make  one  house  of  human  race, 
Can  bid  the  distant  poles  embrace ; 
Hcr's  every  sun ;  and  India  India  meets. 

Trade  monarchs  crown,  and  arts  imports, 
With  bounty  fccsls  with  laurel  courts  j 
Trade  gives  fair  Virtue  fairer  still  to  shine, 
Enacts  those  guards  of  gain,  the  laws. 
Exalts  e'en  Freedom's  glorious  cause: 
Trade,  warned  by  Tyre,  O  make  religion  tlmie ! 

You  lend  each  other  mutual  aid : 

Why  is  heaven's  smile  in  wealth  conveyed? 

Not  to  place  vier,  but  virtues,  in  our  jwwcr. 

Pleasure  declined  is  luxurv, 

Boundless  in  time  and  in  degree ; 

Pleasure  enjoyc<l,  the  tumult  of  an  hour. 

False  joy  's  a  discomposing  thing, 

That  jnrs  on  Nature's  tremhlinir  string, 

Temi>ests  the  spirits,  and  untunes  the  frame : 

True  joy  the  sunshine  of  the  soul, 

A  bright  serene  thut  calms  the  whole, 

Wliioh  they  ne'er  knew  whom  other  joys  inflame. 

Merchant !  religion  is  the  care 

To  «;ro\v  as  rich — as  angels  are : 

To  know  false  coin  from  true;  to  sweep  the  main, 

The  mighty  stake  secure,  beyond 

The  strongest  tie  of  field  or  fund : 

Commerce  gives  gold,  religion  makes  it  gain. 

Join  then  religion  to  thy  store. 
Or  India  s  mines  will  make  thee  poor. 
Greater  than  Tyre!  O  bear  a  nobler  mind. 
Sea  sovereign  isle !  prouil  War  decline. 
Trade  patronize!  What  glory  thine. 
Ardent  to  bless,  who  could  subdue  mankind? 

Rich  Commerce  ply,  with  warmth  divine, 
Bv  day,  by  mgnt;  the  stars  are  tliinc 


Wear  out  the  stan  in  tndel  elcnul  nu 

From  age  to*  age,  the  noble  glow, 

A  rage  to  gain  and  to  bestow : 

While  ages  last!  in  trade  bum  out  the  mL 

Trade,  Britain's  aU,  oar  sires  tent  down. 

With  toil,  bk)od,  treasure,  agee  woo: 

This  Edgar  great  bequeathed ;  this  Edwaxd^^ 

Let  Forbisher's,  let  Raleigh's  fiiel 

O  let  Columbus'  shade  inspire  I 

New  workls  disclose,  with  Drake  sorround 

Columbus !  scare  inferior  lame 

For  thee  to  find,  than  heaven  to  frame, 

That  womb  of  gold  and  gem:*  her  wide 

An  universe !  her  rivers  seas! 

Her  fruits,  both  men  and  gods  to  pleaae  I 

Heaven's  fairest  birth!  and  but  for  thee  in 

Worlds  still  unknown  deep  shadows  wrap; 
Call  wonders  forth  from  Nature's  lap; 
New  glory  pour  on  her  eternal  sire : 
O  noble  search !  O  glorious  care ! 
Are  you  not  Britons?  why  despair? 
New  worlds  are  due  to  such  a  godlike  nu 

Swear  by  the  great  Eliza's  soal, 

That  trade  as  long  as  waters  rtJI: 

Ah!  no;  the  gods  chastise  my  rash  decree: 

By  great  Eliza  do  not  swear; 

For  thee,  O  George!  the  gods  declare. 

And  thou  for  them !  late  time  shall  swear  \ij  I. 

Truth,  bright  as  stars,  with  thee  prevaib; 

Full  be  thy  fame  as  swelling  sails; 

Constant  as  tides,  thy  mind;  as  masts  date; 

Thy  justice  an  unerring  helm. 

To  stetT  Britannia's  fickle  realm; 

Thy  numerous  race  sure  anchor  of  her  statii 
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Britannia's  state  what  bounds  confine! 
(Of  rising  thought!  O  golden  mine!) 
Mountains,  Alps,  streams,  gnlfs,  oceans, 

bound ; 
She  sallies  till  she  strikes  the  star; 
Expanding  wide,  and  launching  far 
As  wind  can  fly,  or  rolling  wave  rcaound 


Vide  Dcscriptiotta  of  Americs. 
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Small  iflle!  lor  Csnan,  for  the  son 

Of  Jove,  who  burst  from  Maccdon, 

For  goi^geoos  Eastemfl  blazing  o'er  mankind, 

Then,  when  they  called  the  world  their  own, 

Not  equal  fiune  from  fable  shown: 

Thej  rose  to  gods,  in  half  ihj  sphere  confined. 

Here  no  demand  for  Fancy's  wing ; 

Plain  Truth's  illustrious:  as  I  sing, 

Oh  hear  yon  spangled  harp  repeat  my  lay ! 

Yon  starry  lyre  has  caught  the  sound, 

And  spreads  it  to  the  planets  round, 

Who  best  can  tell  where  ends  Britannia's  sway. 

The  skies  (fair  printed  page!)  unfold 

The  naval  fame  of  heroes  old, 

As  in  a  mirror  show  the  adventurous  throng. 

The  deeds  of  Grecian  mariners 

Ale  read  by  gods,  are  writ  in  stars, 

And  noble  verse  that  shall  endure  as  long. 

The  skies  are  records  of  the  main; 
Thence  Argo  listens  to  my  strain : 
Chiron  for  song  renowned,  his  noble  rage 
For  naval  fame  and  song  renews, 
As  Britain's  fame  he  hears  and  views ; 
Chiron,  the  Shovel  of  a  former  age. 

The  Whale  (for  late  I  sung  his  praise) 

Pours  grateful  lustre  on  my  lays. 

Bow  smiles  Arion's*  friend  with  partial  beams? 

Eriilanus  would  flatter  too. 

Bat  jealousies  his  smiles  sulxlue ; 

He  fean  a  Britbh  rival  in  the  Thames. 

In  pride  the  lion  lifts  his  mane. 

To  Me  his  British  brothers  reign 

As  stars  below;  the  Balance,  George !  from  thine. 

Which  weighs  the  nations,  learns  to  weigh 

More  accurate  the  night  and  day; 

From  thy  fair  daughters  Virgo  learns  to  shine. 

Of  Britain's  courts,  ye  lesser  lights! 
Bcrw  oonld  the  wise  men  gaze  whole  nights 
On  Richmond's  eye,  on  Berenice's  airl 
But,  oh!  you  practise  shameful  arts: 
your  own  retain,  seize  others'  hearts; 
Pintei,  not  merchants,  are  the  British  fair. 

Tm  truth  I  sing  by  Cynthia's  beam. 
Pale  Glueen!  be  flushed  at  Britain's  fame; 
And,  rolling,  tell  the  nations— o'er  the  main 
"  To  share  her  cmpnre  is  thy  pride." 
He,  mighty  Power !  who  curbs  the  tide. 
Uncurbs,  extends,  throws  wide  Britannia's  reign. 

What  is  the  main,  ye  kings  renowned ! 
Britannia's  centre  and  your  bound  1 
Austrian!  where'er  Leviathan  can  roll 
la  Britain's  home!  and  Britain's  mine 
Where'er  the  ripening  sun  can  shine! 
Parti  are  for  emperors ;  for  her  the  whole. 
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Why,  Austrian !  wilt  thou  hover  still 

On  doubtful  wing,  and  want  the  skill 

To  see  thy  welfare  in  the  world's  1  too  lace 

Another  Churchill  thou  may'st  find, 

Another  Churchill  not  so  kind. 

And  other  Blenheims  lig  with  other  fato. 

Ill  thou  remcmbcr'st  ill,  dost  own 
Who  rescued  an  ungrateful  throne; 
111  thou  consider'st  that  the  kind  are  brave ; 
111  thou  dost  weigh  that  in  Time's  womb 
A  day  may  sleep,  a  day  of  doom. 
As  great  to  ruin  as  was  that  to  save. 

How  would'st  thou  smile  to  hear  my  strain. 
Whose  boasted  inspiration's  vain  1 
Yet  what  if  my  prediction  should  prove  truci 
Know'st  thou  the  fatal  ])air  who  shine 
O'er  Britain's  trading  empire !  thine 
As  one  rejected,  what  if  one  subdue  7 

Wliat  naval  scene*  adorns  the  seat 

Of  awful  Britain's  high  debate, 

Inspires  lier  councils,  and  records  her  powcrl 

The  nntions  know,  in  glowing  balls 

On  sinking  thrones  the  tempest  falls 

When  her  august  assembled  senates  lower. 

O  language,  fit  for  thought  so  bold ! 
Would  Britain  have  her  anjier  toldl 
Ah !  never  let  a  meaner  language  sound. 
Than  that  which  prostrates  human  souls, 
Through  heaven's  dark  vault  impetuous  rolls, 
And  Nature  rocks  when  angry  Jove  has  frowned* 

Nor  realms  unl)ounded,  not  a  flood 

Of  natives,  not  expense  of  blood. 

Or  reach  of  council,  gives  the  world  a  lord; 

Trade  calls  him  forth,  and  sets  him  high, 

As  mortal  man  o'er  men  can  fly. 

Trade  leaves  i)oor  gleanings  to  the  keenest  sworvL 

Nay,  hers  the  sword,  for  fleets  have  wings. 

Like  lightning  fly  to  dRtant  kings: 

Like  gods  descend  at  once  on  trembling  statCk. 

Is  war  proclaimed  7  Our  wars  are  hurled 

To  farthest  confines  of  the  world. 

Surprise  your  ports,  and  thunder  at  your  gatea. 

The  King  of  tempests,  JEolus, 

Sends  forth  his  pinioned  people  thus. 

On  rapid  errands,  as  they  fly  they  roar, 

And  carry  sable  clouds,  and  sweep 

The  land,  the  desert,  and  the  deep  I 

Earth  shakes!  proud  cities  fall,  andthronca  adiraf 

The  fools  of  Nature  ever  strike 

On  bare  outrides,  and  loathe,  or  like 

As  glitter  bids:  in  endless  error  vie ; 

Admire  the  purple  and  the  crown ; 

Of  human  welfare  and  renown 

Trade's  the  big  heart ;  bright  enif  iro  but  their  etc 

*  The  Sponbh  Armada,  In  the  House  of  LniB 
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Whence  I'artar  grand,  or  Mogul  great? 

Trade  gilt  their  titles,  powered  their  state ; 

While  Afric*8  black,  lascivious,  slothful  breed, 

To  clasp  their  ruin,  fly  from  toil, 

That  meanest  product  of  their  soil. 

Their  people  sell ;  one  half  on  the'  other  feed. 

Of  Nature's  wealth,  from  commerce  rent, 

Afric's  a  glaring  monument : 

Mid  citron  forests,  and  pomegranate  groves, 

(Cursed  in  a  paradise!)  she  pines; 

0*er  generous  glebes,  o'er  golden  mines. 

Her  beggared,  famished,  tradcless  native  roves. 

Not  80  thine,  China  1  blooming  wide. 
Thy  numerous  fleets  might  bridge  the  tide  ; 
Thy  products  would  exhaust  both  Indias'  mines, 
Shut  be  that  gate  of  trade !  or  wo 
To  Britains !  Europe  'twill  o'erflow. 
Ungrateful  song !  her  growth*  inspires  thy  lines. 

Britain !  to  these,  and  such  as  these. 

The  river  broad,  and  foaming  seas. 

Which  sever  lands  to  mortals  less  renowned, 

Devoiil  of  naval  skill  or  might: 

Those  severed  parts  of  earth  unite : 

Trade's  the  full  pulse  that  sends  their  vigour  round. 

Could,  O  could  one  engrossing  hand 
The  various  streams  of  trade  command  1 
That,  like  the  sim,  would  gazing  nations  awe; 
That  awful  power  the  world  would  brave, 
Bold  War,  and  Empire  proud,  his  slave : 
Mankind  his  subjects,  and  his  will  their  law. 

Hast  thou  looked  round  the  spacious  earth  1 
From  commerce,  Grandeur's  humble  birth; 
To  George  from  Noah,  Empires  living,  dead, 
Their  pride,  their  shame,  their  rise,  their  fall, 
Times  whole  plain  chronicle  is  all 
One  bright  encomium,  undesigned,  on  trade. 

Trade  springs  from  peace,  and  weaUh  from  trade. 
And  power  from  wealth:  of  power  is  made 
The  god  on  earth ;  hail,  then,  the  dove  of  peace  I 
Whose  olive  speaks  the  raging  flood 
Of  War  repressed  ;  what's  loss  of  blood  1 
War  is  the  death  of  Commerce  and  Increase. 

Then  [x^rish  War— <letested  War  ! 

Shalt  thou  make  gods,  like  Cssar's  star  7 

What  calls  man  fool  so  loud  as  this  has  done, 

From  Nimro<l's  down  to  Bourbon's  line  1 

Wny  not  adore,  too,  as  divine, 

Wide  wasting  storms  before  the  genial  suni 

Peace  is  the  merchant's  summer  clear ; 
His  han'est — harvest  round  the  year! 
F(^r  Peace  with  laurel  every  mast  be  bound; 


Each  deck  carouse,  each  flag  stream  ont^ 

Each  cannon  sound,  each  sailor  shout ; 

For  peace,  let  every  sacred  sliip  be  crowned ! 

Sacred  arc  ships,  of  birth  divine ! 

An  angel  drew  the  first  design ; 

With  which  the  Patriarch*  Nature's  niin  bn.Ti 

Two  world's  abroad,  an  old  and  new. 

He  safe  o'er  filming  billows  flew, 

The  gods  made  human  race,  a  pilot  saved. 

How  sacred,  too,  the  Merchant's  name  !— 

When  Britain  blazed  meridian  fame,t 

Bright  shone  the  sword,  but  brighter  tnde  gn 

law; 
Merchants  in  distant  courts  revered, 
Where  prouder  statesmen  ne'er  sf^ieared, 
Merchants  ambassadors  I  and  thrones  in  awe: 

'Tis  theirs  to  know  the  tides,  the  times, 
The  march  of  stars,  the  birth  of  climes: 
Suomier  and  winter  theirs;  theirs  land  and  tn 
Theirs  are  the  seasons,  months  and  yeaxs^ 
And  each  a  difTerent  garland  wears : 
O  that  my  song  could  add  eternity ! 

Praise  is  the  sacred  oil  that  feeds 
The  burning  lamp  of  godlike  deeds: 
Immortal  glory  pays  illustrious  careSb 
Whither,  ye  Britons!  are  ye  bound  1 
O  noble  voyage,  glorious  round  I 
Launch  from  the  Thames,  and  end  among  I 
stars. 

If  to  my  subject  rose  my  soul, 

Your  fame  should  last  while  oceans  roll : 

When  other  worlds  in  depths  of  time  shall  rise, 

As  we  the  Greeks  of  mighty  name, 

May  they  Britannia's  fleet  proclaim, 

Look  up  and  read  her  stories  in  the  skies,  t 

Ye  Syrens!  sing;  yo  Tritons!  blow; 
Ye  Nereids  1  diincc ;  yc  Billows !  flow ; 
Roll  to  my  measures  O  yo  starry  throng  I 
Ye  Winds !  in  concert  breathe  around ; 
Ye  Navies !  to  the  concert  bound 
From  pole  to  pole !  to  Britain  all  belong. 
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The  most  happy  should  be  the  most  viitooiia.    Of 
What  Britain's  art  should  be.    Whence  siaTery. 


Britain  !  thus  blessed,  thy  blessing  know, 
Or  bliss  in  vain  the  gods  bestow ; 

'  Noah.  t  In  Queen  Elizabeth's  reiga 

Ut  is  Sir  Isaac  Newton*8  opinion  thai  the  prindpal 
lattona  toolr  their  names  from  ths  Axfooaiu^  to  pcipin 
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^tsend  fulfil,  means  cherish,  source  adore: 
Yun  swellings  of  thy  soul  repress ; 
They  most  may  lose  who  most  possess. 
Then  let  ushlcss  with  awe,  and  tremble  at  thy  store. 

Nor  be  too  fond  of  life  at  best ; 

Her  cheerful,  not  enamoured  guest : 

Let  thought  fly  forward ;  'twill  gay  prospects  give, 

Prospects  immortal !  that  deride 

A  Tynan  wealth,  a  Persian  pride, 

And  make  it  perfect  fortitude  to  live. 

O  for  eternity  I  a  scene 

To  fair  adventurers  serene  1 

O,  on  that  sea  to  deal  in  pure  renown  I 

Traffic  with  gods  1  what  transports  roll ! 

What  boundless  import  to  the  soul  I 

The  poor  man^s  empire !  and  the  subject's  crown ! 

Adore  the  gods,  and  plough  the  seas : 

These  be  thy  arts,  O  Britain !  these. 

Let  others  pant  for  an  immense  command ; 

Let  others  breathe  War's  fiery  god : 

The  proudest  victor  fears  thy  nod. 

Long  as  the  trident  fills  thy  glorious  hand. 

Glorious  while  heaven-bom  freedom  lasts, 
Which  Trade's  soft  spurious  daughter  blasts : 
For  what  is  tyranny  1  a  monstrous  birth 
From  luxury,  by  bribes  caressed, 
Bj  glowing  power  in  shades  compressed. 
Which  stalks  around,  and  chains  the  groaning 
earth. 


THE  CLOSE. 

CCNTENTS. 

TUi  sul^  DOW  fine  song.    How  Bang.    Preferable  to 
I  subject    Uow  Britain  should  be  sung  by  alL 


Tbbe,  Trade  1  I  first,  who  boast  no  store. 

Who  owe  thee  nought,  thus  snatch  from  shore, 

Theiboreof  prose,  where  thou  hast  slumbered  long. 

And  tend  thy  flag  triumphant  down 

The  tide  of  time  to  sure  renown : 

O  blesi  my  country  1  and  thou  payest  my  song. 

Thoa  ait  the  Briton's  noblest  theme: 

Why  then  unsung  1  my  simple  aim 

To  dress  plain  sense,  and  fire  the  generous  blood, 

Nor  sport  imaginations  vain ; 

But  list  with  yon  ethereal  train* 

Tho  sUning  muse,  to  serve  the  public  good. 


*Ths8uia 


Of  ancient  art,  and  ancient  praise, 

The  springs  are  opened  in  my  lays  :♦  * 

01}'mpic  heroes'  ghosts  around  me  throng, 

And  think  their  glory  sung  anew. 

Till  chiefs  of  equal  fame  they  view. 

Nor  grudge  to  Britons  bold  their  Theban  song. 

Not  Pindar's  theme  with  mine  compares ; 
As  far  surpassed  as  useful  cares 
Transcend  diversion  light,  and  glory  vain: 
The  wreath  fantastic,  shouting  throng, 
And  panting  steed  to  him  belong ; 
The  charioteer's,  not  empire's  golden  rein. 

Nor,  Chandos !  thou  the  Muse  despise 

That  would  to  glowing  ^tna  rise, 

(Such  Pindar's  breast)  thou  Theron  of  our  tims ' 

Seldom  to  man  the  gods  impart 

A  Pindar's  head  or  Theron's  heart. 

In  life  or  song  how  rare  the  true  sublime ! 

None  British  bom  will  sure  disdain 

This  now,  bold,  moral,  patriot  strain, 

Though  not  with  genius,  with  some  virtue  crowned] 

(How  vain  the  muse !)  the  lay  may  last, 

Thus  twined  around  the  British  mast, 

The  British  mast  with  nobler  laurels  bound  1 

Weak  ivy  curls  round  naval  oak. 

And  smiles  at  winds  and  storms  unbroke ; 

By  strength  not  hcr's  sublime :  thus  proud  to  soaTi 

To  Britain's  grandeur  cleaves  my  strain. 

And  lives  and  echoes  through  thd  plain, 

While  o'er  the  billows  Britain's  thunders  roar. 

Be  dumb,  ye  groveling  sons  of  verse, 

Who  sing  not  actions,  but  rehearse, 

And  fool  the  muse  with  impotent  denre  I 

Ye  sacrilegious !  who  presume 

To  tarnish  Britain's  naval  bloom. 

Sing  Britain's  fame,  with  all  her  hero's  lira. 

CHORUS. 

Ye  Syrens,  sing;  ye  Tritons,  blow; 

Ye  Nereids,  dance ;  ye  billows,  flow ; 

Roll  to  my  measures,  O  ye  starry  throng ! 

Ye  winds,  in  concert  breathe  around ; 

Ye  navies,  to  the  concert  bound 

From  polo  to  pole;  to  Britun  all  belong: 

Britain  to  heaven :  from  heaven  descends  my  mmg, 


-TIbi  ras  antlqaa  Uudl%  et  artii 


Ingndior,  mneum  ausui  reduders  fontes  | 
AserwrniQiie  caoo  Romans  per  oppkk 


fsryt 


les 


YOUNG'S  WORKS. 


ON  PART  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOB.» 


Thri.e  happ7  Jobt  long  lived  in  regal  state, 
rf  or  saw  the  sumptuous  East  a  prince  so  great ; 
Whoso  worldly  stores  in  such  abundance  Aowcm], 
Whose  b<!art  with  such  exalted  virtue  glowed. 
At  length  mbfortuDes  take  their  turn  to  reign, 
And  ills  on  ills  succeed,  a  dreadful  train  I 
What  now  but  deaths,  and  poverty,  and  wrong. 
The  sword  wide-wasting,  the  reproachful  tongue, 
And  spotted  plagues,  that  marked  his  limbs  all  o'er 
So  thick  with  pains,  they  wanted  room  for  more  7 
A  chancre  so  sad  what  mortal  heart  could  bear? 
Exhausted  wo  had  left  him  nought  to  fear, 
But  gave  him  all  to  grief.    Low  earth  he  pressed. 
Wept  in  the  dust,  and  sorely  smote  liis  breast. 
His  friends  around  the  deep  affliction  mourned, 
Felt  all  his  pangs,  and  groan  for  groan  returned ; 
lo  angubh  of  their  hearts  their  mantles  rent, 
And  seven  long  days  in  solemn  silence  spent ; 
A  debt  of  reverence  to  distress  so  great! 
Then  Job  contained  no  more,  but  cursed  his  fate. 
His  day  of  birth,  its  inauspicious  light, 
He  wishes  sunk  in  shades  of  endless  night. 
And  blotted  from  the  year,  nor  fears  to  crave 
Death,  instant  death,  impatient  for  the  grave, 
That  seat  of  peace,  that  mansion  of  rei)<)sc. 
Where  rest  and  mortals  are  no  longer  foes ; 


•  It  is  disputed  among  the  criiicn,  who  was  the  author  of 
ihe  book  of  Job ;  some  give  it  to  Mo?*^  sonn;  to  others.  As  I 
was  engaged  in  tliis  little  performance,  some  arguments  oc- 
curred to  me  which  favour  the  former  of  these  opinions ;  argu- 
ments I  have  flung  into  the  fallowing  noici!,  where  little  clie 
is  to  be  expectod. 

1  The  Almighty's  speech,  chap,  xxxviii.  &c.  which  Ls  what 
I  paraphra.*  in  this  little  work,  is  by  much  the  flnest  part  of 
the  noblest  and  most  ancient  poem  in  tlie  worliL  Bishop  Pa- 
trick says,  its  grandeur  la  as  much  above  all  other  poetry,  as 
thunder  is  louder  than  a  whisper.  In  order  to  set  this  distin- 
guished part  of  the  poem  in  a  fuller  lii^ht,  and  give  the  reader 
a  clearer  conception  of  it,  I  luivo  abridjjcd  the  preceding  and 
subsequent  parts  of  the  poem,  and  joinoil  tlicm  to  it;  so  that 
this  book  is  a  son  of  an  epitome  of  the  whole  book  of  Job. 

I  use  the  word  paraphrase^  because  I  want  anotlicr  which 
might  better  answer  to  the  uncommon  lilx>rtlcs  I  have  taken. 
1  have  omitted,  adile«l,  and  tran5ipojsotl.  Tlie  mountain,  the 
f»»met,  the  sun,  and  oilier  parts,  are  entirely  atldcd :  those  up- 
on tlie  peacock,  the  lion,  &c.  are  mtich  enlarged;  and  I  have 
tfirowii  the  wh(»le  into  a  metluxl  more  suitable  to  our  notions 
cf  regi'.laiity.  The  judi-ious,  if  they  compare  this  piece  with 
the  original,  will,  1  flatter  myself,  find  the  reasons  for  the  great 
liberties  1  have  indulged  myself  in  through  the  whole. 

lionginus  lias  a  cliaptcron  interrogatioa^  which  BJiowBthal 
Tli»'y  contribute  very  much  to  the  sublime.  This  speech  of  the 
Almighty  is  made  up  of  them.  Interrogation  seems,  indeed, 
tfjB  priipcr  style  of  majesty  incensed.  It  diflcrs  from  other 
vjanner  of  reproof  aa  bid«ling  a  person  execute  himself  does 
from  a  cominoa  execution ;  for  he  tliat  asks  the  guilty  a  pro- 
per qujsiina,  makes  liim,  in  eflcci,  pass  sentence  on  himself. 


Where  counsellors  arc  hushed,  and  nughty  kii 
(O  happy  turn !)  no  more  are  wretched  things. 

His  words  were  daring,  and  displeased  his  friends 
His  conduct  they  reprove,  and  he  defends; 
And  now  they  kindled  into  warm  debate, 
And  sentiments  opposed  with  equal  heat; 
Fixed  in  opinoin,  both  refuse  to  yield, 
And  summon  all.their  reason  to  the  field : 
So  high,  at  length,  their  arguments  were  wroagh^ 
They  reached  the  last  extent  of  human  thought: 
A  pause  ensued : — when  lo,  heaven  interposed, 
And  awfully  the  long  contention  cloecd. 
Full  o'er  their  heads,  with  terrible  surprise, 
A  sudden  whirlwind  blackened  all  the  skies: 
(They  saw,  and  trembled !)  from  the  darknes bmoki 
A  dreadful  voice,  and  thus  th'  Almighty  ^ke.* 

Who  gives  his  tongue  a  loose  so  bold  and  vaiD, 
Censures  my  conduct,  and  reproves  my  reign. 
Lifts  up  his  thought  against  mc  from  the  dint, 
And  tells  the  world's  Creator  what  is  just: 
Of  late  so  brave,  now  lift  a  dauntless  eye, 
Face  my  demand,  and  give  it  a  reply — 
Whore  didst  thou  dwell  at  Nature's  early  Initbl 
Who  laid  foundations  for  the  spacious  earth  1 
\Vho  on  its  surface  did  extend  the  line, 
Its  form  determine,  and  its  bulk  confine  1 
Who  fixed  tlie  corner-stoncl  Wliat  hand,  declan^ 
Hung  it  on  nou«fht,  and  fastcnetl  it  on  air, 
When  the  briirlit  morning  stars  in  concert  sung, 
When  heaven's  high  arch  with  loud  hosannai 

rung, 
When  shouting  sons  cf  God  the  triumph  crowrreil 
Ami  the  wide  conclave  thundered  with  the»iund' 
Earth's  nimierous  kingdoms,  ha^t  tliou  viewed  then 

all] 
And  can  thy  span  of  knowledge  grasp  the  balll 
Who  heaved  llie  mountain  which  sublimely  standi 
And  casts  its  sliadow  into  distant  lands? 

Who,  stretching  forth  his  sceptre  o'er  the  deep, 
Can  the  wide  world  in  due  subjection  keep  ? 
I  broke  the  globe,  I  scoopotl  its  hollow^  side, 
And  did  a  bason  for  the  floods  ]>rovide: 
I  chained  them  with  my  word :  the  boiling  sra, 
Worked  up  in  temjK*sts,  hears  my  great  decree; 

•  The  book  of  Job  is  well  knowTi  to  be  dranvaiic,  sn*!,  I* 
the  tragctlies  of  old  Greece,  i«  fiction  built  on  tnith.  l*n)(«!ji^ 
this  most  noble  part  of  it,  tite  Almighiy  speaking  out  cf  ih 
whirlwind  (so  stiiuible  to  the  .aftcr-pnirticc  of  t!ic  Crwk  ka^ 
when  there  hapiwncnl  digntts  rindire  ttodtis)  ]b  firtirio-Ji 
but  it  is  a  fiction  more  a<Tro«»V'e  to  the  time  in  which  ^i 
lived  than  to  any  since.  Fref|ueni  Iwfore  the  law  were  th 
appeanncesof  tiie  Ahniehty  after  Uiis  manner,  ExuLcLzij 
Ezek.  ch.  i,  Ac  Hence  id  he  said  to  dtceti  in  thick  darknam 
and  have  hia  tcay  in  the  whirlwind. 


A  PARAPHRASE,  &c 
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"Thus  far  thy  floniiiiir  tide  shall  be  conveyed ; 
Aud  here,  O  Main !  lx»  thy  proud  biliovvfl  »taycd."» 
Hast  thou  explored  the  fiocn'ts  of  the  deep, 
Where,  shut  from  use,  unnuniU'red  treasures  slecpl 
Where,  down  a  thousand  fathoms  from  the  day, 
Sprinjrs  the  great  fountain,  mother  of  the  seal 
Those  gloomy  paths  did  thy  bold  foot  e'er  tread, 
Whole  worlds  of  waters  rolling  oVr  thy  head. 
Hath  the  clcfl  centre  oi>cned  wide  to  theol 
Death's  inmost  chambers  didst  thou  ever  see  1 
E'er  knock  at  liis  tremendous  gate,  and  wade 
To  the  black  [mrtal  through  the  incumlwnt  shade? 
Deep  are  those  shades ;  but  shades  still  deeper  hide 
My  counsels  from  the  ken  of  human  pride. 
SVhero  dwells  the  Light  1   in  what  refulgent 

dome? 
And  where  has  darkness  made  her  dismal  home? 
Thou  know'st,  no  doubt,  since  thy  large  heart  is 

fraught 
With  ri])ened  wistlom,  through  long  ngc»  brought, 
Since  Nature  was  called  forth  when  thou  wast  by. 
And  into  being  rose  beneath  thine  eye ! 

Are  mists  lietrottenl  wlio  their  father  knew? 
From  whom  descend  the  pearly  drofw  of  dew? 
To  bind  the  stream  by  night  wliat  hand  can  boast? 
Or  whiten  morninjr  witli  the  hoarv  frost? 
Whose  powerful  breath,  from  northern  regions 

blown,  ' 

Touches  the  sea,  and  turns  it  into  stone  ? 
A  sudden  desart  spreads  oVr  realms  defaced, 
And  lays  one  half  of  the  creation  waste? 
Thou  know'st  mo  not;  tliy  blindness  can  not  see 
How  vast  a  distance  ]>arts  thy  God  from  thee. 
Can*st  thou  in  whirlwinds  mount  alofl?  can'st 

thou 
In  clouds  and  darkness  wrap  thy  awful  brow ! 
And  when  day  trium[>hs  in  meridian  light. 
Put  forth  thy  hand  and  shade  t!io  world  with  niglit? 
Who  launched  the  clouds  in  air,  and  bid  them 

roll 
Suspended  seas  alofl,  from  pole  to  pole  ? 
Who  can  refresh  the  burning  sandy  plain, 
An<l  quench  the  summer  with  a  waste  of  rain? 
Who  in  rough  desarts,  fur  from  human  tnil, 
^ladc  rocks  bring  forth,  and  desolation  smile? 
There  blooms  tlic  rose  where  human  face  nc*cr 

stiono, 
And  spreads  its  beauties  to  the  sim  alone. 

Tochcvk  the  shower  who  liAs  his  hand  on  high, 
And  fchutit  the  sluices  of  the'  exhuustcd  sky, 

*  TTiere  l«  a  very  rrcat  air  in  oil  tlint  prrrctlcs,  but  tiib  Is 
mcrai\y  nibiimr'.  We  aro  Mniric  with  adinimtion  tu  we  ilie 
v,i'f  An-\  u:i;<ivenub1e(iceaiirerriviii:;coiiiniuii(K  and  puiio 
tiB>:iy  oN'vins  Ihcm ;  to  find  it  like  a  nninzcd  lionv,  rnzlng, 
mvln*.  snl  fiximinff,  htit  by  the  rule  aiidilircction  of  ii0  nias- 
ler.  Thirf  p.u«a:*i'  yit-KI^  In  mililiniiiy  in  tliai  of  /^/  i/iere  U 
Ught^  4^.  n>  iiiuc!i  only,  aa  tlie  alHoIute  guvci  ninciii  of  naiure 
Ttekf^  to  the  creation  vX  it 

Tlie  like  spirit  In  these  two  pnwnzr^  \9  mtkid  concurrent 
srtanieni  that  Mums  id  author  of  tlie  bofik  of  Jolx 
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When  earth  no  longer  mourns  her  gaping  veins. 
Her  nakiHl  mountains,  and  her  russet  plains, 
But,  new  in  life,  a  cjieerful  prospect  yields 
Of  shining  rivers,  and  of  verdant  fields; 
When  groves  and  forests  lavish  all  their  bloom, 
And  earth  and  heaven  arc  fdled  with  rich  per 

fume? 
Hast  thou  e'er  scaled  my  wint'ry  skies,  and  seen 
Of  hail  and  snows  my  northern  magazine  ? 
These  the  dread  treasures  of  mine  anger  are, 
My  fund  of  vengeance  for  the  day  of  war. 
When  clouds  rain  death,  and  storms,  at  my  com^ 

mand. 
Rage  through  the  world,  or  waste  a  guilty  land. 

Who  taught  the  rapid  winds  to  fly  so  fast; 
Or  shakes  the  centre  with  his  eastern  blast? 
Who  from  the  skies  can  a  whole  deluge  {)our  ? 
Who  ridt'S  through  nature  with  a  solemn  roar 
Of  dreadful  tliundcr,  points  it  where  to  fall, 
And  in  fieree  lightning  wraps  the  flying  ball? 
Not  he  who  trembles  «t  the  darted  fires, 
Falls  at  the  sound,  and  in  the  flash  expires. 

Who  drew  the  comet  out  to  such  a  size, 
And  [K)ured  his  flaming  train  o'er  half  the  skies? 
Did  thv  resentment  banc;  him  out?   Does  he 
Glare  on  the  nations,  and  denounce  from  thee? 

Who  on  low  earth  can  moderate  the  rein 
That  guides  the  stars  along  the  ethereal  plain  ? 
App)int  their  seasons,  and  direct  their  course, 
Their  lustre  brighten,  and  supply  their  force? 
Can*st  thou  the  skies'  l^enevolence  restrain, 
And  cause  the  Pleiades  to  shine  in  vain? 
Or,  when  Orion  sparkles  from  liis  sphere, 
Thaw  the  cold  season,  and  unbind  the  year? 
BidMazzaroth  his  destined  station  know. 
And  teach  the  bright  Areturus  where  to  glow? 
Mine  is  the  Night,  with  all  hrr  stars;  I  pour 
Myriads,  and  myriads  I  rei!er\e  in  store. 

Do«t  thou  pronounce  where  Daylight  shall  h% 
lK)rn, 
And  dr.iw  tiie  purple  curtains  of  the  Mora? 
Awake  the  Sun,  nnd  bid  him  come  away, 
And  clad  tliv  world  with  his  ol»s<Mpiio\M  rav? 
Host  tlioii,  ent]in>n«*d  in  flamiii:;  i:l«»ry,drivon 
Triumpliaiit  round  tlie  spacious  ring  ofluMven? 
That  pomp  of  light,  what  hand  S(.>  far  di.^plays. 
That  distant  earth  liins  basking  in  the  blaze  I 

Who  did  tiie  soul  with  her  rich  |>owen  invest. 
And  light  up  ri':i<4Mi  in  the  human  breast, 
'  To  shine,  with  fresh  incn'as**  of  lt:stre,  bright, 
When  stars  and  sun  are  set  in  endless  night? 
To  these  my  various  questions  make  reply. 
The  Almij^hty  s])oke,  and.  8|ii'aking,  shook  thv 
'         sky. 

What  tlien,  Chaldean  Sire !  was  thy  surprise? 
Thus  thou,  witli  trembhng  heart,  and  downcast 

ryes : 
"Once  an<l  a-jain.  wliicli  I  in  ijn»ans  deplore. 
My  tongue  lias  errn!,  but  shall  presume  i-^  mcri' 


^ 
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My  T^ce  IB  in  eternal  silence  bound, 

And  all  my  soul  falls  prostrate  to  the  grDand." 

He  ceased :  when,  lo !  again  the'  Almighty  spoke ; 
The  same  dread  voice  from  the  black  whirlwind 
broke! 

Can  that  arm  measure  with  an  arm  divine  1 
And  can*8t  thou  thunder  with  a  voice  like  mine  1 
Or  in  the  hollow  of  thy  hand  contain 
The  bulk  of  waters,  the  wide-spreading  main, 
When,  mad  with  tempests,  all  the  billows  rise 
In  all  their  rage,  and  dash  the  distant  skies  1 

Come  forth,  in  Beauty's  excellence  arrayed, 
And  be  the  grandeur  of  thy  puwer  dbplayed; 
Put  on  omnipotence,  and,  frowning,  make 
The  spacious  round  of  the  creation  shake ; 
Despatch  thy  vengeance,  bid  it  overthrow 
Triumphant  Vice,  lay  lofly  tyrants  low. 
And  crumble  them  to  dust.  When  tliis  is  done, 
I  grant  thy  safety  lodged  in  thee  alone ; 
Of  thee  thou  art,  and  may'st  undaunted  stand 
Behind  the  buckler  of  thine  own  right  hand. 

Fond  man !  tlie  vision  of  a  moment  made  I 
Dream  of  a  dream  I  and  shadow  of  a  shade  I 
What  worlds  hast  thuu  produced,  wliat  creatures 

framed. 
What  insects  cherished,  that  thy  God  is  blamed  ? 
When,  pained  with  hunger,  the  wild  ravcn*s  brood 
Loud  calls  on  God,*  importunate  for  food ; 
Who  hears  their  cry,  who  grants  their  hoarse  re- 
quest, 
And  still  the  clamour  of  the  cravinjx  nest  1 
Who  in  tlic  stupid  ostrirlit  has  subdued 
A  parent's  care,  and  fond  inquietude  1 
While  fur  she  flies,  her  s<:altt'rcd  og^rs  arc  found. 
Without  an  owner  on  the  sandy  ground  ; 
Cast  out  on  fortune,  they  at  mercy  lie, 
And  borrow  life  from  an  indulgont  sky : 
Adopt»^d  by  th<!  Sun,  in  blaze  of  day. 
They  rijK'n  under  his  prolific  ray ; 


•  AnoiluT  argimifnl  that  Muei's  was  iJio  author  l>^  iluit  nuist 
of  the  criMiims  hcTv  nieutlomil  nn>  Esrypiiiin,  Tlic  n««)n 
given  why  iho  ravon  Is  iTnnii'iilarly  TiM-niiono*!  ns  an  objoci 
of  the  care  of  5>ovi«U-nrc  Is,  borauw  by  her  c)ani(»rniM  atid 
Imiwriunaie  vi»iru  she  particularly  seeiiui  always  calling;  u\M.m 
II  And  ;«incc  (here  w^re  ravens  on  (Ik;  Nile  more  rlaniunuis 
than  the  refit  vf  that  B]Kcii-5,  th(»e  ])rulxibly  are  nifvini  In  this 
pluco. 

t  There  are  many  Instances  of  this  bird's  stupidity:  let  two 
nifTice.  PiiMf  it  covcib  \la  licaii  in  tho  reeds,  and  lliinks  it- 
self nut  of  Fight 

Sec<»ndly,  Thrythat  go  in  the  punnilt  of  them  draw  the  skin 
of  an  (Btrich'd  neck  on  one  hand,  which  proves  a  suflicicnt  lure 
10  take  (h*  Ml  with  ilie  t)thcr. 

They  have  »>  li'tlijhnjin,  that  IleliogalKdusliad six  hundnKi 
Doiids  for  his  MipiwT. 

lli'p'  we  iniy  -■•e  th:it  (iir  jnilirlfms  a«<  well  as  $iuhlime  au- 
thor ju-t  HiiicliT^  (In-  jvr.iin  oi'ili  4i:)i'tii)ij  111  each  ravalun?,  and 
cfien  h'«-Trii><  tf»  aii»tl'er.  \  dc-r  riiciitu  i^ovari  when  you  can 
uot  adil,  bm  wli.»(  \^  ri unmnn to. in(»th<'r  thing;  nm  withdraw, 
DUl s«iine('ii.i-_'  |K:.-tili,,-;y  1^  1..  iL-iii-  to  ilit»  'liinj:  dos^-rilntl.  A 
»ktn«»'*i  i"  I'l  I  iii  i.-i  11.11  h  ileMTipviiMi,  a-  a  iiiia::iiig  often  in 


Unmindful  she  that  tome  unhappy  tread 
May  crush  her  young  in  their  neglected  bod : 
What  time  she  skims  along  the  field  with  speed,* 
She  scorns  the  rider  and  pursuing  steed.t 

How  rich  the  peacock  It  what  bright  gloriH  run 
From  plume  to  plume,  and  vary  in  the  san ! 
He  proudly  spreads  them  to  the  golden  ray, 
Gives  all  his  colours,  and  adorns  the  day ; 
With  conscious  state  the  spacious  round  displaji^ 
And  slowly  moves  amid  tlie  waving  blaze. 

Who  taught  the  hawk  to  find,  in  ■raaons  wi«, 
Perpetual  summer,  and  a  change  of  skies  1 
When  clouds  deform  the  year,  she  mounts  the  windi 
Shoots  to  the  south,  nor  fears  the  storm  betund; 
The  sun  returning,  she  returns  again, 
Lives  in  his  beams,  and  leaves  ill  days  to  men. 

Though  strong  the  hawk,  though  practised  wcO 
tofly,§ 
An  eagle  drops  her  in  a  lower  sky : 
An  eagle,  when,  deserting  human  dght, 
She  seeks  the  sun  in  her  unwearied  flight: 
Did  thy  command  her  yellow  pinion  lift 
So  high  in  air,  and  seat  tier  on  the  cUft, 
Where  far  above  thy  world  slie  dwells  alone, 
And  proudly  makes  the  strength  of  rocks  her  own; 
Thence  wide  o'er  nature  takea  her  dread  surrej, 
And  with  a  glance  predestinates  her  pnyll 
She  feasts  her  young  with  blood,  ami,  hovering  o*a 
The  unslaughtc^d  bust,  enjoys  the  promised  gore. 

Knowest  thou  how  many  moons,  by  me  assigned, 
Roll  oVrthe  mountain  goat  and  fon.'st  hind,*[ 

*  Here  is  marked  another  peculiar  quality  of  this  creauR^ 
which  neither  (lies  nor  runs  directly,  but  has  a  motion  owi> 
poaedof  l)o(h,aiid  using  its  win^  as  Kails,  makes  £ri.-at«F«ed 

t  Xenophon  says*,  Cyrue>  had  honca  that  cotikl  ov>en2.kc  lVi 
goat  and  the  wild  ant,  but  n<>nc  (hat  could  roach  tfiM  rrr^un 
A  tliouii<and  golden  ducats,  or  an  hundred  camolis  was  tfct 
Slated  price  of  a  horsi'  that  co-aid  equal  their  fTxrrd. 

I  Though  this  bird  is  but  just  mentioned  in  my  aathor,  I 
could  not  forbe:ir  g(»in^  a  litde  fur  titer,  anJ  sprradiiis  Una 
IxMuitifuI  plumes  (which  arc  i>hut  up)  into  half  a  i!os»'D  r::M 
Tlie  circumstance  I  have  markctl  of  hU  opening  !iis)tIu:iKiu 
the  Rvm  is  true :  Cxpa ndit  colore*  adrcrva  7naxi.n  #*>, yiuii 
aicfulgenfius  radiant.     Plin.  Ix.  c  30. 

§  11iuanu8(/)e  re  Accip.)  mentions  a  hawk  that  flewfrnm 
Paris  to  I/ondon  in  a  nieht. 

And  She  Egyptian's  in  nrgard  to  its  rwif^nem,  moiW  h  tl«ir 
symbol  for  the  wind;  for  which  reciK>n  we  may  f(U|<i«iK- tiK 
hawk,  its  well  as  the  crow  above,  to  have  been  a  biol  of  kxm 
in  EeyjjL 

I  The  eagle  is  said  to  be  of  so  acute  a  sight,  tJiat  when  iSk  li 
80  high  in  the  air  that  man  can  not  we  lier,  slic  can  tlL-wrn  ibe 
smallest  fish  under  water.  My  auilior  accurately  umViJCw! 
the  nature  of  the  creatures  he  duscriliefl,  anJ  aeen*j>  to  hivi 
been  a  naturalist  as  well  as  a  poet,  whicli  the  nrit  n-.4e  «13 
confirm. 

^  Tlie  meaning  of  this  question  is,  Knowert  ihoM  ihe  I'lrai 
and  circun;'?Uince3  of  their  bringing  fv>rih1  fn-  to  L>'W  :!-• 
time  orily  was  easy,  and  had  ninhiiig  extraouVmarj  ii.  i'. ;  ♦-■•a 
the  eircuni«tancehad  siimeiliing  [teculiitrly  ex  pr»>-ive  .-iffH^ri 
providence,  which  maked  the  qucKtiitn  propi^  in  ihi-  {J.^t. 
•  IMiny  (ibfuTves,  that  the  hind  withyining  ia  by  in-'is.vi  ilir-Op 
cd  1(1  a  ci-nain  heiii  caUi-n  Sfi/rliif,  wiiich  £tcilita:e> :  .e  l-i.-ft. 
Tliunder  aU)  (which  looks  like  the  xuort  iuiinwluu:  L-aJ  irf 
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While  pregnant,  thoy  a  motlirr'd  lond  sustain  7 
They  bend  in  anguish,  and  cast  forth  their  pnin. 
Hale  arc  their  vounir,  fnmi  human  frailties  freed. 
Walk  unsut>t:iined,  and  unais«>isted  feed: 
They  live  at  once,  forsake  the  dam's  warm  side, 
Take  the  wide  world,  with  Nature  for  their  ^uidc ; 
Bound  o'er  the  lawn,  or  xcek  tlic  distant  glade, 
Antl  find  a  home  in  each  delightful  shade. 

Will  the  tall  reem,  which  knows  no  lord  but  me, 
Jjnvr  at  the  crih,  and  nsk  an  alms  of  thiH?  ? 
Submit  his  unworn  shoulder  to  the  yoke, 
Break  the  stiff  chxl  anrl  o'er  thv  furrow  smoke? 
Since  great  his  strength,  go  tmst  him,  void  of  care, 
X^y  on  liis  neck  tlic  toil  of  all  tlie  year ; 
Bid  liinn  bring  home  the  seasons  to  thy  doors, 
And  cast  his  load  anion;;  the  (ratliercd  stores. 

Didst  thou  from  service  the  wild  ass  «Iis(!iari£e, 
And  break  his  lK)nds,  and  hid  him  live  at  large; 
Thmugh  the  wide  wasti\  his  ample  mansion,  roam, 
And  \oie  himself  in  his  unlxnjndrd  home? 
By  Nature's  hand  magnificently  fed, 
His  meal  is  on  t!te  range  of  mouiit^iins  spread; 
As  in  pure  airalofl  he  l>oun<Is  aloii.'r, 
He  sen  in  distant  smoke  the  city  tlironji; 
Conscious  of  fnH'dom,  scorns  thesmotlicred  train. 
The  threatening  driver,  anil  the  serxile  rein. 

Survev  the  warlike  horse !  didst  thou  invest 
With  thunder  his  robust  distended  chest  7 
No  sense  of  fear  hisclaiintless  soul  nl!:>.vs, 
'Tl*  dreadful  to  lieiiold  his  nostrils  hhize: 
To  i»avv  the  v.ile  he  |>roUj!Iy  takes  dilijht, 
And  triumphs  in  the  fulness  of  his  might: 
High  raiseil,  he  snuffs  the  batth*  from  aflir, 
And  burns  to  plunge  amid  the  r:i::iii:r  war; 
Ant]  iiiockK  at  de:it!i,  und  throws  his  fii.im  around, 
And  in  a  storm  of  furv  .shakes  ilir  i^muiid. 
How  <loci  his  ilrni,  his  rising  heart,  advance 
Full  on  the  hrandislied  swonl  and  siiakt  n  liiiu.e 
While  his  flxi-d  eye-halls  meet  th<Ml.i7alini»  shield, 
Gnze,  ant!  n-turn  the  lightning  of  the  tirld ! 
He  'inks  the  seiM*  of  pain  in  grnenuis  priile. 
Nor  ftx'Is  the  shal\  that  tn'mhles  in  his  sulr; 
But  neighs  to  the  shrill  trumiN't's  dreadful  blast, 
TiU  death,  and  when  he  groans,  he  groans  his  last. 

Rut  fiercer  still,  the  lordly  lion  stalks. 

Grimly  mujestic  in  his  lonely  walks: 

Wlun  round  he  glares,  all  living  creatures  fly; 

Ho  clears  the  desurt  witli  his  nulling  eye. 

Sav.  mortal,  drt's  he  rouse  at  thv  comnian<], 

An<l  roar  to  thee,  and  live  upon  thy  hand? 

Di>«tt!iou  for  him  in  forests  lieiul  thv  l>ow, 

Anii  to  his  clooinvden  the  morsel  throw. 

Where.  U'lit  on  death,  lie  hid  his  tawny  brood, 

An-I.  rriMielied  in  dn>adfnl  ambn<!i.  juint  furbltKHl; ' 

Or  i4ri'tch«Hl  on  broken  limbs,  eitnsume  the  d.iv, 

•  •  'I 

In  darkni-.ss  \\r.i[it.  and  sluml-rr  o'er  t!;(ir  pny  !     j 


By  the  pale  iwxm  thev  take  their  destined  round ,• 
And  lash  their  sides  and  furious  tear  the  £rr<)una 
Now  shrieks  and  dving  jrroans  the  di»<art  fill ; 
They  rage,  they  rend;  their  ravenous  jaws  distil 
With  crimson  foam ;  and  when  the  banquet's  o'o 
They  stride  away,  and  paint  their  stejw  with  gnro 
In  flight  alone  the  shepherd  puts  his  trust, 
And  shudders  at  the  talon  in  thedu.st. 

Mild  is  my  Hehemoth,  though  large  his  frame; 
Sm(M»th  is  liistem|ier,  and  repressed  his  flame; 
While  unprovoked.    This  native  of  the  flowl 
IaW.*  his  broa<l  foot,  and  puts  nsliore  ft)r  fi-Nxl : 
Flarth  sinks  lieneath  him  as  he  moves  aloni; 
To  seek  the  herlw,  anil  mingle  with  the  throng. 
S(H',  with  what  stnMigth  his  hanlened  loins  arc 

liound. 
All  over  pnK)f,  and  shnt  against  a  wound! 
How  like  a  mountain  cedar  movi><;  liistail! 
Nor  can  his  complicatitl  sinews  fail. 
Built  high  and  wide,  his  solitl  Utnes  surpass 
The  bars  of  »tt<rl;  his  ribs  are  riln  of  brass; 
His  jHirt  majestic,  an^l  his  annetl  jaw, 
("live  the  wide  forest  and  the  mountain  law. 
The  monntains  fii'd  him:  there  the  lieastsadmira 
The  mifjhty  stmnger,  anil  in  dreail  retire; 
.At  h'njith  hi.-*  gn'atnrss  nearer  they  survey, 
firaze  in  his  sliadow,  and  his  eve  ol)ev. 
The  fi'us  and  mar;!ihes  are  his  cool  retreat, 
Hi.-  M<M»ntiil!*  s'lelter  fn>in  t!ie  burning  he,it ; 
Tin  ir  scdiiv  lM»siims  his  wide  couch  are  made. 
And  grovrs  of  willows  uive  him  all  th«'ir  shade. 

His  eye  drinks    Jonlan  up,  when,  fired  with 
drought, 
lie  trusts  to  turn  its  current  do%vn  his  throat; 
In  les-MTied  wavi's  it  creejK  alonij  the  pl.-xin  ; 
He  sinks  a  river,  aiiil  he  thirsts  ai:-iin. 

Cio  to  tlie  Nib',  and.  fr»>m  its  fruitful  side, 
Past  r>rth  thy  line  int'»  the  swelling  tiile; 
With  sleiidi-r  hair  T^'viathant  comtiianil, 
.\fiil  sfriMch  his  vastness  on  the  loaded  strand. 
Will  he  bi'come  tliy  si-rvant  ?  will  he  own 
Thy  lordly  nod,  and  tre:nble  at  thy  fmwn? 
Or  with  )iiss}Hirt  amuse  t!iy  leisure  d.iy. 
Anil,  bonnd  in  silk  with  thy  si.ifl  maidens  play? 

Shall  )KMn]ittu<(  banquets  swell  with  such  a  prize! 
And  the  Ixnvl  journey  rouml  his  ample  size? 
Or  the  debating  merchant  s!:are  the  prey. 
And  various  lirnl»s  to  various  marts  convey? 
TlmMinh  his  firm  skull  what  stei'l  its  way  can  win* 
What  fon*efnl  en'/mecan  suImIuc  hi.-*  skin  ? 


Pi  .-.}  1ir;';r)  !;!«■«  :!i»'  s.iini'  ifTIir,  Pv.   .\\iv.     In  m  c,ir\\  .-id 
15c  to  L*JM:rvi:  il.fif  jliiiir-*  ::ny  ■•}  !■■  i-';r  .iii!!iiir  a  ri.;"ii-  ili  {. 


*  Piir<uini:  \hc\T  prry  l»y  i:ijlit  i<  iru?  of  m^'?  wili!  Iv.i^iv 
ivirfii'iil.trly  ihc  li  «ii,  I'sn'.  ci»-.  'JiV  T1 1^  .\r.tlihns  hawnne 
anion:;  Uitir  flv.*  Suiin!-  -.1  iiaim  <  U>r  ili«-  limi,  \v',ii-lj  '■iijiartAi 
/.'.■'  hunt:'!-'  -I  ».•;'■,)'■  •• ':  i' ' ;  /• 

'T'.-" '  iVii:.'  •'•!*  T'."  •-'!!•*?»  ;v  •*-'  i!;""*-"i'I'.  >'v»-!nrii-»»"f*^ 
«l>ry.irr  iml  '■•  hi-  l.i'-;i-t:  lull  »-y  ir-'H  iii:".  Wln-Ti  .\ii-n<:M 
I'liii-in -r.-'l  K:\|".  !i-"  vri: -k  a  ii.il:'-  '..'ii'  iri!;'r««-a    i"  wMirh 

«  -   .1    I-:   ■   ■>  'r.      '    I   |i    .1  -  •  .■   I    1!     ■  'i    I-.   «i  '.  ■.'  ":■:  '<.^•^.JI:^H^^. 

.V-  ;.   .    :    -  ..  V  :  .r:t. 
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Fljr  fkr,  and  live;  tempt  not  hi*  niatchleit  might; 
The  bravest  shrink  tocowanU  in  hin  sight; 
The  nuhest  doro  not  rouae  him  up:*  who  then 
Shall  turn  on  me,  among  the  sons  of  men  1 

Am  I  a  debtor?  hast  thou  ever  heard 
Whence  come  the  gifls  which  arc  on  mc  conferred  1 
My  lavish  fruit  a  thousand  vallies  fills, 
And  mine  tlie  herds  that  graze  a  Uiousand  hills: 
Earth,  sea,  and  air,  all  Nature  is  my  own, 
And  stars  and  sun  arc  dust  beneath  my  throne; 
And  dar'st  thou  with  the  worlds  great  Father  vie, 
Thou,  who  dost  triMiible  at  my  creatures  eyel 

At  full  my  huge  Leviathan  shall  rise. 
Boast  all  liis  strength,  and  spa>ad  his  wondrous 

size: 
Who,  great  in  arms,  eVr  strijit  \n»  shining  mail, 
Or  crowned  hU  triumph  with  a  single  scale  1 
WhoiK  heart  susUiiiis  him  to. draw  near?  Behold 
Destruction  yawns -,t  his  H;>uoiou8  jaws  unfuUi, 
And,  marshalled  round  the  wide  expanse,  disclose 
Teeth  iHlgiHl  with  death,  and  crowding  rows  on 

rows: 
What  hideous  fangs  on  either  side  arise ! 
And  what  a  deep  abvssliet\\tH.'n  them  lii*s! 
Mete  with  thy  Univ,  and  with  thy  plumlx't  sound. 
The  one  how  long,  the  other  how  profound  ! 

ilis  bulk  is  charged  with  such  a  furious  soul. 
That  clouds  of  smoke  fn>ni  liLs  spread  nostrils  roll 
As  from  a  furnaa' ;  and,  when  roused  his  ire, 
Fate  issui's  from  his  jaws  in  stn^ains  of  ilre.t 
The  rage  of  tem|M'sts,  and  the  roar  of  seas, 
Tiiy  tiTix)r,  this  thy  great  su)M.>rior  please ; 
StrL'ngth  on  his  ample  shoulder  siis  in  state; 
liis  well  joiniHl  liinlw  are  dreadfully  complete; 
His  flukes  of  solid  flesh  arc  slow  to  part; 
As  stivl  his  nerves,  us  udainaut  his  heart. 
When,  late  uwnkeil,  he  n*:irs  Iiirn  from  the  floods, 
And  stn>ti:liiiig  forth  his  stature  to  the  clouds. 
Writhes  in  the  kuu  nioll  his  bi'aly  hoi«r|it, 
And  strikes  the  distant  hilU  with  transient  light, 

*  lliis  alludca  loa  cii-Moiii  of  tiila  rrcatiiio,  which  h  wlicn 
•atnl  with  Asli,  lu  c«>iiie  ib^liiirc  ami  >I«Tit  ain»nsr  tlio  rcciK 

f  Tlic <TiViKriIc*i»  luontli iv  cxcmViiv:  wMc.  \V1ion hr  stiK-i, 
■ayi!  riiny,  sit  totum  on.    Manlil  sjy?  to  \\'v  oM  womnn, 
Cum  ci^npnraia  rlctnms  luh  on 
Nilinous  hiil>M  cnicixliliH  aiiL'iist:u 

fio  that  tlie  cx|)n-»fioii  ihero  iii  b^in'ly  just. 

;  Tills  trnHnrnn-r  iniih  than  at  fiivi  view4n.'jyh<»  Imai^inct]. 
lhi»  rrvtxlilf,  -ay  th«  ii;iiumli>i!».  lyln-^  loriij  uniW  water,  and 
Ijein*;  (here  riirrt^tl  tii  hoKl  lU*  hriMih,  when  it  enierscs,  the 
trr.iih  lull','  H'l'P  ssiil  is  Imt,  li.ul  hiirst.«*  out  m  vitiltMiily,  that 
It  nwinl»li»s  firo  and  sin"k«\  Tho  Imw  yufiprt-aw!*  niH  his 
lin-nth  hy  any  inraiu" a>  I'Ui:,  U'-iiher  I"*  ho  hd  fieree ttnd  ani- 
mated ;  yet  the  ukk^i  rorn-ci  oi'iNictd  veiitun-s  to  use  the  aanie 
lactiiphor  conoiTuiii^'  hiin. 

CoUiHTi unique  proiui^rv!  volvit  mhnnrihut*  lirnpm. 
Kjr  this  (Mid  Ihp  f  jrcz  »iii:r  noff,  I  wuiild  caution  nz.iiim  a  false 
itnnioii  of  the  I«t>ti'rn  Uiidni'^."';,  from  pa»;igcs  in  ihcin  111  un- 


Far  round  are  fatal  damps  of  tenor  apm 
The  mighty  fear,  nor  blush  to  own  thcii 
Largo  is  his  front ;  and  when  his  buniisi 
Lift  their  broad  lids,  the  morning  teems 

In  vain  may  death  in  various  shaiies  i 
The  swift-wingod  arrow,  the  descending 
His  naked  breast  their  impotence  defies; 
The  dart  rebounds,  the  brittle  faukhion 
Shut  in  himself,  the  war  without  he  heai 
Safe  in  the  tempest  of  their  rattling  speai 
The  Numbered  strand  their  wasted  voUief 
His  sport  the  rage  and  labour  of  the  foe. 

His  pastimes  like  a  caldron  boil  the  flc 
And  blacken  ocean  with  a  rising  mud; 
The  billows  feel  him  as  he  works  liis  wa 
His  hoary  footsteps  shine  along  the  tea ; 
The  foam  high-wrought,  with  white  di 

green, 
And  distant  sailors  point  where  death  hs 

His  like  earth  bears  not  on  licr  spacio 
Alone  in  nature  stands  his  dauntless  race 
For  utter  ignorance  of  fear  renowned: 
In  wrath  he  rolls  liis  baleful  eye  around ; 
Makes  every  swuin  disduinful  heart  suIm 
And  holds  dominion  o*er  the  sons  of  Prii 

Then  the  Chaldean  eased  his  labourii 
With  full  conviction  of  his  crime  oppreai 

"  Thou  can'st  accomplish  all  things, 
might ! 
And  every  thought  is  naked  to  thy  aght 
But,  oh  !  thy  ways  are  wonderful,  and  h* 
Beyond  the  deeiK'st  rt>ach  of  mortal  eye. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  thine  Almighty  jk>w 
But  never  saw  thee  till  this  dreadful  hou 
O'erA^'hehned  with  shame,  the  Lord  of  li 
Abhor  myself,  and  give  my  soul  to  thee; 
Nor  shall  my  weakness  toni[)t  thine  ang« 
Man  is  nut  made  tu  question,  hut  adore.' 


•  JJi«eyta  art  like,  the  eyeHdsofth^  morning. 
irlvi^s  u«  an  i:ri*ai  an  iniaje  of  ihe  thiiu  it  wtndd 
ran  enter  thr  thouiht  of  man.  It  in  not  improliii 
EgyptiaiLS  «i»U-  their  hirrogly|)hii:  for  ilie  n)'iruii; 
tliecioroiIileV  «\i-,  from  thij-ivisNiyr,  ihi>ui;h  noct 
1  have  tTcn  iiii'ii:i.in.-i  ii.  Ii  i-«  ra>- y  t  i  ruru'ct^  li  Ivu 
tian*?houM  Ivl^nh  naiVrs  nml  sdinircp  •>f  ihe 
Mop«\  whom  I  i<ui>[>iHe  the  author  of  ihis  poent 

I  have  olwrvi'd  idn  .;dy  ihai  iho'o  or  fair  of  0 
here  diwcrilR^I  are  Ri'vpihin :  the  two  |.i«»t  are  noi. 
they  arc  the  river-hor^-  aiid  ihecroco.lile,  those  cc-: 
h:ibitnnL'4  of  the  iNile;  ami  on  Wu-ik'  (vvo  i(  is  ih:il 
chi'Mly  dwi  ll-i.  Ii  wmild  ha\i'  !>.  in  cxj^vti-d  fp»i. 
more  remote  from  thnt  river  than  >!<»*•«.  in  a  r 
criMturi-*  proiiurtil  lo  nKuznily  tii»'ii  Crramr.  ii»  ha 
tJji;  two  larL'cst  works  of  hia  Ii.im'I,  rit.  ihe  ••{•■pli; 
whale.  Tl.i^  i.-»  i«i»  nntuml  .in  r.vjj.  rt..:i..ii,  tli:it 
niont.iior?  have  n^nileml  ln'hrinr.ili  ari'i  l«vi,ii!i.^n  f  I 
and  whale,  thou<Lrh  the  deM-riptimw  in  our  atithi.r 
luit  of  it;  lull  Mrisji*  hiui:,  m  we  ni.  y  wi  II  mi;i,v.,<, 
imiiieili.iie  iirrorofihi'hij»ji.>]>i»ra;nii-aiiiliT>>-itli!.v 
(liily  iiii*«'hiifs  and  rav.ise-j  :ir'»u,(,|  Iij;:!,  ii  h  vc  y  j 
why  he  should  |K;nuil  them  to  take  pU-e. 


RESIGNATION. 


IN  TWO  PARTS. 

AND  A  POSTSCRIPT. 

TO  MRS.  B  ♦  •  •  ♦  •  . 


Mj  ■Ml  Aall  be  ntkfled,  even  as  U  were  with  marrow  and  fiuneos ;  when  mj  mouth  praiaeth  thee  with 
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PART  I. 

Tbk  days  how  few,  how  short  the  jean, 
Of  man's  too  rapid  race  I 
Each  leaving  aa  it  swiftly  flies, 
A  ihortor  in  its  place. 

I*hey  who  the  longest  lease  enjoy, 
Have  told  us  with  a  sigh, 
That  to  be  bom  seems  little  more 
Than  to  begin  to  die. 

Kfunbers  there  are  who  feel  tliis  truth 
With  fears  alarmed;  and  yet, 
In  iilb's  delusion  lulled  asleep, 
rhia  weighty  truth  forget 

And  am  I  not  to  these  akin  1 
Ag»  slumbers  o'er  the  quill ; 
Ata  honcmr  blots  whate'er  it  writes. 
And  am  I  writing  stilll 

C-Anadoas  of  Nature  in  decline. 
And  languor  in  my  thoughts, 
To  aoften  censure  and  abate 
Its  rigour  on  my  faults. 

Permit  me,  Madam !  ere  to  you 
The  promised  verse  I  pay. 
To  touch  on  felt  Infirmity, 
Sad  sister  of  Decay. 

One  world  deceased^  another  born. 
Like  Noah  they  behold, 
0*cr  whose  white  hairs  and  furrowed  brows 
Too  many  suns  have  rolled. 

Happy  the  patriarch !  he  rejoiced 
His  second  world  to  see ; 
My  second  world,  though  gay  the  scene. 
Can  boast  no  charms  for  me. 

To  me  this  brilliant  ago  appears 
With  desolation  spread  1 
Near  all  with  whom  I  lived  and  smiled, 
Whilst  life  was  life,  are  dead  ; 

And  with  them  died  my  joys :  the  grave 
flas  broken  Nature's  laws, 
And  closed  ag.iinst  this  feeble  frame 
lis  partial  cruel  jaws : 
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Cruel  to  spare  I  condemned  to  life ! 
A  cloud  impairs  my  sight ! 
My  weak  hand  disobeys  my  will, 
And  trembles  as  I  write. 

What  shall  I  write  ?  Thalia  tell ; 
Say,  long  abandoned  musel 
What  field  of  fancy  shall  I  range  1 
What  subject  shall  I  choose  1 

A  choice  of  moment  high  inspire, 
And  rescue  mo  from  shame. 
For  doting  on  thy  charms  so  late. 
By  grandeur  in  my  theme. 

Beyond  the  themes  which  most  admire, 
Which  dazzle  or  amaze ; 
Beyond  renowned  exploits  of  war, 
Bright  charms,  or  empire's  blaze^ 

Are  themes,  which,  in  a  world  of  wo, 
Can  best  appease  our  pain, 
And  in  an  age  of  gaudy  guilt. 
Gay  Folly's  flood  restrain } 

• 

Amidst  the  storms  of  life  support 
A  calm  unshaken  mind, 
And  with  unfading  laurels  crown 
The  brow  of  the  resigned. 

0  Resignation !  yet  unsung, 
Untouched  by  former  strains. 
Though  claiming  every  muse's  smOe^ 
And  every  poet's  pains : 

Beneath  life's  evening  solemn  shado 

1  dedicate  my  page 

To  thee,  thou  safest  guard  of  youth  I 
Thou  sole  support  of  age  I 

All  other  duties  crescents  are 
Of  virtue  faintly  bright ; 
The  glorious  consummation  thou ! 
Which  fills  her  orb  with  light : 

How  rarely  filled !  the  love  divine 
In  evils  to  discern : 
This  the  first  lesson  which  we  wan^ 
The  latest  which  we  learn : 

A  melancholy  truth !  for  know, 
Could  our  proud  hearts  resign, 
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The  distance  greatly  would  decrease 
Twixt  human  and  divine. 

But  though  full  noble  is  my  theme, 
Full  u^nt  is  my  call 
To -soften  sorrow,  and  forbid 
The  bursting  tear  to  fall : 

The  task  I  dread :  dare  I  to  leave 
Of  human  prose  the  sliorc, 
And  put  to  sea!  a  dangerous  seal 
^  What  throngs  have  sunk  before ! 

How  proud  the  poet's  billowfi  swell  I 
The  God !  the  God!  his  boast ; 
A  boast  how  vain!  what  wrecks  abound  1 
Dead  bards  stench  every  coast. 

What  then  am  17  shall  I  presume, 
On  such  a  moulten  wing, 
Above  the  general  wreck  to  rise 
And  in  my  winter  sing  1 

When  nightingales,  wlien  sweetest  bards, 
Confine  their  charming  song 
To  summer's  animating  heats. 
Content  to  warble  young. 

Yet  write  I  must ;  a  lady*  sues ; 
How  shameful  her  request ! 
My  brain  in  labour  for  dull  rhyme  1 
Hers  teeming  with  the  best ! 

But  you  a  stranger  will  excuse, 
Nor  scorn  his  feeble  strain ; 
To  you  a  stranger,  but,  tlirough  fate, 
No  stranger  to  your  pain. 

The  ghost  of  G  rirf  ileceaaed  ascends, 
His  old  wound  bleeds  anew; 
His  sorrows  arc  recalled  to  life 
By  those  he  set's  in  you : 

Too  well  he  knows  the  twisted  strings 
Of  ardent  hearts  coinhinjHl, 
When  rent  asumler,  how  they  bleed. 
How  hard  to  be  resigned. 

Those  tears  you  \wut  his  eyes  have  shed  j 
The  pang  you  feel  ho  felt ; 
Thus  Natun*,  loud  as  Virtue,  bids 
His  heart  at  yours  to  melt. 

But  what  ran  heart  ot  nead  suggest  7 
What  sad  Ex|»erience  say  7 
Through  truths  austere  to  i>eace  we  work 
Our  rugged  glooniy  way. 

What  are  we?  whence?  for  what?  and  wliither? 
\Vlio  know  not  m^'ds  niuiit  mourn : 
But  Thought,  liriglit  (lau;;hter  of  the  Skies! 
Can  tears  to  triuin])h  turn. 
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Thought  is  our  armour ;  'Tis  the  mind's 
Impenetrable  shield, 
Wlien,  sent  by  Fate,  we  meet  our  Ibcf 
In  sore  Affliction's  field: 

It  plucks  the  frightful  mask  from  ilk, 
Forbids  pale  fear  to  hide. 
Beneath  that  dark  disguise  a  friend, 
Whicn  turns  Afifection's  tide. 

A  flection  frail !  trained  up  by  Sense, 
From  Reason's  channel  strays, 
And  wliilst  it  blindly  points  at  peace, 
Our  peace  to  pain  betrays. 

Thought  winds  its  fond  erroneous  stream 

From  daily-dying  flowers, 

To  nourish  rich  immortal  blooms, 

In  amarantliine  bowers: 

Whence  throngs,  in  ecstacy,  look  down 
On  what  once  shocked  their  sight. 
And  thank  the  terrors  of  the  past 
For  ages  of  delight. 

All  withers  here ;  who  most  possess 
Are  losers  by  their  gain ; 
Stung  by  full  proof,  that,  bad  at  best, 
Life's  idle,  all  is  vain : 

Vain,  in  its  course,  life's  murm'ring  stream; 
Did  not  its  course  oflTend, 
But  murmur  cease,  life,  then,  would  seem 
Still  vainer  from  its  end. 

How  wretched !  who,  through  cruel  fate, 
Have  nothing  to  lament, 
Witii  the  \}oor  alms  this  world  aflbrds. 
Deplorably  content  7 

Had  not  tlic  Greek  his  world  mistook, 
His  wish  liad  l>een  most  wise; 
To  be  content  with  but  one  world, 
Like  liim,  we  should  despise. 

Of  earth's  revenue  would  you  state 
A  full  account  and  fair? 
We  \\o\)c,  and  hope,  and  hope,  then  cast 
The  total  ui>— despair. 

Since  vain  all  here,  all  future,  vast. 
Embrace  the  lot  assigned ; 
Heaven  wounds  to  heal ;  its  frowns  are  friends 
Its  strokes  severe  most  kind. 

But  in  lafised  nature  rooted  deep, 
Blind  Error  domineers, 
And  on  fools'  errands  in  the  dark, 
Sends  out  our  ho^M^s  and  fears ; 

Bids  us  for  ever  \Ki\n3  deplore, 
Our  pleasuri'S  over-prize; 
These  oil  ])ersuadc  us  to  be  weak, 
Those  urge  us  to  be  wise. 
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From  Vixtue's  ragged  path  to  right, 
By  pleasure  aie  we  brought 
To  flowciy  fields  of  wrong,  and  there 
Pain  chides  ua  for  our  fault: 

7et  wliilst  it  chides  it  speaks  of  peace, 
If  fidlj  is  witlistood, 
And  says,  Time  pays  an  easy  price, 
For  our  eternal  good. 

In  earth's  dark  cot,  and  in  an  hoar, 
And  in  delasion  great, 
What  an  eoononust  ii  man  I 
To  spoid  his  whole  eitate. 

And  bf^ggar  an  eternity! 

For  which,  as  he  was  bom, 

Biore  worids  than  one  against  it  weighed, 

As  fiMthers  he  should  scorn. 

Say  not  your  loss  in  triumph  leads, 
Rdigion's  feeble  strife ; 
Joys  future  amply  rrimburse 
Jcys  bankrupts  of  this  life. 

Bnt  not  deferred  your  joy  so  long, 
It  bears  an  early  date ; 
Affliction's  ready  pay  in  hand 
Befriends  our  present  state. 

"What  are  the  tears  which  trickle  down 
Her  melancholy  face, 
Like  Uquid  pearl  1  like  pearls  of  price, 
Tbej  purchase  lasting  peace. 

Grief  softens  hearts,  and  curbs  the  will, 
Impetnous  passion  tames, 
And  keeps  insatiate  keen  desire 
From  launching  in  extremes. 

Through  Time's  dark  womb,  our  judgment 
If  our  dim  eye  was  thrown. 
Clear  should  we  sec  the  will  divine 
hot  forestalled  our  own. 
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At  variance  with  our  future  wish, 
Sdfsevercd,  we  complain: 
If  so,  the  wounded,  not  the  wound, 
Most  answer  for  the  pain. 

The  day  shall  come,  and  swift  of  wing, 
Though  you  may  think  it  slow. 
When,  in  the  list  of  Fortune's  smiles, 
Yooll  enter  frowns  of  wo. 

For  mark  the  path  of  Providence; 
This  course  it  has  pursued, 
"  Pain  is  the  parent,  wo  the  womb, 
Of  sound  important  good :" 

Our  hearts  aro  fastened  to  this  world 
By  strong  and  endless  tics; 
And  every  sfirrow  cuts  a  string, 
And  urges  us  to  rise. 


'Twill  sound  severe — yet  rest  assured 
I'm  studious  of  your  peace; 
Though  I  should  dare  to  give  you  joy-^ 
Yes,  joy  of  lus  decease. 

An  hour  shall  come,  (you  question  this) 
An  hour,  when  you  shall  bless, 
Beyond  the  brightest  beams  of  life. 
Dark  days  of  your  distress. 

Hear  then,  without  surprise,  a  troth, 
A  daughter  truth  to  this, 
Swifl  turns  of  fortune  often  tie 
A  bleeding  heart  to  bliss. 

Esteem  you  this  a  paradox  1 
My  sacred  motto  read; 
A  glorious  truth,  divinely  sung 
By  one  whose  heart  had  bled. 

To  resignation  swift  he  flew; 

In  her  a  friend  he  found ; 

A  friend  which  blessed  him  with  a  smiie^ 

When  gasping  with  Ids  wound. 

On  earth  nought  precious  is  obtained 
But  what  is  painful  too; 
By  travel,  and  to  travel  bom, 
Our  sabbaths  are  but  few. 

To  real  joy  wo  work  our  way, 
Encountering  many  a  shock, 
Ere  found  what  truly  charms,  as  found 
A  Venus  in  the  block. 

In  some  disaster,  some  severe 
Appointment  for  our  sins. 
That  mother-blessing,  (not  so  called 
True  happiness,  begins. 

No  martyr  e'er  defied  the  flames 
By  stings  of  life  unvexed ; 
First  rose  some  quarrel  with  this  world, 
Then  passion  for  the  next. 

You  see  then  pangs  are  parent  pangs^ 
The  pangs  of  happy  birth ; 
Pangs,  by  wliich  only  can  be  born 
True  happiness  on  earth. 

The  peopled  earth  look  all  around. 
Or  through  times  records  run. 
And  say,  what  is  a  man  unstruck  1 
It  is  a  man  undone. 

This  moment  am  I  deeply  stung-^ 

My  bold  pretence  is  tried. 

When  vain  man  boasts,  heaven  puts  to  pnxJ 

The  vauntings  of  his  pride. 

Now  need  I,  Madam  I  your  support.— 
How  exquisite  the  pniart! 
How  critically  timed  tlie  news* 
Which  strikes  me  to  the  heart! 
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Tlie  ptngi  of  which  I  spoke  I  feel: 
If  worth  like  thine  ie  borne, 

0  long  bebved!  I  bleee  the  Mow, 
AM  triomph  whilst  I  moum. 

Nor  moam  I  bng;  hj  grief  sabdued 
Be  reaiOD'f  empire  shown, 
Deep  angnish  comes  by  hearen's  decree, 
Cootiniies  by  our  own; 

And  when  continued  past  its  point. 
Indulged  in  length  of  time, 
Grief  ii  disgrace,  and  what  was  fate 
Corrupts  into  a  crime. 

And  shall  I,criminaUy  mean, 
Myself  and  subjeft  wrongl 
No;  my  example  shall  support 
The  sulject  of  my  song. 

Madam!  I  grant  your  loss  is  great, 

Nor  little  is  your  gain: 

Let  that  be  weiglied ;  when  weighed  aright, 

It  richly  pays  your  pain. 

When  heaven  would  kindly  set  us  free, 
And  earth's  enchantments  end, 
It  takes  the  most  effectual  means, 
And  robs  us  of  a  friend. 

But  such  a  friend ! — and  sigh  no  more ! 
Tb  prudent,  but  severe : 
Heaven  aid  my  weakness,  and  I  drop 
All  sorrow-  with  this  tear. 

Perhaps  your  settled  grief  to  sooth 

1  should  not  vainly  strive, 

But  with  soft  balm  your  pain  assuage. 
Had  he  been  still  alive ; 

Whose  frequent  aid  brought  kind  relief 
In  my  distress  of  thought, 
Tinged  with  his  beams  my  cloudy  page, 
And  beautified  a  fault. 

To  touch  our  passions*  secret  springs 
Was  his  peculiar  care; 
And  deep  his  happy  genius  dived 
In  bosoms  of  the  fair. 

Nature,  which  favours  to  the  few 
A.1I  art  beyond  imparts, 
To  him  presented,  at  his  birth. 
The  key  of  human  hearts. 

But  not  to  me  b^  him  bequeathed 
lILs  gentle  smooth  address; 
Ills  tender  Imnd  to  touch  the  wound 
In  throbbin£rs  ofdi^retis. 

tiowc'er,  proci'ed  Imust,  nnblcssed 
With  ^ticulapian  art : 
Know,  Love,  Konietiiiies,  mistaken  Love! 
Plays  DisafRv:tion's  uart 


Nor  lands,  nor  seas,  nor  suns,  norstan^ 
Can  soul  from  soul  divide; 
They  correspond  from  distant  woiUs^ 
Though  transports  are  denied. 

Are  yon  not  then  unkindly  kind  1 
Is  not  your  love  several 
O!  stop  that  crystal  source  of  wo^ 
Nor  wound  him  with  a  tear. 

As  those  above  from  human  blia 
Receive  increase  of  joy. 
May  not  a  stroke  from  human  wi% 
In  part  their  peace  destroy  1 

He  lives  in  those  he  left; — to  what  I 
Your  now  paternal  caro: 
Clear  from  its  clouds  your  brightened  q 
It  wil)  discern  him  there ; 

{ In  features,  not  of  form  alone. 
But  those,  I  trust  of  mind, 
Auspicious  to  the  public  weal. 
And  to  their  fate  resigned. 

Think  on  the  tempests  he  sustained. 
Revolve  his  battles  won. 
And  let  those  prophesy  your  joy 
From  such  a  father's  son. 

Is  consolation  what  you  seek  t 
Fan  then  his  martial  fire. 
And  animate  to  flame  the  sparks 
Bequeathed  him  by  his  sire. 

As  nothing  great  is  bom  in  haste, 
Wiac  Nature's  time  allow ; 
His  father's  laurels  may  descend, 
And  flourish  on  his  brow. 

Nor,  Madam !  be  surprised  to  hear, 
That  laurels  may  lie  due 
Not  more  to  heroes  of  the  field 
(Proud  boasters!)  than  to  you. 

Tender  as  is  the  female  frame, 
Like  that  brave  man  you  mounii 
You  arc  a  soldier,  and  to  fight 
Superior  battles  bom. 

Beneath  a  banner  nobler  far 
Than  ever  was  unfurled 
In  flelds  of  blood ;  a  banner  bright  I 
High-waved  o'er  all  the  world ; 

It,  like  a  streaming  meteor,  casts 
An  universal  light; 
Sheds  day,  sheds  more,  eternal  day, 
On  nations  whelmed  in  night. 

Beneath  that  banner,  what  exploit 
Can  mount  our  glory  higher, 
Than  to  sustain  the  dreadful  blow 
When  those  we  love  expire'! 
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>  forth  a  moral  Amazoni 
rmed  with  rnidaonted  thought; 
ie  battle  won,  though  coating  dear, 
nil  think  it  cheaply  bought 

M  paauve  hero,  who  sits  down 
lactive,  and  can  smile 
neath  Affliction's  galling  load, 
itacta  a  Cesar's  toil. 

le  billows  stained  by  slaughtered  foes 

isrior  praise  aflbrd; 

UK>n*8  a  bloodless  conqueror 

ae  glorious  than  the  sword. 

r  can  the  thunder  of  huzzas 

Nn  shouting  nations,  cause 

:h  sweet  delight,  as  from  your  heart 

t  whispers  of  applause. 

e  dear  deceased  so  famed  in  arms, 
ith  what  delight  he'll  view 
I  triumphs  on  the  main  outdone, 
conquered  twice  by  you ! 


ae  his  delight ;  take  heed  to  shun 
bnmxDB  most  diseased 
•t  odd  distemper,  and  absurd 
Inctaiioe  to  be  pleased. 

tkt  seem  in  love  with  Sorrow's  charms. 
d  that  foul  fiend  embrace ; 
is  temper  let  me  justly  brand 
d  stamp  it  with  disgrace 

TOW !  of  horrid  parentage ! 

ou  second-born  of  hell  1 

ainst  heaven's  endless  mercies  poured 

m  dar*8t  thou  to  rebel  7 

Kn  black  and  noxious  vapours  bred, 
d  nuraed  by  want  of  thought, 
d  to  the  door  of  Frenzy's  self 
Penererance  brought. 

I  J  most  inglorious  coward  tears, 
xn  brutal  eyes  have  ran ; 
liles,  incommunicable  smiles  I 
e  radiant  marks  of  man ; 

ley  cast  a  sudden  glory  round 
le  illamined  human  face; 
d  light,  in  sons  of  honest  Joy, 
ne  beams  of  Moses'  face. 

tesignation's  lesson  hard  7 
amine,  wc  shall  find 
at  doty  gives  up  little  more 
sn  anguish  of  the  mind. 

■j^;  and  all  the  loadof  lifo 
at  moment  you  remove; 
beairj  tax,  ten  thousand  cares 
rolw  on  One  above ; 


Who  bids  us  lay  our  burden  down 
On  his  Almighty  hand. 
Softens  our  duty  to  relief, 
To  blessing  a  command. 

For  joy  what  cause  1  how  every  sense 
Is  courted  from  above, 
The  year  around,  with  presents  rich 
The  growth  of  endless  love ! 

But  must  o'erlook  the  blessings  poured, 
Forget  the  wonders  done. 
And  terminate,  wrapt  up  in  sense. 
Their  prospect  at  the  sun ; 

From  that  their  final  point  of  view. 
From  that  their  radiant  goal, 
On  travel  infinite  of  thought, 
Sets  out  the  nobler  soul. 

Broke  loose  from  Time's  tenacious  tics, 
And  earth's  involving  gloom. 
To  range  at  large  its  vast  domain, 
And  talk  with  worlds  to  come: 

They  let  unmarked,  and  unemployed 
Life's  idle  moments  run ; 
And  doing  nothing  for  themselves, 
Imagine  nothing  done. 

Fatal  mistake !  their  fate  goes  on. 
Their  dread  account  proceeds. 
And  their  not-doing  is  set  down 
Amongst  their  darkest  deeds. 

Though  man  sits  still,  and  takes  his  eose^ 
God  is  at  work  on  man : 
No  means,  no  moments  unemployed, 
Td  bless  him,  if  he  can. 

But  man  consents  not,  boldly  bent 
To  fashion  his  own  fate ; 
Man,  a  mere  bungler  in  the  trade, 
Repents  his  crime  too  late. 

Hence  loud  laments.    Let  me  thy  cause, 

Indulgent  Father !  plead ; 

Of  all  the  wretches  we  deplore. 

Not  one  by  thee  was  made. 

What  is  thy  whole  creation  fair  7 

Of  love  divine  tlic  child: 

Love  brought  it  fortli,  and,  from  its  Urth, 

Has  o'er  it  fondly  smiled. 

Now,  and  through  periods  distant  far, 
Long  ere  the  world  began. 
Heaven  is,  and  has  in  travail  been, 
Its  birth  the  good  of  man. 

Man  holds  in  constant  service  bound 
The  blustering  winds  and  seas; 
Nor  suns  disdain  to  travel  hard, 
Their  master,  man,  to  please. 
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To  final  good  the  worst  events 
Through  secret  channels  run ; 
FHiush,  for  man,  their  destined  course, 
As  'twas  for  man  begun. 

One  point  (observed,  perhaps,  by  few) 
Has  often  smote,  and  smites 
My  mind,  as  demonstration  strong 
That  heaven  in  man  delights. 

What's  known  to  man  of  things  unseen, 
Of  future  worlds  or  fates') 
So  much,  nor  more,  than  what  to  man's 
Sublime  affairs  relates. 

What 's  revelation  then?  a  fist, 
An  inventory  just. 
Of  that  poor  insects  goods  so  late 
Called  out  of  night  and  dust 

What  various  motives  to  rejoice  I 
To  render  joy  sincere, 
Has  this  no  weight?  Our  joy  is  felt 
Beyond  this  narrow  sphere. 

Would  wo  in  heaven  new  heaven  create^ 
And  double  its  delight? 
A  smiling  world,  when  heaven  looks  down, 
How  pleasing  in  its  sight ! 

Angels  stoop  forward  from  the  thrones 
To  hear  its  joyful  lays ; 
As  incense  sweet  enjoy,  and  join, 
Its  aromatic  praise. 

Have  we  no  cause  to  fear  the  stroke 
Of  heaven's  avenging  rod. 
When  we  presume  to  counteract 
A  sympathetic  God? 

If  we  resign,  our  patience  makes 
His  rod  an  harmless  wand; 
If  not,  it  darts  a  serpent's  sting, 
Like  that  in  Moses'  hand ; 

Like  that  it  swallows  up  whate'er 
Eartli's  vain  magicians  bring. 
Whose  baffled  arts  would  boast  below 
Of  joys  a  rival  spring. 

Consummate  love !  the  list  how  large 
Of  blessings  from  thy  hand? 
To  banish  sorrow,  and  be  blessed, 
8  thy  supreme  command. 

Are  such  commands  but  ill  obeyed? 
Of  bliss  shall  we  complain  ? 
Tlie  man  who  dares  to  be  a  wretch 
Deserves  still  greater  pain. 

Joy  is  our  duty,  glory,  health ; 
The  sunshine  of  the  soul ; 
Our  best  encomium,  on  the  power 
Who  sweetly  plans  the  whole. 


Joy  is  our  Eden  still  possessed : 
Begone,  ignoble  Grief  I 
'Tis  joy  makes  gods,  and  men  eiuJ^ 
Their  nature  our  relief: 

Relief,  for  man  to  that  must  stoop, 
And  his  due  distance  know; 
Transport 's  the  language  of  the 
Content  the  style  below. 

Content  is  joy ;  and  joy  in  poin 
Is  joy  and  virtue  too ; 
Thus,  whilst  good  present  we 
More  precious  we  pursue. 

Of  joy  the  more  wo  have  ic  hand 
The  more  have  we  to  come ; 
Joy,  like  our  money,  interest  beaxv, 
Which  daily  swells  the  sum. 

"  But  how  to  smile,  to  stem  the  tide 
Of  nature  in  our  veins ; 
Is  it  not  hard  to  weep  in  joy? 
What  then  to  smile  in  pains?" 

Victorious  joy !  which  breaks  the  doodt 
And  struggles  through  a  storm. 
Proclaims  the  mind  as  great  as  good, 
And  bids  it  doubly  charm. 

If  doubly  charming  in  our  sex, 

A  sex  by  nature  bold, 

What  then  in  yours  1  'tis  diamond  there 

Triumphant  o'er  our  gold. 

And  should  not  this  complaint  repnM 
And  check  the  rinsing  sigh  ? 
Yet  farther  opiate  to  your  pain 
I  labour  to  supply. 

Since  spirits  greatly  dam^ied  distort 
Ideas  of  delight, 

Look  through  the  medium  of  a  friend, 
To  set  your  notions  right. 

As  tears  the  sight,  grief  dims  the  soul ; 
Its  object  dark  appears ; 
True  friendship,  like  a  rising  sun. 
The  soul's  horizon  clears. 

A  friend 's  an  optic  to  the  mind 
With  sorrow  clouded  o'er ; 
And  gives  it  strength  of  sight  to  see 
Redress  unseen  before. 

Reason  is  somewhat  rough  in  man ; 
Extremely  smooth  and  fair, 
When  she,  to  grace  her  manly  atrcnj^th, 
Assumes  a  female  air. 

A  friend  you  have,*  and  I  the 
Whoso  prudent  sofl  address 
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Will  bring  to  life  those  licaling  thoughts, 
Which  died  in  your  distress. 

That  friend,  the  spirit  of  my  thome 
Extracting  for  yo\]r  ease, 
Will  leave  nie  to  the  dreg,  in  thoughts 
Too  commoni  such  as  theso. 

Let  those  lament,  to  whom  full  bowls 
Of  sparkling  joys  arc  given ; 
That  triple  bane  inebriates  life, 
Imbitters  death,  and  hazards  heaven. 


I 


Wo  to  the  soul  at  perfect  ease  1 

*Tis  brevi'ing  perfect  pains ; 

Lolled  Rcamn  sleeps,  the  Pulse  is  king ; 

Despotic  Body  reigns. 

Have  you  ne'er  ])itied  Joy*s  gay  scenes, 
And  deemed  their  glory  dark? 
Alas,  poor  Envy !  she  's  stone  blind, 
And  quite  mistakes  her  mark : 

Her  mark  lies  hid  in  Sorrow's  shades. 
Bat  aorrow  well  subdued ; 
And  in  proud  Fortune's  frown  defied 
By  meek,  unborrowed  good. 

By  Resignation ;  all  in  tliat 

A  double  friend  may  find, 

A  wing  to  heaven,  and,  while  on  earth. 

The  pillow  of  mankind. 

On  pillows  void  of  down  for  rest 
Our  restkss  hopes  we  place ; 
When  hopes  of  heaven  lie  warm  at  least, 
Our  hearts  repose  in  peace. 

That  peace  which  resignation  yields. 
Who  feel  alone  can  guess: 
Tie  disbelieved  by  murmuring  minds, 
Tbey  must  conclude  it  less. 

The  loss  or  gain  of  that  abne 
Have  we  to  hope  or  fear ; 
That  Fate  controls,  and  can  invert 
The  seasons  of  the  year. 

O !  the  dark  days,  the  year  around, 

Of  an  impatient  mind ; 

rhfDUgh  clouds,  and  storms,  a  summer  breaks, 

To  ahine  on  the  resigned. 

While  man,  by  that,  of  every  grace 
And  virtue  is  possessed, 
Foul  Vioe  her  Pandamonium  builds 
In  the  rebellious  breasL 

By  Resignation  we  defeat 
'Tht  worst  that  can  annoy, 
And  Hifier  with  far  more  repoao 
Than  worldlings  can  enjoy. 


From  HI  nail  exiM^riencc  this  I  speak; 
O  grant  to  thoKC  I  love 
Experience  fuller  fur,  yo  powers 
Who  form  our  faten  above ! 

My  love  wlierc  due,  if  not  to  those 
Who  leaving  grandeur,  came 
To  sliino  on  age  in  mean  recess, 
And  liglit  nic  to  my  theme  1 

A  theme  tliemselves !  a  theme  how  rare  I 
The  charms  which  they  display 
To  triuinpli  over  captive  heads. 
Are  Bct  in  bright  array. 

With  his  own  arm:*  ]>roud  man's  o'ercome, 
Ilis  boasted  laurels  die; 
Learning  and  Oeniuii,  wiser  grown. 
To  female  bosoms  fiy. 

This  revolution,  fixed  by  Fate, 
In  fable  was  foretold ; 
The  dark  jm'dicti«)n  puzzled  wits, 
Nor  could  the  learned  unfold. 

But  as  tliose  ladies'*  works  I  read, 
i  They  darted  sucli  a  ray, 
i  The  latent  sense  burst  out  at  once, 
I  And  shone  in  open  day. 


So  burst  full  ripe  distended  fruits. 
When  strongly  strikes  the  sun  i 
And  from  the  purph;  gra^ic  unpressed, 
Spontaneous  nectars  run. 

Pallas,  ('tis  said)  when  Jove  grew  dull, 
Forsook  his  drowsy  brain, 
And  sprightly  leai)ed  into  the  throne 
Of  Wisdom  8  brighter  reign ; 

Her  helmet  took ;  that  this,  shot  rays 
Of  formidable  wit; 
And  lance, — or  genius  most  acute. 
Which  lines  immortal  writ; 

And  Gorgon  shield, — or,  power  to  fright 
Man's  folly  dreadful  slione; 
And  many  a  bl(X!khead  (easy  change  I) 
Turned  instantly  to  stone. 

Our  authors  male,  as  then  did  Jove, 
Now  scratch  a  damaged  head. 
And  call  for  what  once  quartered  there, 
But  find  the  goddess  fled. 

The  fruit  of  knowledge,  goUen  fruit  I 
That  once  forbidden  tree, 
Hedged  in  by.  surly  man,  is  now 
To  Britain's  daughters  free. 

'  Mia  VMUgiM^  Mis.  GsitH; 
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In  Eve  (we  know)  of  fruit  ao  fair 
The  noble  thint  began ; 
And  they,  like  her,  have  earned  a  fall, 
A  fall  of  fame  in  man. 

And  dnce  of  gemus  in  our  mz, 

0  A  Idiflon !  with  thee 
The  sun  b  aet,  how  I  rejoice 
This  sister  lamp  to  ace  I 

It  sheds,  like  Cynthia,  silver  beams 

On  man's  nocturnal  state : 

Ub  lessened  light,  and  languid  powers, 

1  show,  whilst  I  relate. 


PART  II. 

But  what  in  either  scz,  beyond 
All  parts,  our  glory  crowns? 
"  In  ruffling  seasons  to  be  calm. 
And  smile  while  fortune  frowns." 

Heaven's  choice  is  safer  than  our  own : 
Of  ages  past  inquire. 
What  the  most  formidable  fate  ? 
"  To  have  our  own  desire." 

If,  in  your  wrath,  the  worst  of  foes 
You  wish  extremely  ill ; 
Kxpose  him  to  the  thunder's  stroke, 
Or  that  of  his  own  will. 

Wliat  numbers  rushing  down  the  steep 
Of  inclination  strong, 
Have  perished  in  tlie  ardent  wbh ! 
Wish  ardent,  ever  wrong  I 

Tis  Resignation's  full  reverse, 
MjBt  wrong,  as  it  implies 
Error  most  futal  in  our  choice. 
Detachment  from  the  skies. 

By  closing  with  the  skies,  we  make 
Omnijx>tencc  our  own ; 
That  done,  how  formidable  Ill's 
Whole  army  is  o'erthrown ! 

Ko  lon;;er  imj)otent  and  frail, 
Oun»elves  al>ove  we  rise ; 
Wo  scarce  believe  ourselves  below ; 
We  trespass  on  the  skies. 

The  Lord,  and  Soul,  and  source  of  all. 

Whilst  man  enjoys  his  case. 

Is  executing  human  will 

In  earth,  and  air,  and  seas.  » 

Beyond  us  what  can  angels  boast  1 
Archangels  what,  require  1 
Whate'cr  below,  above,  is  done. 
Is  done  as—we  desire. 


What  glory  this  for  man  to  mean, 
Whose  life  is  but  a  span  7 
This  b  meridian  majesty  1 
Thb  the  sublime  of  man ! 

Beyond  the  boast  of  Pagan  song^ 
My  sacred  subject  shines^ 
And  for  a  soil  the  lustre  takes 
Of  Rome's  exalted  lines. 

"  All  that  the  sun  surveys  sabdoed. 
But  Cato's  mighty  mind" — 
How  grand !  most  true :  yet  far  beneath 
The  soul  of  the  resigned. 

To  more  than  kingdoms,  more  than  ivorUi^ 
To  passion  that  gives  law : 
Its  matchless  empire  could  have  kept 
Great  Cato's  pride  in  awe. 

That  fatxd  pride,  whose  cruel  punt 
Transfixed  his  noble  breast ; 
Far  nobler!  if  hb  fate  sustained 
Had  left  to  Heaven  the  rest : 

Then  he  the  palm  had  bomo  awaj, 
At  dbtancc  Ceesar  thrown : 
Put  him  off  cheaply  with  the  world, 
And  made  the  skies  hb  own. 

What  can  not  Resignation  do  7 

It  wonders  can  perform : 

That  powerful  charm,  "  Thy  will  be  done," 

Can  lay  the  loudest  storm. 

Come,  Resignation !  then,  from  fields, 
Where,  mounted  on  the  wing, 
A  wing  of  flame,  blessed  martyrs'  sonla 
Ascended  to  their  Kinfj. 

Who  is  it  calls  thee  1  One  whose  need 
Transcends  the  common  fizc  ; 
Who  stands  in  front  against  a  foe 
To  which  none  equal  rise : 

In  front  he  stands,  the  brink  he  treads 
Of  an  eternal  state ! 
How  dreadful  his  appointed  post ! 
How  strongly  armed  by  fate  ! 

Hb  threatening  foe !  what  shadows  deep 
O'erwhehn  his  gloomy  brow  I 
His  dart  tremendous ! — at  fourscore 
My  sole  asylum  thou. 

Haste  then,  O  Resignation !  haste, 
'Tb  thine  to  reconcile 
My  foe  and  mo ;  at  thy  approach. 
My  foe  begins  to  smile. 

O  for  that  summit  of  my  wish, 
Whilst  here  I  draw  my  breath, 
That  promise  of  eternal  life, 
A  glorious  smile  in  death. 
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What  sight,  heaven's  azure  aich  beneath, 
Hast  mnst  of  Heaven  to  boasti 
The  man  resigned,  at  once  serene, 
And  giving  up  the  ghost. 

At  death's  arrival  they  shall  smile 
Who,  not  in  life  o*er-gajr, 
Serious  and  frequent  thought  send  out 
To  meet  him  in  his  way. 

Mj  gaj  coevals  I  (such  there  are) 
If  happiness  is  dear, 
Approaching  Death's  alarming  day 
Discreetly  let  us  fear. 

The  ftar  of  death  is  truly  wise^ 
nn  wisdom  can  rise  higher; 
And,  armed  with  pious  fortitude, 
death,  dreaded  once,  desire. 

Sfand  climacteric  vanities 

rhe  vainest  will  despise ; 

Shocked  when,  beneath  Uie  snow  of  age, 

lAan  immaturely  dies. 


am  not  I  myself  the  man  1 
Ko  need  abroad  to  roam 
In  quest  of  &ults  to  be  chastised ; 
What  cause  to  blush  at  home  I, 

In  fife's  decline,  when  men  relapse 
Into  the  sports  of  youth. 
The  second  child  outfools  the  first. 
And  tempts  the  lash  of  Truth ; 

Shall  a  mere  truant  from  the  grave 
With  rival  boys  engage? 
Qe  trembling  voice  attempt  to  sing. 
And  ape  the  poet's  ragel 

Beie,  Madam!  let  roe  visit  one, 
Mj  fiuiltwho  partly  shares, 
And  tdl  myself,  by  telling  him, 
What  more  becomes  our  years. 

And  if  your  breast  with  prudent  seal 
For  Resignation  glows, 
Ton  win  not  disapprove  a  just 
at  its  foes. 


In  jonth,  Voltaire  I  our  foibles  plead 

For  some  indulgence  due ; 

When  beads  are  white,  their  thoughts  and  aims 

Should  change  their  colour  too. 

How  an  yon  cheated  by  your  wit! 
OUageis  bound  to  pay, 
Bjf  Nature's  law,  a  mind  cBscreet, 
Fbr  Jojs  it  takes  away. 

A  n^^ity  change  is  wrought  by  yean, 
Bovnrsing  human  lot ; 
b  1^  ^  honour  to  ne  hid, 
tobeforgot; 
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The  wise,  as  flowers,  which  spread  at  noon^ 
And  all  their  charms  expose, 
When  evening  damps  and  shades  descend, 
Their  evolutions  close. 

What  though  your  Muse  has  nobly  soared, 
Is  that  our  true  subHmel 
Ours,  hoary  friend!  is  to  prefer 
EUemity  to  time. 

Why  close  a  life  so  justly  famed 
WiUi  such  bold  trash  as  this?* 
This  for  renown  1  yes,  such  as  makes 
Obscurity  a  bliss. 

Your  trash,  with  mine  at  open  war 
Is  obstinately  bent,t 
Like  wits  below,  to  sow  your  tares 
Of  gloom  and  discontent 

With  so  much  sunshine  at  command^ 
Why  light  with  darkness  mixl 
Why  dash  with  pain  our  pleasurel  whf 
Your  Helicon  with  Styx  7 

Your  works  in  our  divided  minds 
Repugnant  passions  raise. 
Confound  us  with  a  double  stroke; 
We  shudder,  whilst  we  praise: 

A  curious  web,  as  finely  wrought 
As  genius  can  inspire. 
From  a  block  bag  of  poison  spun, 
With  horror  we  admire. 

Mean  as  it  is,  if  this  is  read 
With  a  disdainful  air, 
I  can't  forgive  so  great  a  foe 
To  my  dear  friend  Voltaire. 

Early  I  knew  him,  eariy  praised. 
And  k>ng  to  praise  him  late ; 
His  genius  greatly  I  admire, 
Nor  would  deplore  his  fate : 

A  frite  how  much  to  be  deplored. 
At  which  our  nature  starts  I 
Forbear  to  fall  on  your  own  swcfd. 
To  perish  by  your  parts. 

**  But  great  your  name"— To  feed  on  wit 
Were  Uien  immortals  bomi 
Nothing  is  great,  of  which  more  great, 
More  glorious  is  the  scorn. 

Can  fame  your  carcass  fin>m  the  wofm, 
Which  gnaws  us  in  the  grave^ 
Or  soul  from  that  which  never  dies, 
Applauding  Europe  save  1 

But  &me  you  lose;  good  senw  akme 
Your  idol,  praise  can  claim; 
When  wild  wit  murders  happinsM, 
It  puts  to  death  cur  fame. 
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Nor  boMt  our  geniui;  Ulenti  biighft 
C*en  dunces  will  deipiflt, 
If  in  your  weitrm  beamf  b  mkMd 
A  geniuf  ibr  the  ikiee. 

Tour  taste,  too,  fidls:  what  moet  exoeli^ 
True  taite  must  relish  most ; 
And  what,  to  rival  palms  above, 
Can  proudest  laurels  boast  1 

Sound  heads  salvation's  helmet*  seek; 
Resplendent  are  its  rays  :t 
Let  thai  suffice;  it  needs  no  plumt 
Of  sublunary  praise. 

May  this  enable  couched  Voltaire 
To  see  that— all  is  right, 
His  eye,  by  flash  of  wit  struck  bitiid, 
Restoring  to  its  sight 

If  so,  all's  well:  who  much  have  ened, 
That  much  have  been  forgiven ; 
I  speak  with  joy,  with  joy  hell  hear, 
"  Yoltaires  are  now  in  heaven." 

Nay,  such  philanthn^  divine, 
So  boundless  in  degree, 
Its  marvellous  of  love  extends 
(Stoop  most  profound!)  to  me. 

Let  others  cruel  stars,  arraigii, 
Or  dwell  on  their  distress ; 
But  let  my  page,  for  mercies  povired, 
A  grateful  heart  express. 

Walking,  the  present  God  was  seen, 
Of  old,  in  Eklen  fair; 
The  God  as  present,  by  plain  steps 
Of  providential  care, 

I  behold  passing  through  my  Hie; 
Hb  awfiil  voice  I  hear; 
And  conscious  of  my  nakedness^ 
Would  hide  myself  for  fear : 

But  where  the  trees,  or  where  the  cbndi^ 
Can  cover  from  his  sight  1 
Naked  the  centre  to  that  eye 
To  which  the  sun  is  night. 

As  yonder  glittering  lamps  on  high 
Through  night  illumined  roll ; 
May  thoughts  of  him  by  whom  they 
Chase  darkness  from  m/  soul ! 

My  soul,  which  reads  his  hand  as  clear 

In  my  minute  affairs. 

As  in  his  ample  manuaer^ 

Of  sun,  and  moon,  and 


And  knows  hmi  not  more  bent  aright 
To  wield  that  vast  machine, 
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Than  to  correct  one  erring  thooglil 
In  my  small  world  within. 

A  world  that  shall  survive  thu  U 
Of  all  his  wonders  here ; 
Survive,  when  suns  ten  thoasand  dfop^ 
And  leave  a  darkened  sphefe. 

Yon  matter  frross,  how  bright  il  sbtnat 
For  time  how  great  his  care! 
Sure  spirit  and  eternity 
Far  richer  glories  share. 

Let  those  our  hearts  impress,  on  tlioM 
Our  contemplation  dwdl; 
On  those  my  thoughts  how  justly  thiv 
By  what  I  now  shall  tell ! 

When  backward  with  attentive  mind 
Life's  labyrinth  I  trace, 
I  find  him  far  myself  beyond 
Propitious  to  my  peace: 

Through  all  the  crooked  paths  I  trod 
My  folly  he  pursued ; 
My  heart  astray,  to  quick  return 
Importunately  wooed. 

Due  Resignation  home  to  press 
On  ray  capricious  will. 
How  many  rescues  did  I  meel 
Beneath  the  mask  of  ill  I 

How  many  foes  in  ambush  laid 
Beneath  my  soul's  desire  I 
The  deepest  penitents  are  made 
By  what  we  most  admire. 

Have  I  not  sometimes,  (real  good 
So  little  mortals  know !) 
Mounting  the  summit  of  my  widi, 
Profoundly  plunged  in  wol 

I  rarely  planned,  but  cause  I  found 
My  plan's  defeat  to  bless : 
Oft  1  lamented  an  event, 
It  turned  to  my  success. 

By  sharpened  appetite  to  give 
To  good  intense  delight, 
Through  dark  and  deep  peipliiiitiag 
He  led  me  to  the  right 

And  is  not  this  the  gloomy  path 
Which  you  are  treading  now? 
The  path  most  gloomy  leads  to  Kglil 
When  our  proud  passbns  bow. 

When  labouring  under  fanded  ill, 
My  spirits  to  sustain. 
He  kindly  cured  with  sowreign  dtm^ 
Of  unimagined  pain. 
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Pained  Sense  from  Fancy's  tyranny 
Alone  can  set  as  free : 
A  thousand  miseries  we  feel, 
Till  sunk  in  miseiy. 

Cloyed  with  a  glut  of  all  we  wish, 
Our  wish  wo  relish  less : 
Success,  a  sort  of  suicide, 
b  ruined  by  success. 

Sometimes,  he  led  me  near  to  death, 
And,  pointing  to  the  grave, 
Bid  Terror  whisper  kind  advice, 
And  taught  the  tomb  to  save. 

To  raise  my  thoughts  beyond  where  worlda 
As  spangles  o'er  us  shine, 
One  day  he  gave,  and  bid  the  next 
My  soul's  delight  resign. 

We  to  ourselves,  but  through  the  means 

Of  mirrors  are  unknown ; 

In  this  my  fate  can  you  descry 

No  features  of  your  own  1 

And  if  you  can,  let  that  excuse 
These  self  recording  lines; 
A  record  modesty  forbids, 
Or  to  snudl  bound  confines. 

In  grief  why  deep  ingulfed  1  you  see 
Yoa  tuffer  nothing  rare ; 
(Tnoommon  grief  for  common  fate ; 
rhat  Wisdom  can  not  hear. 

IHien  streams  flow  backward  to  their  souioe^ 

And  humbled  flames  descend. 

And  mountains  winged  shall  fly  aloft, 

Then  hnnutn  sorrows  end: 

Bat  human  prudence,  too^  must  oesse 
When  wonowM  domineer, 
When  fbrtitude  has  lost  its  fire, 
And  fiwexes  into  fear. 

The  pang  most  p(ngnant  ot  my  life 
Now  heightens  my  delight ; 
I  see  a  fair  creation  rise 
From  Chaos  and  old  Night 

Frotn  what  seemed  horror  and  despair, 
The  richest  harvest  rose, 
And  gave  me  in  the  nod  divine, 
An  absolute  repose. 

or  all  the  blunders  of  mankind. 
More  gross  or  frequent,  none, 
Than  in  their  grief  and  joy  nusplaoed 
Eternally  are  shown. 

But  whither  points  all  this  paradsl 
t  sajrSf  that  near  yoa  lies 
A  book,  perhaps,  yet  onpemsed, 
Which  yoa  should  greatly  priis. 


Of  self-perusd,  science  rare ! 
Few  know  the  mighty  gain ; 
Learned  preUtes,  self-unread,  may  read 
Their  Bibles  o'er  in  vain. 

Self-knowledge,  which  from  heaven  Itadf 
(So  sages  tell  us)  came. 
What  is  it  but  a  daughter  fair 
Of  my  maternal  theme  1 

Unlettered  and  untraveled  men 

An  oracle  might  find. 

Would  they  consult  Uieir  own  cotitents, 

The  Delphos  of  the  mind. 

Enter  your  bosom;  there  yoall  find 
A  revolution  new, 
A  revolution  personal. 
Which  none  can  read  hut  you. 

There  will  you  clearly  read  revealed 
In  your  enlightened  thought, 
By  mercies  manifold,  through  life, 
To  fresh  remembrance  brought, 

A  mighty  Being !  and  in  him 
A  complicated  friend, 
A  father,  brother,  spouse ;  no  dread 
Of  death,  divorce,  or  end. 

Who  such  a  matchless  friend  embraee, 
And  lodge  him  in  their  heart, 
Full  well,  from  agonies  exempt, 
With  other  friends  may  part. 

As  when  o'erloadod  branches  bear 
Large  clusters  big  with  wine,         , 
We  scarce  regret  one  falling  leaf 
From  the  luxuriant  vine. 

My  short  advice  to  you  may  sound 
Obscure,  or  somewhat  odd. 
Though  'tu  the  best  that  man  can  gtft, 
«  E'en  be  content  with  God." 

Through  love  he  gave  you  the  deceased*, 
Through  greater  took  him  hence: 
This  reason  fully  could  evince. 
Though  murmured  at  by  Sense. 

This  friend  far  past  the  kindest  kind. 
Is  past  the  greatest  great ; 
His  greatness  let  me  touch  in  points 
Not  foreign  to  your  state. 

His  eye,  this  instant,  reads  yonr  heart, 
A  truth  less  obvbus  hear. 
This  instant  iu  most  sixrret  thoughts 
Are  sounding  in  his  ear. 

Dispute  you  thisi  O  stand  in  awe, 


.  And  cease  your  sorrow ;  know, 
•  That  tear,  now  txickfing  down,  hs 
'  Ten  thoosand  years  ago, 
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And  twice  ten  thousand  hence,  if  you 
Your  temper  reconcile 
To  Reaaon'e  bound,  will  he  behold 
Vour  prudence  with  a  smile ; 

A  smile  which  through  eternity 
Diffuses  so  bright  rays, 
The  diomiest  deifies  e'en  guilt, 
If  guilt  at  last  obeys. 

Your  guilt  (for  guilt  it  b  to  moum, 
When  such  a  Sovereign  reigns) 
Your  guilt  diminish,  peace  pursue; 
How  glorious  peace  in  pains ! 

Here,  then,  your  sorrows  cease,  if  not. 
Think  how  unhappy  they 
Who  guilt  increase  by  streaming  tears, 
Which  guilt  should  wash  away. 

Of  tears  that  gush  profuse  restrain ; 
Whence  bunt  the  dismal  sighs  1 
They  firom  the  throbbing  breast  of  one 
(Strange  truth !)  most  happy  rise. 

Not  angels  (hear  it,  and  exult!) 
Enjoy  a  larger  share 
Than  is  indulged  to  you,  and  youn, 
Of  Grod's  impartial  care. 

Anxious  for  each,  as  if  on  each 
His  caro  for  all  was  thrown; 
For  all  his  care  as  absolute 
As  all  had  been  but  one. 

And  is  he  then  so  near?  so  kind?^ 
How  little  then,  and  great, 
That  riddle,  man !  O  let  me  gaze 
At  wonders  in  his  fate ! 

His  fate,  who  yesterday  did  crawl 
A  worm  from  darkness  deep, 
And  shall,  with  brother  worms,  beneath 
A  turf,  to-morrow  sleep.,  • 

How  mean  I  and  yet  if  well  obeyed 
His  mighty  master's  call. 
The  whole  creation  for  mean  man 
Is  deemed  a  boon  too  small : 

Too  small  the  whole  creation  deemed 
For  emmets  in  the  dust! 
Account  amazing!  yet  most  true; 
M>  song  is  bold,  yet  just. 

Man  bom  for  infinite,  in  whom 
No  period  can  destroy 
The  power,  in  exquisite  extremes 
To  suffer,  or  enjoy. 

Give  him  earth's  empire  (if  no  more) 
He 's  beggared  and  undone ! 
Imprisoned  in  unbounded  space  I 
Benighted  by  the  sun ! 


For  what 's  the  sign's  meridian  blaze 
To  the  most  feeble  ray 
Which  glimmers  in  the  distant  dawn 
Of  uncreated  day  1 

'Tis  not  the  poet's  rapture  feigned 
Swells  here,  the  vain  to  please : 
The  mind  most  sober  kindles  most 
At  truths  sublime  as  these. 

They  warm  e'en  me. — I  dare  not  mj 
Divine  ambition  strove 
Not  to  bless  only,  but  confound, 
Nay  fright  us,  with  its  love; 

And  yet  so  frightful  what,  or  kind. 
As  that  the  rending  rock, 
The  darkened  sun,  and  rising  dead. 
So  fi)rmidably  spoke  1 

And  are  we  darker  than  the  suni 
Than  rocks  more  hard  and  blind  1 
We  are ; — if  not  to  such  a  God 
In  agonies  resigned. 

Yea,  e'en  in  agonies  forbear 
To  doubt  almighty  love ; 
Whate'er  endears  eternity, 
Is  mercy  from  above. 

What  most  hnbitters  time,  that  moit 
Eternity  endears; 
And  thus  by  plunging  in  distress, 
Exalts  us  to  the  spheres : 

Joy's  fountain-head !  where  bliss  o'er  MS— 
O'er  wonders  wonders  rise, 
And  an  Omnipotence  prepares 
Its  banquet  for  the  wise; 

Ambrosial  banquet!  rich  in  wines 
Nectareous  to  the  soul ! 
What  transports  sparkle  from  the  stream. 
As  angels  fill  the  bowl ! 

Fountain  profuse  of  every  bliss ! 
Good-will  immense  prevails : 
Man's  line  can't  fathom  its  profound ; 
An  angel's  plummet  fails. 

Thy  love  and  might,  by  what  they  know 
Who  judge,  nor  dream  of  more; 
They  ask  a  drop,  how  deep  the  sea.! 
One  sand,  how  wide  the  shore? 

Of  thy  exuberant  good-will, 

Offended  Deity! 

The  thousandth  part  who  oomprehendL 

A  deity  is  He. 

How  yonder  ample  azure  field 
With  radiant  worlds  is  sown ! 
How  tubes  astonish  us  with  those 
More  deep  in  ether  thrown ! 
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And  thoM  beyond  of  brighter  worlds 
Why  not  a  ndllion  morel 
In  Bea  of  answer,  let  us  all 
Fall  prostrate  and  adore. 

Since  thoa  art  infinite  in  power, 
Nor  thj  indulgence  less; 
Since  man,  quite  impotent  and  blind, 
Oft  drops  into  distress; 

Saj,  what  is  Resignation?  Tis 
Man's  weakness  understood ; 
And  Wisdom  grasping,  with  a  hand 
Far  stronger,  every  good. 

Let  rash  repiners  stand  appaUed, 
In  thee  who  dare  not  trust; 
Whose  abject  souls,  like  demons  dark, 
Are  murm'iing  in  the  dust. 

For  man  to  murmur  or  repine 
At  what  by  thee  is  done, 
No  less  absurd  than  to  complain, 
Of  darkness  in  the  sun. 

Who  would  not,  with  a  heart  at  caae. 
Bright  eye,  unclouded  brow, 
Wisdom  and  Goodne^  at  the  helm, 
The  roughest  ocean  plough  1 

What  though  Vm  swallowed  in  the  deep ! 
Though  mountains  o'er  me  roar  1 
JehoTah  reigns  1  As  Jonah  safe 
Pm  landed,  and  adore. 

Thy  will  is  welcome,  let  it  wear 

Its  most  tremendous  form: 

Roar,  Waves!  rage.  Winds!  I  know  that  thou 

Canst  save  me  by  a  storm. 

From  thee  immortal  spirits  born, 
To  thee  their  fountain  flow, 
If  wise,  as  curled  around  to  theirs 
Meand*ring  streams  below. 

Not  less  compelled  by  Reason's  call, 
To  thee  our  souls  aspire, 
Than  to  thy  skies,  by  Nature's  law 
High  mounts  material  fire : 

To  thee  aspiring  they  exult : 
I  feel  my  spirits  rise, 
I  feel  myself  thy  son,  and  pant 
For  patrimonial  skies. 

Since  ardent  thirst  of  future  good, 
4nd  generous  sense  of  past, 
To  thee  man's  prudence  strongly  ties. 
And  binds  affection  fast. 

Since  great  thy  love,  and  great  our  want, 
And  men  the  wisest  blind. 
And  bliss  our  aiin,  pronounce  us  all 
Distracted  or  resigned. 

2h» 


Resigned  through  duty,  interest,  shame; 
Deep  shame!  dare  I  complain. 
When  (wondrous  truth*)  in  heaven  itself 
Joy  owed  its  birth  to  paini 

And  pain  for  me  I  for  me  was  druned 
Ghdl's  overflowing  bowl ; 
And  shall  one  drop,  to  murmur  bold 
Provoke  my  guilty  soul  1 

If  pardoned  this,  what  cause,  what  crims^ 
Can  indignation  raise  1 
The  sun  was  lighted  up  to  shine. 
And  man  was  born  to  praise: 

And  when  to  praise  thee  man  shall  eease^ 
Or  sun  to  strike  the  view; 
A  cloud  dishonours  both,  but  man's 
The  blacker  of  the  two. 

For,  oh !  ingratitude  how  black  1 
With  most  profound  amaze 
At  love,  which  man,  beloved,  o'erlooks, 
Astonished  angels  gaze. 

Praise  cheers  and  warms,  like  generous  wine ; 
Praise,  more  divine  than  prayer : 
Prayer  points  our  ready  path  to  heaven; 
Praise  is  already  there. 

Let  plausive  Resignation  rise, 
And  banish  all  complaint ; 
All  virtues  thronging  into  one. 
It  finuhes  the  saint ; 

Makes  the  man  blest  as  man  can  be ; 
Life's  labours  renders  light ; 
Darts  beams  through  Fate's  incumbent  g1oom| 
And  lights  our  sun  by  night 

'Tis  Nature's  brightest  ornament, 
The  richest  gifl  of  Grace, 
Rival  of  angels,  and  supremo 
Proprietor  of  peace: 

Nay,  peace  beyond  no  small  degree 

Of  rapture  'twill  impart ; 

Know,  Madam !  '*  when  your  heart's  in  heaven* 

"  All  heaven  is  in  your  heart" 

But  who  to  heaven  their  hearts  can  raise? 

Denied  divine  support. 

All  virtue  dies ;  support  divine 

The  wise  with  ardour  court : 

When  prayer  partakes  the  seraph's  fire, 
'Tis  mounted  oh  his  wing. 
Bursts  through  heaven's  crystal  gates  and  gams 
Sure  audience  of  its  King. 

The  labouring  soul  from  sore  distress 
That  blessed  cxjHjdient  frees; 
1  see  you  far  advanced  in  peace ; 
I  see  you  on  your  knees 
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Bawaa  that  poitoze  hai  tiw  bsam 
Divine  fiir  ever  vhone'? 
An  humbla  heait,  God't  oOmt  Kitt^ 
The  iiTal  of  hit  throne. 

And  stoops  Omnipotence  so  bwl 
And  condescends  to  dwell 
Eternity's  inhabitant, 
Well-pleased  in  such  a  celll 

Such  honour  how  shall  we  lepejl 
How  treat  our  guest  divine  1— 
The  sacrifice  supreme  be  slain  I 
Let  self-will  die :  Resign. 

Thus  fiir,  at  large  on  our  disease ; 
Now  let  the  cause  be  shown. 
Whence  rises,  and  will  ever  rise, 
The  dismal  human  groan. 

What  our  sole  fountain  of  distressi 
Strong  paasbn  for  this  scene ; 
That  trifles  make  important,  things 
Of  mighty  moment  mean. 

When  earth's  dark  maxims  poison  shed 
On  our  polluted  souls, 
Our  hearts  and  interests  fly  as  fiur 
Asunder  as  the  poles. 

Like  princes  in  a  cottage  nursed 
Unknown  their  royal  race, 
With  abject  aims  and  sonlid  joys 
Our  grandeur  we  disgrace. 

O  for  an  ArchimiJes  new 
Of  moral  powers  possessed, 
The  world  to  move  and  quite  expel 
That  traitor  from  the  breast  1 

No  small  advantage  may  be  reaped 
From  thought  whence  we  descend  ; 
From  weighing  well,  and  prizing,  weighed, 
Our  origin  and  end ; 

From  far  above  the  glorious  sun 
To  this  dim  scene  we  came ; 
And  may,  if  wise,  for  ever  bask 
It*  great  Jehovah's  beam : 

Let  that  bright  beam.,  on  reason  roused. 
In  awful  lustre  nae.j 
Earth's  giant  ills  are  dwarfed  at  once, 
And  all  disquiet  dies ; 

Earth's  glories,  too,  theii  splendour  lose, 
Those  phantoms  charm  no  more, 
Empire 's  a  feather  for  a  foo!, 
And  Indian  mines  are  poor: 

Then  leveled  quite,  whilst  yet  alive. 
The  monarch  and  his  slave ; 
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Nor  wait  enlightened  minds  to  le^dn 
That  lesson  from  the  grave. 

A  George  the  Third  would  Cmcm  be  km 
As  Lewis  in  rsnown. 
Could  he  not  boast  tdf^oij  taan 
Than  sparkles  from  a  CiCwn. 

When  human  glory  /rs»  high 

As  human  glory  clh  ; 

When,  though  tho  king  is  truly  great, 

Still  greater  is  thb  man: 

The  man  is  deai  whero  virtue  faiU : 
And  though  the  monarch  proud 
In  grandeur  shines,  his  gorgeous  robe 
Is  but  a  gaudy  shroud. 

Wisdom!  where  art  thoul  None  on  tMfth, 
Though  grasping  wealth,  iame,  power, 
But  what,  O  Death  1  through  thj  i^tpfoach 
Is  wiser  every  hour. 

Approach  how  swiil !  how  unooofined  I 
Worms  feast  on  viands  rare : 
Those  little  epicures  have  kingp 
To  grace  their  bill  of  fare. 

From  kings  what  resignation  due 

To  that  aUnighty  Will, 

Which  thrones  bestows,  and,  when  they  (ail, 

Can  throne  them  higher  still  I 

Who  truly  great?  the  good  and  brave. 

The  masters  of  a  mind 

The  will  divine  to  do  resolved ; 

To  suffer  it  resigned. 

Madam!  if  that  may  give  it  weight. 
The  trifle  you  receive 
Is  dated  from  a  solenm  scene, 
The  border  of  the  grave ; 

Where  strongly  strikes  the  trembling  soul 
Eternity's  dread  power. 
As  bursting  on  it  through  the  thin 
Partition  of  an  hour. 


Hear  this,  Voltaire !  but  this  from 
Runs  hazard  of  your  frown; 
However,  spare  it ;  ere  you  die. 
Such  thoughts  will  be  your  own. 

In  mercy  to  yourself,  forbear 
My  notions  to  chastise, 
Lest  unawares  the  gay  Voltaire 
Should  blame  Voltaire  the  wise. 


Fame's  trumpet  rattling  in  your  ear 
Now  makes  us  disaijree ; 
When  a  far  louder  trumj»et  sounds 
Voltaire  will  clos?  with  me. 
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How  ihodung  is  that  iDodeity 
Which  keeps  some  honeit  men 
From  uiging  what  their  hearts  suggest, 
When  brayed  by  Folly's  pen, 

Assaulting  truths^  of  which  in  all 
Is  sown  the  sacred  seed ! 
Our  constitution 's  orthodox, 
And  closes  with  our  creed. 

THiat  then  are  they  whose  proud  conceits 
Superior  wisdom  boast  1 
Wretches,  who  fight  their  own  belief 
And  labour  to  be  lost. 

Though  Vice  by  no  superior  joys 
Her  Heroes  keeps  in  pay ; 
Through  pure  disinterested  love 
Of  ruin  they  obey? 

Strict  their  devotion  to  the  wrongs 
Though  tempted  by  no  prize ; 
Hard  their  commandments,  and  their  creed 
A  magazine  of  lies 

From  Fancy's  fbige :  gay  Fancy  smiles 
At  Reason  plain  and  cool ; 
Fancy,  whose  curious  trade  it  is 
To  make  the  finest  ibol 

Voltaire!  long  life's  the  greatest  cutm 
That  mortals  can  receive, 
When  they  imagine  the  chief  end 
Of  living  is  to  live. 

Quite  thoughtless  of  their  day  of  death, 
That  birthday  of  their  sorrow ; 
Knowing  it  may  be  distant  far, 
Nor  crush  them  till — to-morrow. 

These  are  cold,  northern  thoughts  conceived 

Beneath  an  humble  cot; 

Not  mine  your  genius  or  your  state, 

No  Castle*  is  my  lot. 

But  soon,  quite  level  shall  we  lie : 
And  what  pride  most  bemoans, 
Our  parts,  in  rank  so  distant  now, 
As  level  as  their  bones. 

Hear  you  that  sound  1  alarming  sound ! 
Prepare  to  meet  your  fate  I 
One  who  writes  jlSnt9  to  our  works, 
Is  knoclung  at  the  gate. 

Far  other  works  will  soon  bo  weighed ; 
Far  other  judges  sit : 
Far  other  crowns  be  lost,  or  won, 
Than  fire  ambitious  wit : 

Their  wit  far  brightest  will  be  proved 
Who  sunk  it  in  good  sense, 

*  Letter  to  Lord  LyttkioQ. 


And  veneration  most  profound 
Of  dread  Omnipotence. 

'Tis  that  alone  unkxsks  the  gate 
Of  blessed  eternity  1 
O  may'st  thou  never,  never  lose 
That  more  than  golden  keyl* 

Whatever  may  seem  too  rough,  excuse ; 
Your  good  I  have  at  heart ; 
Since  from  my  soul  I  wish  you  wdl, 
As  yet  we  must  not  part : 

Shall  you  and  I,  in  love  with  life. 
Life's  future  schemes  contrive. 
The  worid  in  wonder  not  unjust, 
That  we  are  still  alive  1 

What  have  we  left  7  how  mean  in  man 
A  shadow's  shade  to  crave  1 
When  life  so  vain  I  is  vainer  still, 
'Tis  time  to  take  our  leave. 

Happier  than  happiest  life  his  death, 
Who,  falUng  in  the  field 
Of  conflict  with  his  rebel  will. 
Writes  Vici  on  his  shield. 

So  fiJling  man,  immortal  heir 
Of  an  eternal  prize, 
Undaunted  at  the  gloomy  grave, 
Descends  into  the  skies. 

O  how  disordered  our  machine, 
When  contradictions  mix ! 
When  Nature  strikes  no  leas  than  twelve, 
And  folly  points  at  six  1 


To  mend  the  movements  of  your  heart. 
How  great  is  my  delight  t 
Gently  to  wind  your  morals  up, 
And  set  your  hand  aright  I 

That  hand  which  spread  your  wisdom  wide 
To  poison  distant  lands : 
Repent,  recant :  the  tainted  age 
Your  antidote  demands. 

To  Satan  dreadfully  resigned 
Whole  herds  rush  down  the  steep 
Of  Folly,  by  lewd  wits  possessed, 
And  perish  in  the  deep. 

Men's  praise  your  vanity  pumies: 
'TiB  well,  pursue  it  still : 
But  let  it  be  of  men  deceased, 
And  you'll  resign  the  will ; 

And  how  superior  they  to  those 
At  whose  applause  you  aim. 
How  very  far  superior  they 
In  number  and  in  name  I 
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POSTSCRIPT. 

Thai  have  I  written,  when  to  write 
No  rooital  should  preeume ; 
Or  only  write,  what  none  should  blams, 
Siejaeet — ^for  his  tomb. 

Though  public  frowns,  and  censures  loud, 
My  puerile  employ : 
Though  just  the  censure,  if  you  mile, 
The  scandal  I  enjoy. 

But  sing  no  more — no  more  I  sing, 
Or  re-assume  the  lyre, 
Unless  vouchsafed  an  humble  part 
Where  Raphael  leads  the  choir. 

What  myriads  swell  the  concert  load ! 
Their  golden  harps  resound 
High  as  the  footstool  of  the  throne, 
And  deep  as  hell  profound : 

Hell  (horrid  contrast !)  chord  and  so^g 
Of  raptured  angels  drowns 
In  self-wiU's  peal  of  blasphemies, 
And  hideous  burst  of  groans ; 

But  drowns  them  not  to  me ;  I  hear 
Harmonious  thunders  roll 
(In  language  low  of  men  to  speak) 
From  echoing  pole  to  pole  1 

Whilst  this  grand  chorus  shakes  the  skies— 
'*  Above,  beneath  the  sun, 
Through  boundless  age,  by  men,  by  gods, 
Jehovah's  will  be  done." 

rris  done  in  heaven ;  whence  headlong  hurled 

Self-will,  with  Satan  fell; 

And  must  from  earth  be  banished  too 

Or  earth's  another  hcU. 

Madam !  self-will  inflicts  your  pains: 
Self-will's  the  deadly  foe 
Which  deepens  all  the  dismal  shades. 
And  points  the  shafls  of  wo. 

Your  debt  to  Nature  fully  paid, 
^ow  Virtue  claims  hrr  due; 
But  Virtue's  cause  I  nwd  not  plead, 
'Tis  safe ;  I  write  to  you. 

You  know  that  Virtue's  basis  lies 
In  over  judging  rijrlit ; 
And  wiping  Error's  t  louds  away, 
Which  dim  ihc  mental  si<rht. 

•Vhy  mourn  the  dead  7  you  wrong  the  grave, 
From  storm  that  sate  resort; 
We  are  still  tos<«in!i  out  at  sea, 
Out  admiral  in  port. 


Was  death  denied,  this  world  a 
How  dismal  and  forlorn  1 
To  death  we  owe,  that  *tis  to  man 
A  blessing  to  be  born. 

When  every  other  blessing  fails. 
Or  sapped  by  slow  decay. 
Or  stormed  by  sudden  blasts  of  fate^ 
Is  ewifUy  hurled  away ; 

How  happy  I  that  no  storm,  or  tfane^ 
Of  death  can  rob  the  just ! 
None  pluck  from  their  unachiivt  heads 
Soft  pillows  in  the  dust! 

Well  pleased  to  bear  heaveoV  daikml  As 
Your  utmost  power  employ ; 
'Tis  noble  chymistry  to  turn 
Necessity  to  joy. 

Whate'er  the  colour  of  m^  fate. 
My  fate  shall  be  my  choice ; 
Determined  am  I,  whilst  I  breathe^ 
To  praise  and  to  rejoice. 

What  ample  cause  7  triumphant  hops  t 

0  rich  eternity ! 

1  start  not  at  a  world  in  flames, 
Charmed  with  one  glimpse  of  thee. 

And  thou!  its  great  inhabitant! 

How  glorious  dost  thou  shine  1 

And  dart  through  sorrow,  danger,  death, 

A  beam  of  joy  divine. 

The  void  of  joy  (with  some  concern 
The  truth  severe  I  tell) 
Is  an  impenitent  in  guilt, 
A  fool  or  infidel. 

Weigh  this,  ye  pupils  of  Voltaire ! 
From  joyless  murmur  free ; 
Or,  let  us  know,  which  character 
Shall  crown  you  of  the  three. 

Rengn,  resign;  this  lesson  none 
Too  deeply  can  instil ; 
A  crown  has  been  resigned  by  more 
Than  have  resigned  the  will. 

Though  will  resigned  the  meanest  makei 

Superior  in  renown, 

And  richer  in  celestial  eyes 

Than  he  who  wears  a  crown. 

Hence  in  the  bosom  of  cold  age 
Is  kindled  a  strange  aim 
To  shine  in  song,  and  bid  mo  boast 
The  grandeur  of  my  theme: 

But,  oh  !  how  far  presumption  falls 
Its  lofty  theme  below  ! 
Our  thoughts  in  life's  Deepen  be'  freezo, 
I  And  numbers  cease  to  How. 
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Fint  I  Greatest  I  Best!  grant  what  I  wrote 

For  others,  ne'er  may  rise 

To  branJ  the  writer;  thou  alone 

Canst  make  our  wisdom  wise. 

And  how  unwise,  how  deep  in  guilt, 
How  infamous  the  fault, 
"  A  teacher  throned  in  pomp  of  words, 
In  deed  beneath  the  taught  1" 

Means  most  infallible  to  make 
The  world  an  infidel, 
And  with  instructions  most  diyine 
To  pave  a  way  to  hell. 

O  fiyr  a  dean  and  ardent  heart! 
O  fi«  a  soul  on  fire ! 


Thy  praise,  begun  on  earth,  to  sound 
Where  angels  strike  the  lyre ! 

How  cold  is  man  1  to  him  how  hard, 
(Hard  what  most  easy  seems) 
"  To  set  a  just  esteem  on  that 
Which  yet  he  most  esteems." 

What  shall  we  say,  when  boundless  bliss 

Is  ofiered  to  mankind. 

And  to  that  oflfer  when  a  race 

Of  rationals  is  blind  1 

Of  human  nature,  ne'er  too  high 
Are  our  ideas  wrought ; 
Of  human  merit,  ne'er  too  low 
Depressed  the  daring  thought. 
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ON  THB 

DEATH  OF  QUEEN  ANNE, 

AND  THB 

ACCESSION  OF  KING  GEORGE. 

INSCRIBED  TO 
JOSEPH  ADDISON,  ESa 
Seentary  to  thdr  ExctUencUt  the  Lords  Jtistieet, 
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Sir  !  I  have  long,  and  with  impatience,  sought 
To  ease  the  fulness  of  my  grateful  thought, 
My  fame  at  once  and  duty  to  pursue, 
And  please  the  public  by  lespect  to  you. 

Though  you,  long  since  beyond  Britannia  known, 
Haire  spread  your  country's  glory  with  your  own, 
To  me  you  never  did  more  lovely  shine, 
Than  when  so  late  the  kindled  wrath  divine 
duenched  our  ambition  in  great  Anna's  fate. 
And  darkened  all  the  pomp  of  human  state. 
Though  you  are  rich  in  fame,  and  fame  decay, 
Though  raised  in  life,  and  great ncsx  fade  away, 
Your  lustre  brightens ;  virtue  cuts  the  gloom 
With  purer  rays,  and  sparkles  near  a  tomb. 

Know,  Sir !  the  great  esteem  and  honour  due 
]  choose,  that  moment,  to  profess  to  you. 
When  sadness  reigned,  when  Fortune  so  severe 
Had  wanned  our  bosoms  to  lie  most  sincere, 
And  when  no  motive  could  have  force  to  raise 
A  serious  value,  and  provoke  my  praise, 
But  such  as  rise  alwve,  and  far  transcend, 
Whatever  glories  witli  this  world  shall  end, 
Then  shining  lurlli,  when  deepest  sha  Irs  shall  blot 
The  sun's  briglit  orb,  and  Cato  be  forgot. 


I  sing ! — but,  ah  I  my  theme  I  need  not  tell  1 
See  every  eye  with  conscious  sorrow  swell : 
Who  now  to  verse  would  raise  his  humble  voice, 
Can  only  show  his  duty,  not  his  choice. 
How  great  the  weight  of  grief  our  hearts  sustain  1 
We  languish,  and  to  speak  is  to  complain. 

Let  us  look  back,  (for  who  too  oft  can  view 
That  most  illustrious  scene,  for  ever  new  I) 
See  all  the  seasons  shine  on  Anna's  throne, 
And  pay  a  constant  tribute  not  their  own. 
Her  summer  heats  not  fruits  alone  bestow, 
They  reap  the  harvests  and  subdue  the  foe ; 
And  when  black  storms  confess  the  distant  sun, 
Her  winters  wear  the  wreaths  her  summers  won: 
Revolving  pleasures  in  their  turns  appear, 
And  triumphs  are  the  product  of  the  year. 
To  crown  the  whole,  great  joys  in  greater  cease, 
And  glorious  victory  is  lost  in  peace. 

Whence  this  profusion  on  our  favoured  isle  1 
Did  partial  Fortune  on  our  virtue  smile  1 
Or  did  the  sceptre,  in  great  Anna's  hand, 
Stretch  forth  this  rich  indulgence  o'er  our  land  7 
Ungrateful  Britain !  quit  thy  groundless  claim; 
The  queen  and  thy  good  fortune  arc  the  same. 

Hear,  with  alarms  our  trumpets  fill  the  sky ; 
'Tis  Anna  reigns ;  the  Gallic  squadrons  fly. 
We  spread  our  canvass  to  the  southern  shore ; 
'Tb  Anna  reigns !  the  South  resigns  her  store. 
Her  virtue  sooths  the  tumult  of  the  mam, 
And  swells  the  field  with  mountains  of  the  daic 
Argyle  and  Churchill  but  the  glory  share. 
While  millions  lie  subdued  by  Anna's  prayer 

How  great  her  zeal !  how  fervent  her  dc4ret 
How  did  her  soul  in  holy  warmth  expire! 
Constant  devotion  did  her  time  divide  ! 
Nor  set  returns  of  pleasure  or  of  r.ride  - 
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Not  want  of  rest,  or  the  tun's  paiting  ray, 
But  finished  duty,  limited  the  day. 
How  sweet  succeeding  sleep !  what  lovely  themes 
Smiled  in  her  thoughts,  and  softened  all  her  dreams! 
Her  royal  couch  descending  angels  spread, 
And  join  their  wings,  a  shelter  o*er  her  head. 

Though  Europe's  wealth  and  glory  claimed  a  part. 
Religion's  cause  reigned  mistress  of  her  heart ; 
She  saw,  and  grieved,  to  see  the  mean  estate 
Of  those  who  round  the  haUowed  altar  wait  * 
She  shed  her  bounty  piously  profuse, 
And  thought  it  more  her  own  in  sacred  use. 

Thus  on  his  furrow  see  the  tiller  stand. 
And  fill  with  genial  seed  his  lavish  hand ; 
He  trusts  tlie  kindness  of  the  fruitftil  plain, 
And  providently  scatters  all  his  grain. 

Wliat  strikes  my  sight !  docs  proud  Augusta  rise 
New  to  behold,  and  awfully  surprise ! 
Her  lofty  brow  more  numerous  turrets  crown, 
And  sacred  domes  on  palaces  look  down ; 
A  noble  pride  of  piety  u  shown. 
And  temples  cast  a  lustre  on  the  throne. 
How  would  tills  work  another's  glory  raise ; 
But  Anna's  greatness  robs  her  of  the  praise : 
Drowned  in  a  greater  blaze  it  disappears. 
Who  dried  the  widow^s  and  the  orphan's  tears  t 
Who  ktooped  from  high  to  succour  the  distressed, 
And  reconcile  the  wounded  heart  to  rest  1 
Great  in  her  goodness,  well  could  we  perceive. 
Whoever  sought,  it  was  a  queen  that  gave. 
Misfortune  lost  her  name:  her  guiltless  frown 
But  made  another  debtor  to  the  crown, 
And  each  unfriendly  stroke  from  fate  we  bore. 
Became  our  title  to  the  regal  store. 

Thus  injured  trees  adopt  a  foreign  shoot, 
And  their  wounds  blossom  with  a  fairer  fruit. 

Yc  Numbers,  who  on  your  misfortunes  thrived, 
When  first  the  dreadful  blast  of  Fame  arrived, 
Say,  what  a  shock,  what  agonies  you  felt. 
How  did  your  souls  with  tender  anguish  melt ! 
That  grief  which  living  Anna's  love  suppressed, 
Shook  like  a  tempest  every  grateful  breast. 
A  second  fate  our  sinking  fortunes  tried ; 
A  second  time  our  tender  parents  died  I 

Heroes  returning  from  the  field  we  crown, 
And  deify  the  haughty  victor's  frown ; 
His  splendid  wreath  too  rashly  wc  admire. 
Catch  the  disease,  and  burn  with  equal  fire. 
Wisely  to  spend  is  the  great  art  of  gain ; 
And  one  relieved  transcends  a  million  slain. 
When  lime  shall  ask  where  once  Ramillia  lay, 
Or  Danube  flowed  that  swept  whole  troops  away, 
One  drop  of  water,  that  refreshed  the  dry, 
Shall  raise  a  fountain  of  eternal  joy. 

Hut  ah!  to  that  unknown  and  distant  date 
Is  Virtue's  great  reward  pushed  off  by  Fate; 
Here  random  shafts  in  every  breast  are  found, 
Vinac  and  merit  but  provoke  the  wound. 


August  in  native  worth  and  r^gil  slat 
Anna  sat  arbitress  of  Europe^s  fltte ; 
To  distant  realms  did  eViy  aooent  fly, 
And  nations  watched  each  motion  of  hei 
Silent,  nor  longer  awful  to  be  teen. 
How  small  a  spot  contains  the  mighty  Q 
No  throng  of  suppliant  princes  mark  the 
Where  Britain's  greatness  is  composed  ii 
The  broken  earth  is  scarce  dlacemed  to 
And  a  stone  tells  us  where  the  monarch 

Thus  end  maturest  honoun  of  the  cro 
Thb  is  the  last  conclusion  of  renown ! 

So  when,  with  idle  skill,  the  wanton  bi 
Breathes  through  hb  tube,  he  sees,  with  c 
The  trembling  bubble,  in  its  rising  small, 
And  by  degrees,  expands  the  glittering  bt 
But  when,  to  full  perfection  blown,  it  fli« 
High  in  the  air,  and  shines  in  various  dy 
The  little  monarch,  with  a  falling  tear, 
Sees  bis  world  burst  at  once,  and  disappc 

'Tis  not  in  sorrow  to  reverse  our  doom 
No  groans  unlock  the  inexorable  tomb; 
Why  then  this  fond  indulgence  of  our  w> 
What  fruit  can  rise,  or  what  advantage  f 
Yes,  this  advantage  from  our  deep  distrei 
We  learn  how  much  in  George  the  gods  • 
Had  a  less  glorious  princess  left  the  thro 
But  half  the  hero  had  at  first  been  showi 
And  Anna  falling  all  the  King  employs, 
To  vindicate  from  guilt  our  rising  joys : 
Our  joys  arise,  and  innocently  shine, 
Auspicious  monarch !  what  a  praise  is  tl: 

Welcome,  great  Stranger!  to  Britannia 
Nor  let  thy  country  think  thee  all  her  oxs 
Of  thy  delay  how  oft  did  wc  complun ! 
Our  hopes  reached  out,  and  met  thee  on  i 
With  prayer  we  sinoothetl  the  billows  for 
With  ardent  wishes  filled  thy  swelling  si 
And  when  thy  foot  took  place  on  Albion 
We  bending  bk^ssed  the  gods,  and  asked 
What  hand  but  thine  should  conquer 

pose. 
Join  those  whom  int'rest  joins,   and  c 

foes? 
Repel  the  daring  youth's  presumptuous  s 
And  by  his  rival's  greatness  give  him  fax 
Now  in  some  foreign  court  he  may  sit  d( 
And  quit,  without  a  blush,  the  British  en 
Secure  his  honour,  though  he  lose  his  sU 
And  take  a  lucky  moment  to  be  poor. 

Nor  think,  great  Sir !  now  first,  at  this  I 
In  Britain's  favour  you  exert  your  power 
To  UF.  far  back  in  time,  I  joy  to  trace 
Tho  num'rous  tokens  of  your  princely  g" 
Whether  you  choose  to  tliuntler  on  the  F 
Inspire  grave  councils,  or  in  ci>urts  to  shi 
In  the  more  scenes  your  genius  was  displ 
The  greater  debt  was  on  Britannia  laid ; 
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Thflj  all  confpiied  this  mighty  man  to  raise, 
And  your  new  aubjecta  pionilly  ihafea  the  praiie. 

AH  ahare:  but  may  not  we  have  leave  to  boaet, 
Thai  we  contemplate  and  enjoy  it  most  ? 
This  ancient  none  of  aits,  indulged  by  Fate 
On  gentle  Isis'  bank,  a  calm  retreat, 
For  many  rolling  ages  justly  famed, 
Hae  through  the  world  her  byalty  proclaimed; 
And  often  poured  (too  well  the  truth  is  known!) 
Her  blood  and  treasure  to  support  the  throne; 
For  E^land'b  church  her  latest  accent  strained, 
And  freedom  with  her  dying  hand  retained ; 
No  wonder  then  her  various  ranks  agree 
In  all  the  fervencies  of  zeal  for  thee. 

What  though  thy  birth  a  distant  kingdom  boast, 
And  seas  divide  thee  from  the  British  coast  1 
The  crown 's  impatient  to  enclose  thy  head; 
Why  stay  thy  feet  1  The  cloth  of  gold  is  spread. 
Our  strict  obedience  through  the  world  shdl  tell, 
That  king 's  a  Briton  who  can  govern  well 


VER8E& 

OocMlooed  by  that  liunous  pl«ce  of  the 

CRUCIFIXION. 

DONE  BT  MICHAEL  ANOELO.* 

While  his  Redeemer  on  his  canvass  dies, 

Stabbed  at  his  feet  his  brother  weltering  lies; 

The  daring  artist,  cruelly  serene, 

Views  the  pale  cheek  and  the  distorted  mien ; 

He  drains  off  life  by  drops,  and,  deaf  to  cries, 

Elxanunes  every  spirit  as  it  flies : 

He  studies  torment ;  dives  in  mortal  wo ; 

To  rouse  up  every  pang,  repeats  his  blow ; 

Each  rising  agony,  each  dreadful  grace. 

Yet  warm,  transplanting  to  his  Saviour's  face. 

O  glerious  theft !  O  nobly  wicked  draught ! 

With  its  full  chai^^e  of  death  each  feature  fraught ! 

Bach  wondrous  force  the  magic  colours  boast, 

From  his  own  skill  he  starts,  in  horror  lost. 


AN  HISTORICAL  EPILOGUE 
TO  THE  BROTHERai 

BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

Alt  Epilogue  through  custom  is  your  right, 
But  ne'er  perhaps  was  needful  till  this  night 
To-night  the  virtuous  falls,  the  guilty  flies ; 
Guilt's  dreadful  close  our  narrow  scene  denies. 


*  Who  obuitied  leave  to  treat  a  maleractar,  condemned  to  be 
broke  upcm  the  wheel,  as  he  pleased  for  this  purpose.  The 
man  being  extended,  this  wondcrAil  ania  directed  that  he 
dioakl  be  slabbed  In  such  i^ns  of  ihe  liody  as  he  apprehended 
woukl  occasion  the  mom.  excnicfating  torture,  thil  he  might 
the  afonlos  of  death  in  the  most  natural  manner. 


In  history's  authentic  record  read 
What  ample  vengeance  gluts  Demetrius'  shade! 
Vengeanoe  so  great,  that,  when  his  tale  is  told. 
With  pity  some  e'en  Perseus  may  behold. 
Perseus  survived,  indeed,  and  filled  the  throne, 
But  ceaseless  cares  in  conquest  made  him  groan 
Nor  reigned  he  long;  from  Rome  swift  thunJsh 

flew. 
And  headlong  fh>m  his  throne  the  tyrant  threw: 
Thrown  headlong  down,  by  Rome  in  triumph  led, 
For  this  night's  deed  his  perjured  bosom  bled: 
His  brother's  ghost  each  moment  made  him  start 
And  all  his  father's  anguish  rent  his  heart. 
When,  robed  in  black,  his  children  round  him 
hung, 
And  their  raised  arms  in  early  sorrow  wrung, 
The  yonger  smiled,  unconscious  of  their  wo. 
At  which  thy  tears,  O  Romel  began  to  flow. 
So  sad  the  scene :   What  then  must  Perseus  feel, 
To  see  Jove's  race  attend  the  victor's  wheell 
To  see  the  slaves  of  his  worst  foes  increase 
From  such  a  source! — an  emperor's  embrace  1 
He  sickened  soon  to  death;  and,  what  is  worse^ 
Ho  well  deserved,  and  felt  the  coward's  curse; 
Unpiticd,  scorned,  insulted  his  last  hour. 
Far,  far  from  home,  and  in  a  vassal's  power. 
His  pale  cheek  rested  on  his  shameful  chain, 
No  friend  to  mourn,  no  flatterer  to  feign. 
No  suit  retards,  no  comfort  sooths  his  doom. 
And  not  one  tear  bedews  a  monarch's  tomb. 
Nor  ends  it  thus — Dire  vengeance  to  complete, 
His  andeni  empire  falling,  shares  his  fate. 
His  throne  forgot !  his  weeping  country  chainedl 
And  nations  ask — where  Alexander  reigned  1 
As  public  woes  a  prince's  crimes  pursue. 
So  public  blessings  are  his  virtue's  due. 
Shout,  Britons!  shout; — auspicious  fortune  bless 
And  cry,  Long  live — our  title  to  success  I 


EPITAPH 

ON  LORD  AUBREY  BEAUCLERK,* 

Jn  WettmiTuier  Abbey,  1740. 
Whilst  Briton  boasts  her  empire  o'er  the  deep^ 
This  marble  shall  compel  the  brave  to  weep : 


*  liord  Aubrey  Beaaderk  was  the  eighth  no  of  the  DuIds 
of  Sl  Alban'c,  who  was  oneof  the  mm  of  King  Charlee  ths 
Second.  He  was  bom  In  the  year  1711,  and  being  regulany 
bredtotheees^rrfca,  in  1731  he  wasappcriniadtoiheoom' 
mand  of  hU  Majeatj'v  riiip  the  Ludlow  Castle ;  and  he  ooni- 
nuinded  the  Prince  Frederick  at  the  attack  of  the  harbour  cif 
Canhagena,  March  24,  1741 .  Thie  young  noblenian  was  ons 
or  the  nKMt  promising  commanders  In  the  King's  serviea. 
When  on  the  desperate  attack  of  the  castle  of  Bocca  Chica,  at 
the  entrance  of  the  said  harbour,  he  kist  hU  life,  both  Us  kp 
being  ftnt  shotoAl  The  pnoee  port  of  the  irMcription  wO  hli 
monument,  was  the  production  of  Mm  Mary  Jones^  of  Qs. 
ford,  who  also  wrote  a  Poem  on  his  death,  prioteil  tn  aei  Ifls 
ceUanlea,  8va  1752. 
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As  men,  as  Britons,  and  as  soldiers,  mourn ; 
Tis  dauntless,  loyal,  virtuous  Beauclerk's  urn. 
Sweet  were  his  manners,  as  his  soul  was  great, 
And  ripe  his  worth,  though  immature  his  fate ; 
Each  tender  grace  tiiat  joy  and  love  inspire, 
Living  he  mingled  with  his  martial  fire: 
Dying,  he  bid  Britannia's  thunders  roar; 
And  Spain  still  felt  him,  when  he  breathed  no  more. 


TO  MR.  ADDISON, 

ON  THE  TIUOEDT  OP  ClTO. 

Whit  do  we  see — is  Cato  then  become 
A  greater  name  in  Britain  than  in  Rome  1 
Does  mankind  now  admire  his  virtues  more 
Though  Lucan,  Horace,  Virgil  wrote  before  1 
How  will  posterity  this  truth  explain? 
**  Cato  begins  to  live  in  Anna's  reign." 
The  world's  great  chief,  in  council  or  in  arms. 
Rise  in  your  lines  with  more  exalted  charms : 
Illustrious  deeds  in  distant  nations  wrought, 
And  virtues  by  departed  heroes  taught. 
Raise  in  your  soul  a  pure  immortal  flame. 
Adorn  your  life,  and  consecrate  your  fame; 


To  your  renown  all  ages  yon  subdue, 
And  Cssar  fought,  and  Cato  bled  for  yoo. 

All  SouT*  ColL  Oxon. 


EPITAPH 

AT  WELWTN,  BERTF0R08HIRK. 

If  fond  of  what  is  rare,  altend  I 

Here  lies  an  honeH  man^ 

Of  perfect  piety, 

Of  Iamb-like  patience. 

My  friend,  James  Barker ; 

To  whom  I  pay  this  mean  memorial, 

For  what  deserves  the  greatest 

An  example 

Which  shone  through  all  the  clouds  of  fintoii^ 

Industrious  in  low  estate. 

The  lesson  and  reproach  of  those  above  hiiik. 

To  lay  this  little  stone 

Is  my  ambition; 

While  others  rear 

The  polished  marbles  of  the  great! 

Vain  pomp! 

A  turf  o'er  virtue  charms  us  more. 

E.  Y.  1749. 


^  CtafleTrs; 


AS  PERFORMED  AT  THE  THEATRE  ROYAL,  COVENT  GARDEN. 


PROLOGUE 

BY  A  FRIEND. 

Oil  has  the  buskined  muse  with  action  mean. 
Debased  the  glory  of  the  tragic  scene: 
While  puny  villains,  drest  in  purple  pride, 
With  crinios  obscene  the  heaven-born  rage  belied. 
To  her  belongs  to  mourn  the  hero's  fate, 
To  trace  the  errors  of  the  wise  an<l  great; 
To  mark  the  excess  of  passions  too  refined. 
And  paint  the  tumults  of  a  god-like  mind; 
Where,  moved  with  rage,  exalted  tlioughts  combine. 
And  darkest  deeds  with  beauteous  colours  shine. 
Sc  lights  and  shades  in  a  well-mingled  draught. 
By  curious  touch  of  artful  pencils  wrought. 
With  6<  ft  deceit  amuse  the  doubtful  eye, 
Pleased  with  the  conflict  of  the  vanous  dye. 
Thus,  through  the  following  scenes,  with  sweet 

surprise, 
Virtue  and  guil*.  in  dread  confusion  rise. 


And  love,  and  hate,  at  once,  and  grief  and  joy. 
Pity  and  rage,  their  mingled  force  employ. 
Here  the  soft  virgin,  sees,  with  secret  shame. 
Her  charms  excelled  by  friendship's  purer  fl«m<i 
Forced  with  reluctant  virtues  to  approve 
The  generous  hero  who  rejects  her  love. 
Behold  him  there,  with  gloomy  passions  Gained 
A  wife  suspected,  and  an  injured  friend; 
Yet  such  the  toil  where  innocence  is  caught, 
That  rash  suspicion  seems  without  a  fault. 
We  dread  awhile  lest  beauty  should  succeed. 
And  almost  wish  e'en  virtue's  self  may  bleed. 
Mark  well  the  black  revenge,  the  cruel  guil^ 
The  trailor-fiend,  trampling  the  h<vely  spoil 
Of  beauty,  truth,  and  innocence  opprrat. 
Then  let  the  rage  of  furies  fire  your  breast. 
Yet  may  his  mighty  wrongs,  his  just  disdaii^ 
His  bleeding  country,  his  loved  father  slain, 
His  martial  pride,  your  admiration  raise. 
And  crown  him  with  involunt/iry  praise. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 

Don  Alonzo, 
Don  Carlos, 
Don  Alvarez, 
Don  Manuel, 
Zanga, 
Leonora, 
Isabella. 

Scene — Spain, 


THE  REVENGE. 

ACT  I. 

•CKNK  I-HBATTLEMENTS,  WITH  A  SEA  PROSPECT. 

Enter  ZANGA. 

Zan,  Whether  fizst  nature,  or  long  want  of 
peace. 
Has  wrought  my  mmd  to  this,  I  can  not  tell; 
Bat  horrori  now  are  not  displeasing  to  me: 

[thunder. 
I  like  this  rocking  of  the  hattlements. 
Rage  on,  ye  winds,  burst,  clouds,  and  waters,  roar! 
You  bear  a  jost  resemblance  of  my  fortune, 
And  suit  the  gloomy  habit  of  my  souL 

Enter  iaAHlgf.T.A^ 

Who's  there  7  my  love ! 

Ua.  Why  have  you  left  my  bedl 
Tour  absence  more  affrights  me  than  the  storm. 

jSan.  The  dead  alone  in  such  a  night  can  rest. 
And  I  indulge  my  meditations  here. 
Woman,  away.    I  choose  to  be  alone. 

Xml  I  know  you  do,  and  therefore  will  not  leave 
you; 
Ezcitse  me,  Zanga,  therefore  dare  not  leave  you. 
Is  this  a  night  for  walks  of  contemplation! 
Something  unusual  hangs  upon  your  heart 
And  1  will  know  it:  by  our  loves  I  will. 
To  joQ  I  sacrificed  my  virgin  fiime. 
Ask  I  too  much  to  share  in  your  distress  7 

Zan,  In  tears  1  thou  fool !  then  hear  me  and  be 
plunged 
In  lidl*s  abyss,  if  ever  it  escape  thee, 
To  strike  thee  with  astonishment  at  once, 
I  hate  Alonzo.    First  recover  that, 
And  then  thou  shalt  hear  fiaurther. 

Jba,  Hate  Alonzo ! 
I  own,  I  thought  Alonzo  most  your  friend, 
And  that  he  lost  the  master  in  that  name. 

Zan.  Hear  then.    Tis  twice  three  years  sinoe 
that  great  man, 
Great  let  me  call  him,  for  he  conquered  me, 
Made  me  the  captive  of  hb  arm  in  fight 
He  slew  my  fiither,  and  threw  chains  o'er  me. 
While  I  with  poos  rage  puisued  revenge. 
1  thsa  mm  young,  he  placed  me  near  his  person^ 


And  thought  me  not  dishonoured  by  his 
One  day,  may  that  returning  day  be  night. 
The  stain,  the  curse  of  each  succeeding  year  I 
For  something,  or  for  nothing,  in  his  pride 
He  struck  me.     While  I  tell  it,  do  I  live! 

He  smote  me  on  the  cheek 1  did  not  stab  himi 

For  that  were  poor  revenge^— e'er  since,  his  ibllf 
Has  strove  to  bury  it  beneath  a  heap 
Of  kindnesses,  and  thinks  it  is  forgot 
Insolent  thought !  and  like  a  second  blow ! 
Affionts  are  innocent,  where  men  are  worthle«| 
And  such  alone  can  wisely  drop  revenge. 

Jka.  But  with  more  temper,  Zanga,  tell  your  stoij, 
To  see  your  strong  emotions  startles  me. 

Zan,  Yes,  woman,  with  the  temper  that  befits  it 
Has  the  dark  adder  venom  1  so  have  I 
When  trod  upon.    Proud  Spaniard,  thou  shall 

feel  me ! 
For  from  that  day,  that  day  of  my  dishonour, 
I  from  that  day  have  curst  the  rldng  sun. 
Which  never  failed  to  tell  me  of  my  shame. 
I  from  that  day  have  blest  the  coming  night. 
Which  promised  to  conceal  it ;  but  in  vain ; 
The  blow  returned  for  ever  in  my  dream. 
Yet  on  I  toiled,  and  groaned  for  an  occasion 
Of  ample  vengeance;  none  is  yet  arrived. 
Howe'er,  at  present  I  conceive  warm  hopes 
Of  what  may  wound  him  sore,  in  his  ambition, 
Life  of  his  life,  and  dearer  than  his  soul. 
By  nightly  march  he  purposed  to  surprise 
The  Moorish  camp ;  but  I  have  taken  care 
They  shall  be  ready  to  receive  his  favour. 
Failing  in  this,  a  cast  of  utmost  moment, 
Would  darken  all  the  conquests  he  has  won. 

/«a.  Just  as  I  entered  an  express  arrived. 

Zan.  To  whom? 

Jsa.  His  friend,  Don  Carlos. 

Zan.  Be  propitious. 
Oh,  Mahomet,  on  this  important  hour. 
And  give  at  length  my  fambhed  soul  revenge  I 
What  is  revenge,  but  courage  to  call  in 
Our  honour's  debts,  "and  wisdom  to  convert 
Other's  self-love  into  our  own  protection?" 
But  see,  the  morning  dawns ; 
1 11  seek  Don  Carlos  and  inquire  my  fate. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  tl — THE  PALACE. 
Enter  DON  BfANUAL  and  DON  CARLOa 

Man.  My  Lord,  Don  Carlos,  what  brings  your 
expiesst 

Car,  Alonzo's  glory,  and  the  Moors'  defeat 
The  field  is  strewed  with  twice  ten  thousand  slain, 
Though  he  suspects  his  measures  were  betrayed. 
He  '11  soon  arrive.    Oh,  how  I  long  to  embrace 
The  first  of  heroes,  and  the  best  of  fnendsl 
I  loved  fair  Leonora  long  before 
The  chance  of  battle  gave  me  to  the  Moco, 
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Ftom  whom  lo  late  Alonzo  set  me  free; 
And  while  I  groaned  in  bondage,  I  deputed 
Thifl  great  Alonzo,  whom  her  father  honoun^ 
To  be  my  gentle  advocate  in  love, 
To  atir  her  heart,  and  &n  its  files  for  me. 

Man.  And  what  success? 

Car,  Alas,  the  cruel  maid- 
Indeed  her  father,  who,  though  high  at  court, 
And  powerful  with  the  king,  has  wealth  at  heart 
To  heal  his  devastation  from  the  Mootb, 
Knowing  I  *m  richly  freighted  from  the  east, 
My  fleet  now  sailing  in  the  sight  of  Spain, 
Heaven  guard  it  safe  through  such  a  dreadful 

storm; 
Caresses  me,  and  urges  her  to  wed. 

Man.  Her  aged  fkther,  see, 
lieads  her  this  way. 

Car.  She  looks  like  radiant  truth. 

Brought  forward  by  the  hand  of  hoary  time 

You  to  the  port  with  speed,  'tis  possible 
Some  vessel  is  arrived.    Heaven  grant  it  bring 
Tidings  which  Carios  may  receive  with  joy ! 

Enter  DON  ALVAREZ  and  LEONORA. 

Alv.  DoQ  Carios,  I  am  labouring  in  yout  fiiipow 
With  all  ft  parent's  soft  authority, 
And  earnest  oouilseL 

Car.  Angels  second  you  I 
For  all  my  bliss  or  misery  hangs  on  it 

Alv.  Daughter,  the  happiness  of  life  depends 
On  our  discretion,  and  a  prudent  choice ; 
Look  into  those  they  call  unfortunate, 
And  closer  viewed,  you  '11  find  they  are  unwise: 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath. 
And  'U«  the  trick  of  fools  to  save  their  credit. 
Which  brought  another  language  into  use. 
Don  Carlos  is  of  ancient,  noble  blood. 
And  then  his  wealth  might  mend  a  prince's  fortune. 
For  him  the  sun  is  labouring  in  the  mines, 
A  faithful  slave,  and  turning  earth  to  gold. 
His  keels  are  freighted  with  that  sacred  power. 
By  which  even  kings  and  emperors  are  made. 
Sir,  you  have  my  good  wishes,  and  I  hope  [to  Car^ 
My  daughter  is  not  indisposed  to  hear  you.  [Exit. 

Car.  Oh,  Leonora !  why  art  thou  in  tears? 
Because  I  am  less  wretched  than  I  was? 
Before  your  father  gave  me  leave  to  woo  you, 
Hushed  was  your  bosom,  and  your  eye  serene. 
Will  you  for  ever  help  me  to  new  pains, 
And  keep  reserves  of  torment  in  your  hand. 
To  let  them  loose  on  every  dawn  of  joy? 

lAon.  Think  you  my  father  too  indulgent  to  me, 
'J*hat  he  claims  no  dominion  o'er  my  tears? 
A  daughter  sure  may  be  right  dutiful. 
Whose  tears  alone  are  free  from  a  restraint. 

Car.  Ah,  my  torn  heart ! 

Leon^  Regard  not  me,  my  Lord, 
I  shall  obey  my  lather. 


Car.  Disobey  him, 
Rather  than  come  thus  coldly,  than  come  thus 
With  absent  eyes  and  alieiu^ed  mien, 
Suffering  address,  the  victim  of  my  love. 
Oh,  let  me  be  undone  the  oommon  way. 
And  have  the  common  comfort  to  be  p'tied, 
And  not  be  ruined  in  the  mask  of  bliss. 
And  so  be  envied,  and  be  wretched  too  I 
Love  calls  for  love.    Not  all  the  pride  of  beauty. 
Those  eyes  that  tell  us  what  the  sun  is  made  ol^ 
Those  lips,  whose  touch  is  to  be  bought  with  li£e 
Those  hUls  or  driven  snow,  which  seen  are  ielt ; 
All  these  possessed,  are  nought,  but  as  they  are 
The  proof,  the  substance  of  an  inward  paasiao, 
And  the  rich  plunder  of  a  taken  heart. 

Lsofk  Alas,  my  brd,  we  are  too  delicate ; 
And  when  we  grasp  the  happiness  we  wished, 
We  call  on  wit  to  argue  it  away : 
A  plainer  man  wouJd  not  feel  half  your  paias: 
But  some  have  too  much  wisdom  to  be  hap|iy. 

Car.  Had  I  known  this  before,  it  had  been  wdl 
I  had  not  then  solicited  your  father 
To  add  to  my  dutress ;  as  you  behave. 
Your  father's  kindness  stabs  me  to  the  biMit. 

Give  me  your  hand ^nay,  give  it,  Leonora: 

You  give  it  not — ^nay,  yet  yon  give  k  not^-^ 
I  ravish  it 

Leon.  I  pray,  my  Lord,  no  more. 

Car.  Ah,  why  so  sad?  you  know  each  qgh 
does  shake  me : 
Sighs  there,  are  tempests  here. 
I  've  heard,  bad  men  would  be  unblest  in  heaven 
What  is  my  guilt,  that  makes  me  so  with  you?* 
Have  I  not  languished  prostrate  at  thy  feet? 
Have  I  not  lived  whole  days  upon  thy  sight  1 
Have  I  not  seen  thee  where  thou  bast  not  beeni 
And,  mad  with  the  idea,  clasped  the  wind 
And  doated  upon  nothing? 

Leon.  Court  me  not, 
Good  Carlos,  by  recounting  of  my  faulty 
And  telling  how  ungrateful  I  have  been. 
Alas,  my  lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 
I  could  suggest  much  better  arguments 
Than  those  regards  you  threw  away  on  me ; 
Your  valour,  honour,  wisdom,  praised  by  all« 
But  bid  physicians  talk  our  veins  to  temper, 
And  with  an  argument  new-set  a  pulse ; 
Then  think,  my  Lord,  of  reasoning  into  Vrre. 

Car.  Must  I  despair  theni  do  not  shake  methu 
My  temper-beaten  heart  is  cold  to  death. 
Ah,  turn,  and  let  me  warm  me  in  thy  beaotics. 
Heavens  I  what  proof  I  gave,  but  two  nights  paj 
Of  matchless  love !  to  fling  me  at  thy  feet, 
I  slighted  friendship,  and  I  flew  from  fiune ; 
Nor  heard  the  summons  of  the  next  day's  bsttb 
But  darting  headlong  to  thy  arms,  I  left 
The  promised  fight,  I  lefl  Alomo  too. 
To  stand  the  war  and  quell  a  world  alone. 

( 
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haaiL  TheTfetor  oomet    My  lord,  I  mnftwith- 
dnw. 

Car.  And  roost  yoa  gol 

hemi.  Why  should  you  wish  me  sUyl 
Your  friend's  arriiral  will  bring  comfort  to  yoa, 
My  preeenoe  none;  it  pains  you  and  myself; 
For  both  our  sakes  permit  me  to  withdraw.  \ExU. 

Car.  Sure,  there 's  no  peril  but  in  love.    Oh,  how 
My  foes  would  boairt  to  see  me  look  so  pale. 

Entor  DON  ALONZa 

Csr.  Alonzo  1 

Aicn  Carlos  t ^I  am  whole  again ; 

Clasped  in  thy  arms,  it  makes  my  heart  entire. 

Car.  Whom  dare  I  thus  embrace  1  the  conqueror 
Of  Afne. 

Alan,  Yes,  much  more — Don  Carlos'  friend. 
The  conquest  of  the  world  would  cost  me  dear, 
Shoukl  it  beget  one  thought  of  distance  in  thee. 
I  rise  in  Tirtoes  to  come  nearer  to  thee. 
I  conquer  with  Don  Carlos  in  my  eye. 
And  thus  I  daim  my  victory's  reward. 

{embraeing  him.) 

Car.  A  victory  indeed !  your  godlike  arm 
Has  made  one  spot  the  grave  of  Africa; 
Such  numbers  fell  I  and  the  survivors  fled 
As  frighted  passengers  from  off  the  strand, 
When  the  tempestuous  sea  comes  roaring  on  them. 

Alofu  Twas  Carios  conquered,  'twas  his  cruel 
chains 
Tnflamrd  me  to  a  rage  unknown  before, 
And  threw  my  former  actions  far  behind. 

Car.  I  love  fiur  Leonora.    How  I  love  her  I 
Yet  stiD  I  find,  I  know  not  how  it  is. 
Another  heart,  another  soul  for  thee. 
Thy  friendship  warms,  it  raises,  it  transports 
Like  music,  pure  the  joy,  without  allay, 
Whose  very  rapture  is  tranquillity : 
But  kive,  1^  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  bliss. 
Heightened  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleasures; 
But  minxes  V''^  '^  madness  in  the  bowL 

BMerZANGA. 

Zan,  Manuel,  my  lord,  returning  from  the  port. 
On  hnrfness  both  of  moment  and  of  haste, 
Hnobly  begs  leave  to  speak  in  private  with  you. 

Car,  In  private!  ha!  Alonzo,  111  return; 
I7o  bototis  can  detain  me  long  from  thee,    [exit, 

ZoM.  My  loid  Ak>nzo,  I  obeyed  your  orders. 

AloM.  win  the  fair  Leonora  pass  this  way  1 

Zan,  She  will,  my  kml,  and  soon. 

Man,  Come  near  me,  Zanga; 
For  I  daze  to  open  all  my  heart  to  thee. 
Never  was  such  a  day  of  triumph  known. 
There 's  not  a  wounded  captive  in  my  train, 
That  slowly  followed  my  proud  chariot  wheels, 
With  half  a  lifo,  and  beggary,  and  chains. 
But  is  a  god  to  me :  I  am  most  wretched.^— 
Ib  Ui  activity,  thou  know'st,  Don  Carkw,     , 


My  friend,  and  never  was  a  friend  more  dear^ 
Deputed  me  Ms  advocate  in  love. 
To  talk  to  Leonora's  heart,  and  make 
A  tender  party  in  her  thoughts  for  him. 
What  did  I  do  1—1  loved  myselC    Indeed, 
One  thing  there  is  might  lessen  my  ofienoe, 
If  such  offence  admits  of  being  lessened, 
I  thought  him  dead;  for,  by  what  fate  I  know  not, 
Hm  letters  never  reached  me. 

Zan,  Thanks  to  Zanga, 
Who  thence  contrived,  that  evil  which  has  hap- 
pened. [a*kEs] 
Alon.  Yes,  curst  of  heaven !  I  toved  myself,  and 
now. 
In  a  late  action,  rescued  from  the  Moors, 
I  have  brought  home  my  rival  m  my  friend. 

jZan.  We  hear,  my  lord,  that  in  that  actbn  too, 
Your  interposing  arm  preserved  his  life. 
AUm.  It  did — with  more  than  the  expense  of 
mine ; 
For,  oh,  this  day  is  mentioned  for  their  nuptials. 
But  see,  she  comes — Fll  take  my  leave,  and  die. 
Zan.  Had'st  thou  a  thousand  lives,  thy  death 
would  please  me. 
Unhappy  fate !  my  country  overcome  I 
My  six  years  hope  of  vengeance  quite  exfnred  !— 
Would  nature  were        I  will  not  fall  alone : 
But  others'  groans  shall  tell  the  worid  my  death. 

[osicfe  and  exU, 

Enter  LEONORA. 

Alon.  When  nature  ends  with  angidsh  like  to 
this. 
Sinners  shall  take  their  last  leave  of  the  sun, 
And  bid  his  light  adieu.  "^ 

Lton.  The  mighty  conqueror 
Dismayed!  I  thought  you  gave  the  foe  your  sor- 
rows. 
AUm.  Oh,  cruel  insult!  axe  those  team  your 
sport. 
Which  nothing  but  a  love  for  you  could  drawl 
Afric  I  quelled,  m  hope  by  that  to  purchase 
Your  leave  to  &igh  unscomed ;  but  I  complain  not; 
'Twas  but  a  world,  and  you  are— Leonora. 
Leon.  Tuat  pasclon  whbh  you  boast  of  is  your 
guUt, 
A  treason  lo  y «mr  friend.  You  think  mean  of  me. 
To  plead  your  crimes  as  motives  of  my  fove. 
AUm,  Vou,  madam,  ought  to  thank  those  criaef 
you  blame : 
'Tis  they  permit  you  to  be  thus  inhuman, 
Without  the  censure  both  of  earth  and  heaven— 
I  fondly  thought  a  last  look  might  be  kind. 

Farewell,  for  ever. This  severe  behaviour 

Has,  to  my  comfort,  made  it  sweet  to  die. 
Lean.  Farewell,  for  ever! — sweet  u>  die!— 4ih, 
heaven !  laaMi 

Alonzo,  stay;  you  nmst  not  ious  escapli  me- 
But  hear  your  guilt  at  iaige. 
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Alon,  Oh,  Leonora  I 
What  could  I  do  1  in  doty  to  mj  friend, 
1  saw  you;  and  to  aee  ia  to  admire. 
For  Carlos  did  I  plead,  and  moat  nncerely. 
Witnen  the  thousand  agonies  it  cost  me. 
Vou  know  I  did.    I  sought  but  your  esteem ; 
If  that  is  guilt,  an  angel  had  been  guilty. 
"I  often  sighed,  nay,  wept,  but  could  not  help  it : 
And  sure  it  is  no  crime  to  be  in  pain. 
But  grant  my  crime  was  great;  I*m  greatly  cunt; 
What  would  you  more  1  am  I  not  most  undonei 
This  usage  is  like  stamping  on  the  murdered, 
When  life  is  fled;  most  barbarous  and  unjust 

Leon,  If  from  your  guilt  none  suffered  but  your- 
self, 
't  might  be  so— farewell  [go^] 

Alan,  Who  suffers  with  me  1 

Leon,  Enjoy  your  ignorance,  and  let  me  go. 

Alon,  Alas !  what  is  there  I  can  fear  to  know, 
Since  I  already  know  your  hatel  your  actions 
Have  long  since  told  me  that. 

Leon,  They  flattered  you. 

Alon.  How  flattered  me  7 

Leon,  Oh,  search  in  fate  no  farther  1 
I  hate  thee—oh,  Alonzo!  how  I  hate  thee ! 

Alon,  Indeed!  and  do  you  weep  for  hatred  too! 
Oh,  what  a  doubtful  torment  heaves  my  heart  I 
I  hope  it  most,  and  yet  I  dread  it  more. 
Should  it  be  so— should  her  tears  flow  from  thence; 
How  would  my  fsoul  blaze  up  in  ecstacy  1 
Ah,  no!  how  sink  into  the  depth  of  horrors! 

Leon,  Why  would  you  force  my  stay  1 

Alon.  What  mean  these  tears? 

Leon.  I  weep  by  chance :  nor  have  my  tears  a 
meaning. 
But,  oh,  when  first  I  saw  Alonzo*s  tears, 
I  knew  their  meaning  well. 
[Alonzo  falls  pasnonaiely  on  his  knees^  and  kisses 

her  hand.l 

Alon.  Heavens!  what  is  this?  that  excellence, 
for  which 
Desire  was  planted  in  the  heart  of  man ; 
Virtue's  supreme  reward  on  this  ude  heaven ; 
The  cordial  of  my  soul;  and  this  destroys  mo 
Indeed,  I  flattered  me  that  thou  did'st  hate. 

Leon.  Alonzo,  pardon  me  the  injury 
Of  loving  you.    I  struggled  with  my  passion. 
And  struggled  long:  let  that  be  some  excuse. 

Alon.  Unkind !  you  know  I  think  your  love  a 
blessing 
Beyond  all  human  blessings :  'tis  the  price 
Of  sighs  and  groans,  and  a  whole  year  of  dying. 
But,  oh  the  curse  of  curses  I oh,  my  friend  !^— ^ 

Leon.  Alas! 

Alon.  What  says  my  love?  speak,  Leonora. 

Leon.  Was  it  for  you,  my  loid,  to  be  so  quick 
In  finding  out  objections  to  our  love  ? 
Think  you  so  strong  my  love,  or  weak  my  virtue, 
:  C  was  unsafe  to  leave  that  part  to  me  ■ 


AJon.  Is  not  the  day  then  fixed  for  your  < 

Leon.  Indeed  my  father  once  had  the 
way: 
But  marking  how  the  marriage  pained  : 
Long  he  stood  doubtful ;  but  at  last  reso 
Your  counsel,  which  determines  him  in  a 
Should  finish  the  debate. 

Alon,  Oh,  agony! 
Must  I  not  only  lose  her,  but  be  made 
Myself  the  instrument  ?  not  only  die, 
But  plunge  the  dagger  in  my  heart  myai 
This  is  refining  on  calamity. 

Leon.  What,  do  you  tremble  lest  yoa  i 
mine? 
For  what  else  can  you  tremble?  not  for 
My  father  places  in  your  power  to  alter. 

Alon,  YHiat's  in  my  power?  oh,  yei 
my  friend ! 

Leon.  Tostabyourfnendwerebarbaroi 
Spare  him — and  murder  me.  I  own,  A 
You  well  may  wonder  at  such  words  as 
I  start  at  them  myself;  they  fright  my  n 
Great  is  my  fault;  but  blame  not  me  alo 
Give  him  a  little  blame  who  took  such  p 
To  make  me  guilty. 

Alon.  Torment  1 

Leon,  [after  a  pauie]  Oh,  my  shame 
I  sue,  and  sue  in  vain :  it  is  most  just. 
When  women  sue,  they  sue  to  be  deniec 
You  hate  me,  you  despise  me !  you  do  w 
For  what  I've  done  I  hate  and  scorn  my 
Oh,  night,  fall  on  me  I  I  shall  blush  to  d 

il^on.  First  perish  all  1 

Leon.  Say,  what  have  you  resolved  ? 
My  father  comes ;  what  answer  will  yoa 

il^on.  What  answer?  let  me  look  upon 
And  read  it  there. — Devote  thee  to  anotl 
Not  to  be  borne !  a  second  look  undoes  i 

Leon.  And  why  undo  you  ?  is  it  then, 
So  terrible  to  yield  to  your  own  wishes, 
Because  they  happen  to  concur  with  mir 
Cruel !  to  take  such  pains  to  win  a  hear 
Which  you  was  conscious  you  must  bi 
parting. 

Alon,  No,  Leonora,  I  am  thine  for  evi 

[runs  and  embra 
In  spite  of  Carlos — ha !  who's  that  ?  my 

[starts  vide  Jrt 
Alas !  I  see  him  pale  1  I  hear  his  groan ! 
He  foams,  he  tears  his  hair,  he  raves,  he 
I  know  him  by  myself,  he  dies  distracted 

Ijeon.  How  dreadful  to  be  cut  from  wha 

Alon.  Ah,  speak  no  more ! 

Leon.  And  tied  to  what  we  hate ! 

Alon.  Oh! 

Leon.  Is  it  posnble  ? 

Alon.  Death! 

Leon.  Can  you  ? 

Alon.  Oh 
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Tei^  take  a  limb ;  but  let  my  virtue  *8cape. 
Alaa,  my  80ul|  tbia  moment  I  die  for  thee ! 

[breaks  away, 

Ldum.  And  are  you  perjured  then  fi)r  virtue's 
takel 
How  often  have  you  sworn ! — but  go,  for  ever. 

\awwmM, 

AUm,  Heart  of  my  heart,  and  essence  of  my  joy ! 
Where  art  thou  7  oh,  I  am  thine,  and  thine  for  ever! 
The  groans  of  friendship  shall  be  heard  no  more. 
For  whatsoever  crime  I  can  commit, 
I've  felt  the  pains  already. 

Leon.  Hold,  Alonzo, 
And  hear  a  maid  whom  doubly  thou  hast  conquered. 
I  love  thy  virtue  as  I  love  thy  person, 
And  I  adore  thee  for  the  pains  it  gave  me ; 
But  as  I  felt  the  pains,  I'll  reap  the  fruit ; 
rn  shine  out  in  my  turn,  and  show  the  world 
Thy  great  example  was  not  lost  upon  me. 
Be  it  enough  that  I  have  once  been  guilty ; 
In  sight  of  such  a  pattern,  to  persist, 
in  suits  a  person  honoured  with  your  love. 
My  other  titles  to  that  bliss  are  weak ; 
I  must  deserve  it  by  refusing  it. 
Thus  then  I  tear  me  from  thy  hopes  for  ever. 
BhtJl  I  contribute  to  Alonzo's  crime  1 
No,  though  the  life  blood  gushes  from  my  heart, 
Tod  shall  not  be  ashamed  of  Leonora ; 
Or  that  late  time  may  put  our  names  together. 
Nay,  never  shrink ;  take  back  the  bright  example 
Von  lately  lent;  oh,  take  it  while  you  may, 
Wliik  I  can  give  it  you,  and  be  immortal,     [exit. 

Alan,  She's  gone,  and  I  shall  see  her  face  no 
more; 
But  pine  in  absence,  and  dll  death  adore. 
When  with  cold  dew  my  fainting  brow  is  hung. 
And  my  ayes  darken,  from  my  faltering  tongue 
flcr  name  will  tremble  with  a  feeble  moan, 
iXnd  kyve  with  fate  divide  my  dying  groan,    [exii. 
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^n.  If  this  be  true,  I  can  not  blame  your  pain 
Fo4  wretched  Carlos;  'tis  but  humane  in  yocu 
Boi  when  arrived  your  dismal  news  7 

Man,  This  hoar. 

^an.  What,  not  a  vessel  saved  1 

^lan.  AH,  aU  the  storm 
Dev  jored ;  and  now  o'er  his  late  envied  fortnna 
Tbi  dolphins  bound,  and  watery  mountains  roar, 
Triunphant  in  his  ruin. 

Jijn.  Is  Alvarei 
DeCennincd  to  deny  Ms  daughter  to  Mml 
Thai  treasure  v^as  on  shore ;  must  that  too  join 
TlMummon  wreck  1 
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Man,  Alvarez  pleads,  indeed. 
That  Leonora's  heart  is  disinclined. 
And  pleads  that  only ;  so  it  was  this  morning, 
When  he  concurred ;  the  tempest  broke  the  mttol^ 
And  sunk  his  favour,  when  it  sunk  the  gold. 
The  love  of  gold  is  double  in  his  heart. 
The  voice  of  age,  and  of  Alvarez  too. 

Zan.  How  docs  Don  Carlos  bear  it  7 

Man.  Like  a  man 
Whose  heart  feels  most  a  human  heart  can  fbel, 
And  reasons  best  a  human  heart  can  reason. 

Zan,  But  is  he  then  in  absolute  despair? 

Man.  Never  to  see  his  Leonora  more. 
And,  quite  to  quench  all  future  hope,  Alvarei 
Urges  Alonzo  to  espouse  his  daughter 
This  very  day ;  for  he  has  learnt  their  lovesL 

3San.  Ha  I  was  not  that  received  with  ecstaey 
By  Don  Alonzo  1 

Man.  Yes,  at  first ;  but  soon 
A  damp  came  o'er  him,  it  would  kill  his  firiend. 

Zan.  Not  if  his  friend  consented  Land  since  now 
He  can't  himself  espouse  her^^ 

Man.  Yet,  to  ask  it 
Has  something  shocking  to  a  generous  mind; 
At  least,  Alonzo's  spirit  startles  at  it. 
Wide  is  the  distance  between  our  despair. 
And  giving  up  a  mistress  to  another. 
But  I  must  leave  you.    Carlos  wants  support 
In  his  severe  af&iction.  [exit 

Zan.  Ha !  it  dawns  !— 
It  rises  to  me  like  a  new  found  world 
To  mariners  long  time  distrest  at  sea, 
Sore  from  a  storm ;  and  all  their  viands  spent; 
Or  like  the  sun  just  rising  out  of  chaos. 
Some  dregs  of  ancient  night  not  quite  purged  olC 
But,  shall  I  finish  it  1 hoa  Isabella ! 

Bntsr  WABKIJ.A. 

I  thought  of  dying;  better  things  come  fbrwardi 
Vengeance  is  still  alive ;  from  her  dark  covert, 
With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  crest. 
She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  cfaanna 
When,  Isabelliif,  arrived  Don  Caries  herel 

ba.  Two  nights  ago. 

Zan.  That  was  the  very  night 

Before  the  battle ^memory  set  down  that; 

It  has  the  essence  of  the  crocodile, 

Though  yet  but  in  the  shell^Ill  give  it  biith. 

What  time  did  he  retural 

ba.  At  midnight 

Zan.  So 
Say,  £d  he  see  that  night  his  Leonora  1 

laa.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Zan.  No  matter tell  roe,  woman, 

Is  rwt  Alonzo  rather  brave  than  cautiousi 
Honest  than  subtle,  above  fraud  himself. 
Slow,  therefore,  to  suspect  it  in  anotherl 

laa.  You  best  can  Judge;  butsotheworidthiafct 
ofhinL 
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Zan.  Why,  that  was  well— go  fetch  my  tahlet 
hither.  [ExU  in. 

Two  nights  ago  my  father's  lacred  shade 
Thrice  stalked  around  my  bed,  and  smiled  upon 


Ha  smiled  a  joy  then  little  understood — 
It  must  be  so-~«nd  if  so,  it  is  vengeance 
Worth  waking  of  the  dead  for. 


tmikmtobiamU, 

Thus  U  stands 

The  father's  fixt Don  Carkwcan  not 

Abnso  may — but  that  will  hurt  his 

Nor  can  he  ask  his  ieave— or,  if  he  did, 

He  might  not  gain  it— it  is  hard  to  give 

Our  consent  lo  ills,  though  we  must  bear  them. 

Were  it  not  then  a  master-piece,  worth  aU 

The  wisdom  I  can  boast,  first  lo  persuade 

Alonso  lo  request  it  of  hjs  friend. 

His  friend  to  grant — then  from  that  very  grant. 

The  strongest  proof  of  friendship  man  can  give, 

And  other  motives,  to  work  out  a  cause 

Of  jealousy,  to  rack  Ak>nio's  peace  1 

I  have  turned  o'er  the  catalogue  of  human  woes, 

Which  sting  the  heart  of  man,  and  find  none 

equal 
It  is  the  hydra  of  calamities. 
The  seven-fold  death  1  the  jeatons  are  the  damned 
Oh,  jealousy,  each  other  pasnon's  calm 
To  thee,  thou  conflagration  of  the  soult 
Thou  king  of  torments,  thou  grand  counterpoise 
For  all  the  transports  beauty  can  inqiirel 

I»a.  Alonio  comes  thii  way. 

Zaa.  Most  opportunely. 
Withdraw.    {Exit  Jm.)    '*Ye  subtle  demons, 

which  reside 
In  courts,  and  do  your  work  with  bows  and  smiles, 
That  Utile  enginery,  more  mischievous 
Than  fleets  and  armies,  and  the  cannon's  muider, 
I'each  me  to  look  a  lie ;  give  me  your  mate 
Of  gk>omy  thought  and  intricate  design,     ^ 
To  catch  the  man  I  hate,  and  then  devour." 

Enter  DON  ALONZO. 

My  lord,  I  give  you  joy. 

AUm,  Of  what,  good  Zangal 

Zan,  Is  not  the  lovely  Leonora  yours? 

Alon,  What  will  become  of  Carlosi 

Zan.  He's  your  friend ; 
And  since  he  can't  espouse  the  fair  himself. 
Will  take  some  comfort  from  Alonzo's  fortune. 

Alon.  Alas,  thou  little  know'st  the  force  of  love! 
Lcvo  reigns  a  sultan  with  unrivalled  sway; 
Puts  all  relations,  friendship's  self  to  death, 
If  once  he's  jealous  of  it.    I  love  Carlos; 
Yet  well  I  know  what  pangs  I  felt  this  morning, 
At  his  intended  nuptials.    For  myself 
]  then  Tea  pains  which  now  for  him  I  feel 

Zan  You  win  not  wed  her  theni 


Alcn.  Not  instantly. 
Insult  his  broken  heart  the  very  moment! 

Zan,  I  understand  you:  but  youll  ^ 
heivafter. 
When  your  friend's  gone,  and  his  first 
suaged. 

Aion,  Am  I  to  Uame  in  thatl 

Zan,  My  lord,  I  love 
Your  very  enrols:  they  are  bom  from  viit 
Your  friendship,  and  what  nobler  passion 
The  heart?  does  lead  you  blindfold  toyot 
Consider,  wherefore  did  Alvarez  break 
Don  Carlos'  match,  and  wherefore  urge  A 
'Twas  the  same  cause,  the  love  of  wealt 

morrow 
May  see  Alonzo  in  Don  Carlos'  fortune ; 
A  higlier  bidder  is  a  better  friend. 
And  there  are  princes  sigh  for  Leonora. 
When  your  friend's  gone,  you'll  wed ;  wh 

the  cause 
Which  gives  you  Leonora  now  win  cease. 
Carios  has  lost  her;  should  you  lose  her  U 
Why,  then  you  heap  new  torments  on  you 
By  Uiat  respect  which  laboured  to  relieve 
'Tis  weU  he  iidisturbed;  it  makes  him  pt 

Alon.  Think'st  thou,  my  Zanga,  shoul 
Don  Carlos, 
His  goodness  would  consent  that  I  ahoi 
her? 

Zan.  I  know  it  would. 

Alon,  But  then  the  cruelty 
To  ask  it,  and  for  me  to  ask  it  of  him! 

Zan.    Methinks  you   are  severe  upc 
friend. 
Who  was  it  gave  him  liberty  and  lifel 

Alon.  That  is  the  very  reason  which  fo 
Were  I  a  stranger  I  could  freely  speak: 
In  me  it  so  resembles  a  demand, 
Exacting  of  a  debt,  it  shocks  my  nature. 

2^n,  My  lord,  you  know  the  sad  altem 
Is  Leonora  worth  one  pang  or  not  ? 
It  hurts  not  me,  my  lord,  but  as  I  love  yoi 
Warmly  as  you  I  wish  Don  Carios  well; 
But  I  am  likewise  Don  Alonzo's  friend: 
There  all  the  diflerence  lies  between  us  tv 
In  me,  my  lord,  you  hear  another  self: 
And,  give  me  leave  to  add,  a  better  too. 
Cleared  from  these  errors,  which,  thongl 

by  virtue, 
Are  such  as  may  hereafter  give  you  pain- 
Don  Lopez  of  Castile  would  not  demur  th 

Alon.  Perish  the  name!  what,  sacrifice 
To  age  and  ugliness,  because  set  in  gold? 
VU  to  Don  Carlos,  if  my  heart  will  let  me. 
I  have  not  seen  him  since  his  sore  afllictioi 
But  shunned  it,  as  too  terrible  to  bear; 
How  shan  I  bear  it  now?  I'm  struck  alrea 
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Jf  of  my  work  is  done.    I  must  secure 

I,  ere  Alonzo  speak  with  him. 

»  a  message  to  a  servant j  then  retums] 

J  Spain,  ofl  drenched  in  Moorish  blood  I 

lot  feel  a  deadly  foe  within  theel 

:he  towers  where'er  I  pass  along. 

if  ruin,  and  their  great  destroyer? 

e  centre  if  Alonzo's  dear. 

,  oh  holy  Prophet!  see  me  torture 

tian  dog,  this  infidel,  which  dares 

ly  votaries,  and  spurn  thy  law; 

•pes  pleasure  from  two  radiant  eyes, 

I  as  they  were  lighted  up  for  thee  I 

joy  thy  paradise  below  1 

K>ld  thought,  and  curse  him  with  her 

i! 

3  melancholy  lover  comes. 

Enter  DON  CARLOS, 
•pe,  thou  hast  told  me  lies  from  day  to 

tiAn  twenty  years;  vile  proraiserl 
ire  happy,  but  the  very  ibol, 
k:  and  I  wasn't  fool  enough 
1  vanities,  and  hug  a  shadow; 
wisdom  to  elaborate 
il  happiness  from  pains: 
ire  pains,  because  they  can  not  last. 

}  talked  of  bliss:  it  is  the  art 
have  the  world  in  their  possession, 
I  good  name  that  fools  may  envy: 
)  small  minds  is  flattery." 

hft  the  head,  look  gay,  and  smile 
sir  consciences  1  and  this  we  know, 
ig,  disbelieve,  and  try  again 
lave  tried,  and  struggle  with  conviction, 
experience  gives  the  former  credit ; 
nd  gray  threescore  is  but  a  voucher, 

told  us  true. 
y  noble  lord, 
ur  fate:  but  are  no  hopes  surviving? 

hopes.    Alvarez  has  a  heart  of  steeL 
tis  past — 'tis  absolute  despair ! 
»u  wanted  not  to  have  your  heart  made 
er, 

m  pains,  to  feel  a  friend's  distress, 
nderstand  you  well    Alonzo  k>ves; 

lare  be  sworn  you  do. 

other  thou  j|hts. 

hat  can*8t  thou  mean  ? 

Jeed  he  has ;  and  fears  to  ask  a  &vonr 

from  a  stranger  might  request; 

I  you  nothing,  yet  is  all  to  him: 

indeed  vrill  to  your  glory  add, 

I  more  than  wishing  your  friend  well. 

ray  be  plain ;  his  happiness  is  mine. 

[e  bvee  to  death;  but  so  reveres  hii 


He  can't  persuade  his  heart  to  wed  the  maid 
Without  your  leave,  and  that  he  fears  to  ask. 
In  perfi&ct  tenderness  I  urged  him  to  it. 
Knowing  the  deadly  sickness  of  his  heart, 
Your  overflowing  goodness  to  your  friend, 
Your  wisdom,  and  despair  yourself  to  wed  hfer, 
I  wrung  a  promise  from  him  he  would  try : 
And  now  I  come,  a  mutual  friend  to  both, 
Without  his  privacy  to  let  you  know  it,       * 
And  to  prepare  you  kindly  to  receive  him. 

Car.  Ha!  if  he  weds  I  am  undone  indeed: 
Not  Don  Alvarez*  self  can  relieve  me. 

Zan,  Alas,  my  brd,  you  know  his  heart  is  steel; 
'Tii  fizt,  'tis  past,  'tis  absohite  despair. 

Car.  Oh,  cruel  heaven !  and  is  it  not  enough 
That  I  mu4  n^er,  never  see  her  more? 
Say,  is  it  not  enough  that  I  must  die; 
But  I  must  be  tormented  in  the  grave  ? — 
Ask  my  consent !  must  1  then  give  heV  to  him  1 
Lead  to  his  nuptial  sheets  the  blushing  maid? 
Oh ! Leonora  I  never,  never,  never  I 

Zan.  A  storm  of  plagues  upon  him  I  he  refusei. 

[aside. 

Car,  \VTiat,  wed  her! — and  to^ay! 

Zan,  To-day,  or  never. 
To-morrow  may  some  wealthier  lover  bring. 
And  then  Alonzo  is  thrown  out  like  you ; 
Then  whom  shall  he  condemn  for  his  miaforlniMl 
Carlos  Lb  an  Alvarez  to  lus  love. 

Car,  Oh,  torment  1  whither  ihaD  I  tarn? 

Zan,  To  peace. 

Car,  Which  is  the  way  ? 

jZan,  EUs  happiness  u  yoois 
I  dare  not  disbelieve  you. 

Car,  Kill  my  friend  I 
Or  worse        alas  I  and  can  there  be  a  wone? 
A  worn  there  is ;  nor  can  my  nature  bear  it 

Zan,  You  have  convinced  me  'tis  a  dreadfiil 
task. 
I  find  Alonso^s  quitting  her  this  morning 
For  CarW  sake,  in  tenderness  to  you, 
Betrayed  me  to  believe  it  less  severe 
Than  I  perceive  it  is. 

Car,  Thou  dost  upbraid  me? 

2^n,  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  since  yoa  ean^ 
comply, 
'Tis  my  misfortune  that  I  mentioned  it ; 
For  had  I  not,  Aionzo  would  indeed 
Have  died,  as  now,  but  not  by  your  decree. 

Car,  By  my  decree !  do  I  decree  his  death? 
I  do— shall  I  then  lead  her  to  his  arms  ? 
Oh,  which  side  shall  I  take  ?  be  sUbbed,  or  stab  1 
'TLb  equal  death  t  a  choice  of  agonies  I 
Ah,  no ! — an  other  agonies  are  ease 
To  one        oh,  Leorora!  never,  never  1 
Go^  Zanga,  go,  defer  the  dreadful  trial, 
Though  but  a  day,  something,  perchanoti  out 

happen 
To  soften  all  to  friendship  and  to  lofw. 
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Go,  ftop  my  ftiend,  let  mt  not  aee  him  now; 
But  lave  ut  from  an  inicnriew  of  death. 

Zan,  Mj  lord,  I'mboond  in  duty  to  obey  joQ^ 
If  I  do  not  bring  him,  may  Alonzo  proqwr. 

[andeandesii. 
Car.  What  la  thia  worldt— thy  Khool,  oh^ 
miaeiyl 
Our  only  leaoon  ia  to  learn  to  auffer; 
And  he  who  knowa  not  that,  waa  born  for  nothinf. 
Though  deep  my  panga,  and  heavy  at  my  heart, 
My  eomfort  ia,  each  moment  takes  away 
A  grain,  at  leaat,  from  the  dead  kiad  that*a  on  me, 
And  gives  a  nearer  proqpeot  of  the  grave. 
But  put  it  most  severely — should  I  live 
Live  long— «]as,  then  is  no  length  in  time  I 
Norin  thy  time,  oh,  man  1 — ^what's  fiiursoore  yeartf? 
Nay,  what,  indeed,  the  age  of  tiine  itself^ 
Since  cut  out  Gram  Eternity's  vride  round  I 
Away,  then,  to  a  mind  resolved  and  wise, 
There  is  an  impotence  in  misery. 
Which  makes  me  amile,  when  all  its  shafta  are  in 

me. 
Vet  Leonora— she  can  make  time  long, 
Its  nature  alter,  as  she  altered  mine. 
While  in  the  lustre  of  her  charms  I  lay, 
Whole  summer  suns  roll  unperceived  away; 
1  years  for  days,  and  days  for  moments  told, 
Ajid  was  surprized  to  hear  that  I  grew  old. 
Now  fate  docs  rigidly  its  dues  regain, 
And  every  moment  is  an  age  of  pain. 

As  he  la  going  oat,  enter  ZANGA  and  DON  ALO!fZO. 
ZANGA  Mops  DON  CAIUXML 

Zan.  Is  this  Don  Carlos?  this  the  boasted 
friend  1 
How  can  you  turn  your  back  upon  bis  sadness? 
Look  on  him,  and  then  leave  him  if  you  can. 
Whose  sorrows  thus  depress  him  ?  not  his  own ; 
This  moment  he  could  wed  without  your  leave, 

C^r.  I  can  not  yield ;  nor  can  I  bear  his  griefs. 
Alonzo!  [going  to  him  and  taking  hit  hand.] 

Alon.  Oh,  Carlos! 

Car.  Pray,  forbear. 

Alon.  Art  thou  undone,  and  shall  Alonio  smile? 
Alonzo,  who  perhaps,  in  some  degree 
Contributed  to  cause  thy  drcadfhl  fate? 
]  was  deputed  guardian  of  thy  love ; 
But,  oh,  I  loved  myself!  pour  down  afflictions 
On  this  devoted  head;  make  me  your  mark; 
And  be  the  world  by  my  example  taught. 
How  sacred  it  should  hokl  the  name  of  friend. 

Car.  \oM  charge  yourself  unjustly :  well  I  know 
The  only  cause  of  my  severe  affliction. 
Alvarez,  curst  Alvarez !— so  much  anguish 
Felt  for  so  small  a  failure,  is  one  merit 
Which  faultless  virtue  wants.    The  crime  was 


mine 


I 


Who  placed  thee  there,  where  only  thou  could'st 
faU, 


Though  well  I  knew  that  dreadful  pi 
I  gave  thee  to  "**«"»f^n     Ah !  who 
Those  eyes  unhurt  ?  the  wounds  myi 
Which  wounds  alone  should  cause  m 

thee, 
They  plead  in  thy  excuse ;  for  I  too  i 
To  shun  those  fires,  and  found  'twas 

Alon,  You  caat  in  shades  the  failur 
And  soiien  all ;  but  think  not  you  det 
I  know  my  guilt,  and  I  impbre  your 
As  the  solo  glimpse  I  can  obtain  of  pc 

Car.  Pardon  for  him,  who  but  t 
threw 
Fair  Leonora  firom  his  heart  aD  bathe 
In  ceaseless  tears,  and  blushing  for  h 
Who,  like  a  rose-leaf  wet  with  momii 
Would  have  stuck  close,  and  dung  & 
But  'twas  in  thee,  through  fondness  fc 
To  shut  thy  bosom  against  ecstacics ; 
For  wliich,  while  this  pulse  beats,  it  b 
While  this  blood  flows,  it  flows  for  m 
And  every  wish  b  leveled  at  thy  joy, 

Zan.  [to  Alonz6\  My  lord,  my  brd 
time  to  speak. 

Alon.  [to  Zanga]  Because  he's  kii 
fore  is  the  worst ; 
For  'tis  his  kindness  which  I  fear  to  h 
Shall  tlie  same  moment  see  him  sink  ! 
And  me  providing  for  a  flood  of  joys, 
Rich  in  the  plunder  of  his  happiness? 
No,  I  may  die ;  but  1  can  never  speali 

Car.  Now,  now  it  comes ;  they  are  o 
The  first  word  strikes  mo  dead — oh,  I 
And  shall  another  taste  her  fragrant  I 
Who  knows  what  allcr-time  may  brin 
Fathers  may  change,  and  I  may  wed 

Alon.  [to  Zdnga]  Do  I  not  see  hie 
scsscd  with  anguish. 
Which,  like  a  demon,  writhes  him  to 
And  sliall  I  pour  in  new?  no  fond  desi 
No  love:  one  pang  at  parting,  and  fa: 
I  have  no  other  love  but  Carlos  now. 

Car.  Alas,  my  friend,  why  with  such 
Dost  press  my  hand,  and  weep  upon  i 

Alon.  If,  after  death  our  forms,  as  » 
Shall  be  transparent,  naked  every  tho< 
And  friends  meet  friends,  and  read 

hearts, 
Thoul't  know  one  day  that  thou  wast  hel 
Farewell. 

Car.  Alonzo,  stay — be  can  not  speak- 
Lest  it  should  grieve  me — shall  I  Ix?  o 
And  lose  in  glory,  as  I  lose  in  love  ?  [< 
I  take  it  much  unkindly,  my  Alonzo, 
You  think  so  meanly  of  me,  B.ot  to  sp 
When  well  I  know  your  heart  is  near 
Have  you  forgot  how  you  have  bound 
Your  smallest  friendship's  liberty  t^'A 
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Aion,  There,  there  it  in,  my  friend,  H  cuts  me 
there. 
Bow  dreadful  it  is  to  a  generous  mind 
To  aik,  when  sure  he  can  not  be  denied ! 

Car,  How  greatly  thought !  in  all  he  towers 
above  me.  [a»ide] 
Then  you  confess  you  would  ask  something  of  rael 
Ahfi.  No,  on  my  soul. 
Zan,  [to  Ahnzo]  Then  lose  her. 
Car.  Glorious  spirit ! 
Why,  what  a  pang  has  he  run  through  for  this  I 
By  heaven,  I  envy  him  his  agonies. 
Why,  was  not  mine  the  most  illustrious  lot, 
Of  starting  at  one  action  flrom  below, 
And  flaming  up  into  consummate  greatness  1 
Ha!  angels  strengthen  me! — it  shall.be  m>-~ 
I  can't  want  strength.    Great  actions,  onoe  oon- 

cdved, 
Stvengthen  like  wine,  artd  animate  the  soul, 
And  call  themMlvcs  to  being,  [aside]  My  Alonzo, 
Since  thy  great  mul  dudains  to  make  request, 
Beerire  with  favour  that  I  make  to  thee. 
AIoH.  What  means  my  Carlos  1 
Car.  Pray  observe  me  well. 
Fate  and  Alvarez  tore  her  frcm  my  heart. 
And  plucking  up  my  love,  they  had  well  nigh 
Plucked  up  life  too,  for  they  were  twined  together. 
CH*  that  no  more — what  now  does  reason  Hdl 
I  ran  not  wed — farewell  my  happiness ! 
But,  O,  my  soul,  with  care  provide  for  hers ! 
Ifl  life  how  weak,  how  helpless  is  woman  I 
Soon  hurt ;  in  happiness  itself  unsafe. 
And  often  wountled  while  she  plucks  the  rose; 
80  properly  the  object  of  affliction, 
Xbat  heaven  is  pleased  to  make  distress  become  her. 
Aim!  dresses  her  most  amiably  in  tears. 
HTafce  then  my  heart  in  dowry  with  the  fair. 
Be  thoa  her  guardian,  and  thou  must  be  mine, 
Shut  oot  the  thousand  pressing  ills  of  life 
"Wlftli  thy  snnounding  arms — do  this,  and  then 
0cA  Jmiu  the  liberty  and  life  thou  gavest  me, 
Ajs  tittle  things,  as  essays  of  thy  goodness, 
Ji*^  rodinients  of  friendship  so  divine. 

Aloft.  There  is  a  grandeur  in  thy  goodness  to  me, 
^p^Hisch  with  thy  foes  wmikl  render  thee  adored. 
IBtit  have  a  care,  nor  think  I  can  In*  pleased 
'^flHih  any  thing  that  lays  in  pains  for  thee. 
Tbou  dost  dissemble,  and  thy  heart*s  in  tears. 

-.  My  heart's  in  health,  my  spirits  dance  their 

round, 
at  my  eyes  pleasure  looks  out  in  smiles. 
Aiof^'  And  canst  thou,  canst  thou  part  with  Leo- 
nora? 
Oar.  I  do  not  part  with  her,  I  give  her  thee. 
Afon.  O,  Carhis! 
Osr.   Don't  disturb  me,  Vm  sincere, 
|if or  19  it  men*  than  Minple  jii$^ire  in  me. 
This  iriom  didst  thou  resign  her  fir  my  sake; 


I  but  perform  a  virtue  learnt  fVom  thee; 
Discharge  a  debt,  and  pay  her  to  thy  vridiea 
AUm,  Ah,  howl  hut  think  not  words  were  ever 
made 
For  such  occasions.    Silence,  tears,  embraoei, 
Are  languid  eloquence ;  111  seek  relief 
In  ab^nce  from  the  pain  of  so  much  goodness^ 
There  thank  the  blest  above,  thy  sole  superiors, 
Adore,  and  raise  my  thoughts  of  them  by  thee. 

[exU. 
Zdn,  Thus  far  success  has  crowned  my  boMeil 
hope. 
My  next  care  b  to  hasten  these  new  nuptials, 
And  then  my  master-work  begins  to  play,  [osiefe] 
Why  this  veas  greatly  done,  without  one  sigh, 

[to  Car.] 
To  carry  such  a  glory  to  its  period. 
Car.  Too  soon  thou  praisest  me.    He^  V"^ 
and  now 
I  must  unsluice  my  ovcrburthened  heart, 
And  let  it  flow.    I  would  not  grieve  my  fnend 
With  tears,  nor  interrupt  my  great  design ; 
Great  sure  as  ever  human  breast  durst  think  o£ 
But  now  my  sorrows,  long  with  pain  supprest, 
Burst  their  confinement  with  impetuous  sway, 
O'er-swell  all  bounds,  and  bear  e'en  life  away, 
So  till  the  day  was  won,  the  Greek  renowned 
With  anguish  wore  the  arrow  in  his  wound, 
Then  drew  the  shaft  from  out  his  tortured  side, 
Let  gush  the  torrent  of  his  blood,  and  died. 

[exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

Entar  ZANGA. 

Zan.  O  joy,  thou  welcome  stranger!  twice  throe 
years 
I  have  not  felt  thy  vital  beam ;  but  now 
It  warms  my  veins,  and  plays  around  my  heait 
A  fiery  instinct  lifts  me  from  the  ground, 
And  I  could  mount— ^he  spirits  numberloH 
Of  my  dear  countrymen,  which  yesterday 
Left  their  poor  bleeding  bodies  on  the  field. 
Arc  all  assembled  here,  and  o'er-inform  me. 
O,  bridegroom !  great  indeed  thy  present  bliss; 
Yet  e'en  by  me  unen%ied ;  for  lie  sum 
It  is  thy  last,  thy  last  smile,  that  which  now 
Sits  on  thy  cheek ;  enjoy  it  while  thou  maycct ; 
Anguish,  and  groans,  and  death,hespeak  to-morrow 

Enter  ISABELLA. 

My  Isabella ! 

Isa.  What  commands,  my  Moorl 
Zan,  My  fair  ally  I  my  lovr'y  minirter* 

'Twas  well  Alvarer.,  by  my  art^  impelletl, 

Tu  plunge  Don  Carlo*  in  the  last  do«pwr 

And  so  prevent  all  future  «nnIetvJ*uor 
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FSnidM  Che  aiipCiik  noo  as  ha  ranlved  tfam; 
Thk  OMklnct  li^aoad  all  tar  me,  and  ram. 
8eaioe  had  the  prieit  the  holy  rite  perfcnae^ 
When  1,  bj  aacied  inqtetioii,  forged 
That  letter,  which  I  tmrted  to  thj  hand; 
That  letter,  which  in  glowing  terme  eooveji^ 
Fnm  happy  Carlos,  to  iair  Leonofa, 
The  moit  prolbund  acknowledgment  of  heart, 
For  wondrous  transpoits  which  he  neter  knew. 
Thb  is  a  good  subservient  artifice, 
To  aid  the  nobler  workings  of  my  bndn. 

ha.  I  quickly  dropt  it  in  the  bride's  apartment, 
As  yon  commanded. 

Zan,  With  a  lucky  hand ; 
For  aoon  Alonzo  found  it ;  I  obserred  Urn 
From  out  my  tecret  stand.    He  took  it  up ; 
But  fcaroe  was  it  unfolded  to  his  ogfat, 
When  he,  as  if  an  arrow  pierced  his  eye. 
Stalled,  and  trembling,  dropt  it  on  the  ground. 
Pale  and  aghast  awhile  my  victim  itood, 
DliguiMd  a  sigh  or  two,  and  puffed  them  firom  him ; 
Then  nibbed  his  brow,  and  took  it  up  again. 
At  first  he  looked  as  if  he  meant  to  xead  it; 
But  checked  by  rising  fiears,  be  crushed  it — thus — 
And  thrust  it,  like  an  adder,  in  his  'iosoul 

ba.  But  if  he  read  it  not,  it  can  not  sting  him. 
At  least  not  mortally. 

Zan,  At  firrt  I  thought  so; 
But  farther  thought  informs  me  otherwise. 
And  turns  this  disappointment  to  account 
He  more  shall  credit  it,  because  unseen, 
If  'tis  unseen,  as  thou  anon  mayest  find. 

Ita.  That  would  indeed  commend  my  Zaiiga's 
skill. 

Zan.  This,  Isalwlla,  is  Don  Carlos'  picture ; 
Take  it:  and  so  dis|)08e  of  it,  that  found, 
It  may  ri^e  up  a  witness  of  her  love ; 
Under  her  pillow,  in  her  cabinet, 
Or  elsewhere,  as  shall  best  promote  our  end. 

Jba.  I'll  weigh  it  as  its  consequence  requires. 
Then  do  my  utmost  to  deserve  your  smile,     [exit. 

Zan.  Is  that  Alonzo  prostrate  on  the  ground  1 — 

Now  he  starts  up,  like  flames  from  sleeping  em- 
bers, 

And  wild  distraction  glares  from  either  eye. 

If  thus  a  slight  surmise  can  work  his  soul, 

How  will  the  fulnesd  of  the  tempest  tear  himi 

Enter  Don  ALONZa 

Alon.  And  yet  it  can  not  be — I  am  deceived — 
J  injure  her;  she  wears  the  face  of  heaven. 

Zan.  Ho  doubts.  [retires. 

Alon.  I  dare  not  look  on  this  ac^ain. 
If  the  first  glance,  which  gave  suspicion  only, 
Had  Huch  efToct ;  ao  smote  my  lieart  and  brain, 
The  certainty  would  dash  me  all  in  pieces. 
li  can  not — ha !  it  must,  it  must  lie  true,    [starts. 

Zan.  Hold   there,  and  we  succeed.     He  has 
descried  nic 


And,  fiir  he  thinks  1  love  him,  win  an 
His  aching  heart,  and  feat  it  on  my  o 
FD  seem  to  go,  to  make  my  stay  mora 

AUm,  Hold,Zanga,tain. 

Zan.  Myk>rd. 

Alcn.  Shut  dose  the  doofi, 
That  not  a  sfnrit  find  an  entrance  ha 

Zan.  My  lord 's  obeyed. 

Alcn.  I  see  that  then  art  firigfated. 
If  thou  dort  kive  dm,  I  ahall  fiU  thy  he 
With  scorpions'  stings. 

Zan,  If  I  do  love,  my  lord  1 

Alon.  Come  near  me,  let  me  rest  a 
aom, 
What  pillow  like  the  bosom  of  a  finen 
For  I  am  sick  at  h^art. 

Zan.  Speak,  sir,  O  speak. 
And  take  me  from  the  rack. 

Alon.  And  is  there  need 
Of  words  7  behold  a  wonder !  see  my 

Zan.  I  feel  'em  toa    Heaven  gran 
fail  me! 
I  rather  would  lose  them,  than  have  t} 

Alon.  Go,  take  a  round  through  a 
thy  thought, 
And  find  that  one,  for  there  is  only  oi 
Which  could  extort  my  tears ;  find  tha 
Thyself  my  misery,  and  spare  me  the 

Zan.  Sorrow  can  think  but  ill — I 
dered ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am. 

Alon.  Think,  think,  no  more 
It  ne'er  can  enter  in  an  honest  heart. 

Ill  tell  thee,  then 1  can  not ^yc 

By  wanting  force  to  give  it  utterance. 

Zan.  Sj»eak,  ease  your  heart;  it^ 
break  your  l>08om. 

Alon.  1  am  most  happy ;  mine  is  vi 
Mine  the  king's  favour,  mine  the  natic 
And  great  men  make  their  fortunes  of 

0  curse  of  curses!  in  the  lap  of  hleesir 
To  be  most  curst! my  Leonora  *s  f 

Zan.  Save  me,  my  lord ! 
Alon.  My  Leonora's  false! 

[g^'ves  kirn 

Zan.  Tlien  heaven  has  lost  its  im 

earth. 

[tphile  Zanga  reads  the  letter^  he  tr 

shows  the  utmost  concern.] 

Alon.  Gtxxl-natured  man!  he  makr 

his  own. 

1  durst  not  read  it;  but  I  read  it  now 
In  thy  conrrrn. 

Zan.  Did  you  not  read  it  ihfnl 
Alon.  Mine  eye  just  touched  it,  ant 

no  more. 
Zan.  Thus  perish  all  that  gives  A  In 

f/car.'? 


THE  REVENGE. 


ISh 


Alan,  Wjy  duTit  thou  tear  iti 
Zon.  Think  of  U  no  more. 
^was  jou|  mistake,  and  groundleia  are  your  fean. 
Alon.  And  did'st  thou  tremble  then  for  mj  mia- 

takel 
Or  give  the  whole  contents,  or  by  the  pangs 
That  feed  upon  my  heart,  thy  life  '■  in  danger. 

Zan.  Is  this  Alonzo's  language  to  his  Zanga? 
Draw  forth  your  sword,  and  find  the  secret  here. 
For  whose  sake  is  it,  think  you,  I  conoeal  itl 
Wherefore  this  rage  7  because  I  seek  your  peace? 
I  have  no  interest  in  suppresnng  it, 
But  what  good  natured  tenderness  for  you 
Obliges  me  to  have.    Not  mine  the  heart 
That  will  be  rent  in  two.    Not  mine  the  fame 
That  will  be  damned,  though  all  the  world  should 

know  it 
Alon,  Then  my  worst  fears  are  true,  and  life  is 

past 
Zan.  What  has  the  rashness  of  my  passion  ut- 

teredl 
I  know  not  what ;  but  rage  is  our  destruction, 

And  all  its  words  are  wind ^yet  sure  I  think, 

I  nothing  owned ^but  grant  I  did  confess, 

What  is  a  letter?  letters  may  be  forged. 

For  heaven's  sweet  sake,  my  lord,  lift  up  your 

heart. 
Some  foe  to  your  repose 

Alon.  So,  heaven  look  on  me. 
As  1  can't  find  tlie  man  I  have  oflTended. 

Ztm.  Indeed !  [aside]  our  innocence  is  not  our 

shield; 
They  take  ofllence,  who  have  not  been  offended ; 
They  seek  our  ruin  too,  who  speak  us  fair, 
And  death  is  oftpn  ambuBhod  in  their  smiles. 
"  We  know  not  whom  we  have  to  fear."  'Tiscer 

tain 
A  letter  may  be  forged,  and  in  a  point 
Of  such  a  dreadful  consequence  as  this, 
One  would  rely  on  nought  tliat  might  be  false 


Think,  have  you  .iny  other  cause  to  doubt  her? 
Away,  you  can  find  none.   Resume  your  spirits; 
Ail's  well  again. 

Alon.  O  that  it  were ! 

Zan,  It  is ; 
For  who  would  credit  that,  which  credited, 
Makes  Iiell  superfluous  by  superior  piiins, 
Wkhout  such  proofs  as  can  not  lie  withstood; 
Has  she  not  ever  l)een  to  virtue  traiiicd  1 
Is  not  her  fame  as  spotlen  as  the  sun 
Her  sex's  envy,  an«l  the  Iwast  of  Spain? 

Alon.  O,  Zanga!  it  is  that  confounds  me  roost, 
That  full  in  opimsition  to  a[)poarance 

Zan.  No  more,  my  lord,  for  you  condemn  your- 
self. 
What  is  absurdity,  but  to  l>eliove 
Against  appearance ! — you  can't  j'et,  I  find. 
Subdue  your  pa<;fiion  to  your  liottrr  Ronsr ; — 
And,  truth  u>  tell,  it  does  not  much  displease  me. 


*Tis  fit  our  indiscretion  should  be  checked 
With  some  degree  of  pain. 

Alon.  What  indiscretbn? 

Zan,  Come,  you  must  bear  to  hear  your  fimhs 
from  me: 
Had  you  not  sent  Don  Carlos  to  the  court 
The  night  before  the  battle,  that  foul  slave, 
Who  forged  the  senseless  scroU  which  gives  yor 

pain, 
Had  wanted  footing  for  his  villany. 

Alon.  I  sent  him  not 

Zan,  Not  send  him ! — ha! — that  strikes  me. 
I  thought  he  came  on  message  to  the  king. 
Is  there  another  cause  could  justify 
His  shunning  danger,  and  the  promised  fightl 
But  I  perhaps  may  tliink  too  rigidly ; 
So  long  an  absence,  and  impatient  love 

Alon,  In  my  confusion  that  had  quite  escaped 
me. 
By  heaven,  my  wounded  soul  does  bleed  afiresh;— 
'Tis  clear  as  day — for  Carlos  is  so  brave, 
He  lives  not  but  on  fame,  he  hunts  for  danger, 
And  is  enamoured  of  the  face  of  death. 
How  then  could  he  decline  the  next  day's  battle  1 
But  for  the  transports ! Oh,  it  must  be  so- 
Inhuman  !  by  the  loss  of  his  own  honour, 
To  buy  the  ruin  of  his  friend  1 

Zan.  You  wrong  him : 
He  knew  not  of  your  love. 

Alon,  Ha! 

Zan.  That  stings  home,  [ande.] 

Alon.  Indeed,  he  knew  not  of  my  treacheroos 
love — 
Proofs  rise  on  proofs,  and  still  the  last  the  strong- 
est. 
The  eternal  law  of  things  declares  it  true. 
Which  calls  for  judgment  on  distinguished  guilt, 
And  loves  to  midcc  our  crime  our  punishment 
Love  is  my  torture,  love  was  first  my  crime ; 
For  she  Was  his,  my  friend's,  and  he,  O,  horror! 
Confided  all  in  me.     O,  sacred  faith  I 
How  dearly  I  abide  thy  violation  I 

jSan.  Were  then  their  loves  far  gone? 

Alon.  The  father's  will 
There  bore  a  total  sway ;  and  he,  as  soon 
As  news  arrived  that  Carlos'  fleet  was  seen 
From  ofiTour  coast,  fired  with  the  love  of  gold, 
DettTmined,  that  ihe  very  son  which  saw 
Carlos'  return,  should  see  his  daughter  wed. 

Zan.  Indeed,  my  lord ;  then  you  must  pamoe 
me. 
If  I  presume  to  mitigate  the  crime. 
Consider,  strong  allurements  soften  guilt ; 
Long  was  his  absence,  ardent  was  his  love. 
At  midnight  his  return,  the  next  day  destino«! 
For  his  espousals — 'twas  strong  temptation. 

Alon.  Temptation ! 

Zan.  'Twas  but  gaining  of  one  ?iight 

Alon.  Onenightl 
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Zan,  That  crime  eoald  ne'er  return  again. 

Alon.  Again  I  by  heaven  thoa  dost  insult  thy 
lord. 
Temptation !  one  night  gained  I O  stings  and  death  1 
And  am  1  then  undone  1  alas,  my  Zanga ! 
And  dost  thou  own  it  too  7  deny  it  still, 
And  rescue  me  one  moment  from  distraction. 

Zan.  My  lord,  I  hope  the  best 

AUm.  False,  fooUsh  hope, 
And  insolent  to  me !  thou  know*st  it's  false ; 
It  is  as  glaring  as  the  noon-tide  sun. 
Devil ! — ^this  morning,  after  three  yean  ooldnefli^ 
To  rush  at  once  into  a  passion  for  me ! 
Twas  time  to  feign,  'twas  time  to  get  another, 
When^  her  first  fool  was  sated  with  her  beautiea. 

Zan,  What  says  my  lord  1  did  Leonora  then 
Never  before  disclose  her  passion  for  you  1 

Alan.  Never. 

Zaii,  Throughout  the  whole  three  years  1 

Alon.  O  never !  never ! 
Why,  Zanga,  shouldst  thou  strive  1  'tis  all  in  vain : 
Though  thy  soul  labours,  it  can  find  no  reed 
For  hope  to  catch  at.    Ah !  I'm  plunging  down 
Ten  thousand  thousand  fathoms  in  despair. 

jSan.  Hold,  sir,  I'll  break  your  fall — wave  evciy 
fear, 
And  be  a  man  again — ^had  he  enjoyed  her, 
Be  most  assured,  he  had  resigned  her  to  you 
With  less  reluctance. 

Alon.  Ha !  rcsi2n  her  to  me ! 
Resign  her ! — who  resign  her? — double  death  ! 
How  could  I  doubt  so  long  ?  my  heart  is  broke. 
First  love  her  to  distraction !  then  resign  her! 

Zan.  But  was  it  not  with  utmost  agony  1 

Alon.  Grant  that,  he  still  resigned  her:  that's 
enough. 
Would  he  pluck  out  hU  eye  to  give  it  me  ? 
Tear  out  his  heart  ? — she  was  his  heart  no  more — 
For  was  it  with  reluctance  he  resigned  her : 
By  heaven,  he  asked;  he  courted  me  to  wed. 
I  thought  it  strange ;  'tis  now  no  longer  so. 

Zan.  Was't  his  request  ?  are  you  right  sure  of 
thati 
1  fear  the  letter  was  not  all  a  tale. 

Alon.  A  tale  !  there's  proof  equivalent  to  sight. 

Zan.  I  should  distrust  my  sight  on  this  occasion. 

Alon.  And  so  should  I;  by  heaven,  I  tliink  I 
should. 
What !  Leonora,  the  divine,  by  whom 
We  guessed  at  angels !  oh !  I'm  all  confusion. 

Zan.  You  now  are  too  much  ruffled  to  think 
clearly, 
ftim  e  bliss  and  horror,  life  and  death  hanor  on  it. 
(lo  to  your  chamlKT,  tliere  maturely  wci"h 
K;u*h  circumstance:  consider,  above  all. 
That  it  is  jealousy's  (xTuIiar  nature 
To  swell  small  things  lo  g'Ciit ;  nay,  out  of  nought 
To  conjure  much,  ami  t!»cn  lo  lost^  itr^  n  ason 
Amid  the  tiideous  phantoms  it  has  formed. 


Alon.  Had  I  ten  thousand  lives,  I'd  give  them  a 
To  be  deceived.    I  fear  'tis  doomsday  with  me. 
And  yet  she  seemed  so  pure,  that  I  thought  haiv« 
Borrowed  her  form  for  virtue's  self  to  wear, 
To  gain  hei  lovers  with  the  sons  of  men. 
O,  Leonora!  Leonora !  [exit 

EotAT  ISABELLA. 

Zan,  Thus  &r  it  works  auspicioasly.    My  pi 
tient 
Thrives  underneath  my  hand  in  misery. 
He's  gone  to  think ;  that  is,  to  be  distracted. 

ha,  I  overheard  your  conference,  and  aaw  jh 
To  my  amazement,  tear  the  letter. 

Zan,  There, 
Theie,  Isabella,  I  out-did  myself. 
For  tearing  it,  I  not  fecure  it  only 
In  its  force;  but  superadd  a  new. 
For  who  can  now  the  character  examine 
To  cause  a  doubt,  much  less  detect  the  frandl 
And  after  tearing  it,  as  loth  to  show 
The  foul  contents,  if  I  should  swear  it  now 
A  forgery,  my  Iprd  would  disbelieve  roe. 
Nay,  more,  would  disbelieve  the  more  I  snrara. 
But  is  the  picture  happily  disposed  oft 

ba.  It  is. 

Zan.  That's  well— ah !  what  is  well  1  O,  pan 
to  think  I 
O  dire  necessity !  u  this  my  provinee  1 
Whither,  my  soul !  ah !  whither  art  thou  sunk 
Beneath  thy  sphere  ?  ere  while,  far,  far  above 
Such  little  arts,  disscml>hng,  f>lsehootl;»,  frauds, 
The  trash  of  villany  itself,  which  falls 
To  cowards,  and  poor  wretches  wantin<v  bread. 
Does  this  become  a  sohlierl  this  btvome 
Whom  armies  followed,  and  a  people  loved  1 
My  martial  glory  withers  at  the  thought 
But  great  my  end ;  and  since  there  are  no  other, 
These  means  are  just,  they  shine  with  borrowv 

light, 

Illustrious  from  the  purpose  they  pursue. 
And  greater,  sure,  my  merit,  who,  to  gain 
A  point  sublime,  can  such  a  task  sustain ; 
To  wade   through  ways  obscene,  my  honoc 

bend, 
And  shock  my  nature,  to  attain  my  end. 
Late  time  shall  wonder  ;  that  my  joys  will  nusi 
For  wonder  is  involuntary  praise.         [exmal 


ACT  IV. 

SCRNE    I. 

Enter  DON  ALONZO  and  ZANGA. 

Alon.  Oh,  what  a  pain  to  tliink !  when  cvei 
thought, 
Perplexing  tijoiight,  in  intricarios  runn 
Ami  reason  knits  the  inoxtricabh*  toil 
In  which  herself  is  taken!  I  am  \ot^ 
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Poor  insect  that  I  am,  I  am  involved, 
And  buried  in  the  web  myself  have  wrought! 
One  argument  is  balanced  by  another, 
And  reason  reason  meets  in  doubtful  fight, 
And  proc^  are  countennined  by  equal  proofii. 
No  more  111  bear  this  battle  of  the  mind, 
This  inward  anarchy;  but  find  my  wife. 
And  to  her  trembling  heart  presenting  death, 
Force  all  the  secret  from  her. 

Zan.  O,  forbear! 
You  totter  on  the  very  brink  of  r\iin. 

Alon.  What  dost  thou  meani 

Zan,  That  will  discover  all, 
And  kill  my  hopes.    What  can  I  think  or  dol 

[astde] 

Alon,  What  dost  thoamnrmurl 

Zon.  Force  the  secret  from  her! 
What's  perjury  to  such  a  crime  as  thisi 
Will  she  confess  it  then  1  O,  groundless  hope  1 
But  rest  assured,  she'll  make  this  accusation, 
Or  false  or  true,  your  ruin  with  the  king; 
Such  is  her  father's  power. 

Alon,  No  more,  I  care  not; 
Bather  than  groan  beneath  this  load,  Til  die. 

Zan,  But  for  what  better  will  you  change  this 
load? 
(3iaDt  you  should  know  it,  would  not  that  be 
worse  1 

Alon.  No,  it  would  cure  me  of  my  mortal  pangs; 
By  hatred  and  contempt  I  should  despise  her, 
And  all  my  love-bred  agonies  would  vanish. 

Zan.  Ah!  were  I  sure  of  that,  my  lord — 

Ahn.  What  then! 

Zan.  You  should  not  hazard  life  to  gain  tlie 
secret 

Alon,  What  dost  thou  mean  I  thou  know'st  Tm 
on  the  rack. 
rn  not  be  played  with;  speak,  if  thou  hast  aught. 
Or  I  this  instant  fiy  to  Leonura. 

Zan.  That  is,  to  death.    My  lord,  I  am  not  yet 
Ctuite  so  far  gone  in  guilt  to  suffer  it, 
Though  gone  too  £ir,  heaven  knows — 'tis  I  am 

guilty 
I  have  took  pains,  as  you,  I  know,  observed, 
To  hinder  you  ^rom  diving  in  the  secret. 
And  turned  aside  your  tlioughts  from  the  detection. 

A!im.  Thou  dost  confound  me. 

Zan.  1  confound  myself, 
And  frankly  own  it,  though  to  my  shame  I  own  it; 
Nought  but  your  life  in  danger  could  have  torn 
The  secret  out,  and  made  me  own  my  crime. 

Alon.  Speak  quickly ;  Zanga,  speak. 

Zan.  Not  yet,  dread  sir: 
k>'*lr»t,  I  must  be  assured,  that  if  you  find 
The  fair  one  guilty,  scorn,  as  you  oAsurrd  me. 
Shall  conquer  love  and  ragi*,  and  heal  your  soul. 

Alon.  Oh,  'twill,  by  heaven. 

Zan.  Alas !  I  fear  it  much, 
An  J  scarce  can  hope  so  far;  but  T  of  this 
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Exact  your  solemn  oath,  that  you'll  abstain 
From  all  self-violence,  and  save  my  k>nL 

Alon.  I  trebly  swear. 

Zan,  You'll  bear  it  like  a  mani 

Alon.  A  god. 

Zan,  Such  have  you  been  to  me,  theao  team 
confess  it. 
And  poured  forth  miracles  of  kindness  on  me: 
And  what  amends  is  now  within  my  power. 
But  to  confess,  expose  myself  to  justice. 
And  as  a  blessing  claim  my  punishment  1 
Know  then,  Don  Carlos 

Alon.  Oh! 

Zan.  You  can  not  bear  it 

Alon.  Gro  on,  111  have  it,  though  it  blast  man- 
kind; 
111  have  it  all,  and  instantly.    Qo  on. 

Zan.  Don  Carios  did  return  at  dead  of  nigfat^ 

Enter  LEONORA. 

Leon.  My  lord  Alonzo,  you  are  absent  from  us. 
And  quite  undo  our  joy. 

Alon.  I'll  come,  my  love: 
Be  not  our  friends  deserted  by  us  both; 
I'll  follow  you  tikis  moment 

Leon.  My  good  lord, 
I  do  observe  severity  of  thought 
Upon  your  brow.    Aught  hear  you  from  tha 
Moors  1 

Alon.  No,  my  delight. 

Leon.  What  then  employed  your  mind? 

Alon.  Thou,  love,  and  only  thou:  so  heaven 
befriend  me. 
As  other  thought  can  find  no  entrance  here. 

Leon.  How  good  in  you,  my  lord,  whom  na^ 
tions'  cares 
Solicit,  and  a  world  in  arms^beys, 
To  drop  one  thought  on  me! 

[he  shows  the  utmost  {mpatier*t«l 

Alon.  Dost  thou  then  prize  it? 

Leon,  Do  you  then  ask  it? 

Alon.  Know  then  to  thy  comfort, 
Thou  hast  me  all,  my  throbbing  heart  is  full 
With  thee  alone,  I've  thought  of  nothing  ebe ; 
Nor  shall  I,  from  my  soul  believe,  till  death. 
My  life,  our  friends  expect  thee. 

Leon.  I  ol>ey.  [ExiU 

Alon.  Is  that  the  face  of  curst  hypocrisy! 
If  she  n  guilty,  stars  are  made  of  darkness, 
And  beauty  shall  no  more  belong  to  heaven- 
Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night- 
Proceed,  good  Zanga,  so  thy  talc  began. 

Zan.  Don  Carlos  did  return  at  dead  of  night; 
That  niglit,  by  chance,  ill  chance  for  me,  did  I 
Command  the  watch  that  guards  the  palace  gata. 
lie  told  me  lie  had  letters  for  the  king, 
Dispatched  from  you. 

Alon.  The  villain  lied! 

Zan.  My  lonl, 
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I  prmy,  tonfMi^-tnampotitd  at  hit  aighl, 
After  10  long  a  bondage,  and  yoar  Irieod, 
Who  oould  nispect  him  of  an  artifice? 
No  (arther  I  inquired,  bat  let  him  pais, 
Fake  to  my  trust,  at  leaat  imprudent  in  it. 
Our  watch  relieved,  1  went  into  the  garden, 
Aa  is  my  custom,  when  the  night's  serene. 
And  took  a  moon-light  walk :  when  soon  I  heard 
A  rustling  in  arbour  that  was  near  me. 
I  saw  two  lovers  in  each  other's  arms, 
Embracing  and  embraced.     Anon  the  man 
Arose  and  falUng  back  some  paces  frum  her. 
Gazed  ardently  awhile,  then  rushed  at  once, 
And  throwing  all  himself  into  her  bosom, 
There  softly  sighed;  '  oh,  night  of  ecstasy ! 
Whon  shall  we  meet  again  V — Don  Carlos  then 
Led  Leonora  forth. 

Alon,  Oh,  oh,  my  heart!  [he  tinkt  into  a  chair] 

Zan,  Groan  on,  and  with  the  sound  refresh  my 
;  soull 

Tis  through  his  heart,  his  knees  smite  one  another. 
'Tis  through  his  brain,  his  eye- balls  roll  in  anguish. 

[oHde] 
My  lord,  my  lord,  why  do  you  rack  my  soul  1 
8peak  to  me,  let  me  know  that  you  still  live. 
Do  not  you  know  nie,  sir?  pray,  look  upon  me: 
You  think  too  deeply — I'm  your  own  Z&nga, 
Bo  loved,  so  chorislied,  and  so  faitliful  to  you. — 
Why  start  you  in  such  fury  7 — nay,  my  lord, 
Fur  heaven's  sake  sheathe  your  swonJ !  what  can 

this  mean  1 
Fool  that  I  was,  to  trust  you  with  the  84*cret, 
And  you  unkind  to  break  your  woni  with  me. 
'  Oh,  pasnion  for  a  woman  ! — on  t*ie  ground ! 
Where  is  your  l>oa«t4Hl  courage?  where  your  scorn, 
And  prudent  rage,  that  wah  to  cure  y«*ur  grief. 
And  cliaboyour  lovc-hred  agonies  nway  ?" 
Rate,  flir,  for  honour's  sake.     Why  should  the 

Moors, 
Why  sliould  the  vanquished  triumph  1 

Alon.  Would  to  heaven 
That  I  were  lover  still-;  oh,  she  was  all ! 
My  fame,  my  friendship,  and  my  love  of  arms. 
All  stooped  to  her,  my  blood  was  her  possession. 
Deep  in  the  secret  foldings  ot  my  heart 
She  Uved  with  life,  and  far  the  de^irur  siie. 
But — and — no  more — set  nature  on  a  blaze, 
Giv#»  her  a  fit  of  jealousy — away — 
To  think  on't  is  the  torment  of  the  damned, 
And  not  to  tliink  on't  is  iniiKJstiiblc. 
II'^w  fair  the  cheek  that  first  alarmed  my  soul! 
How  bright  the  eye  that  set  it  on  a  Hanic ! 
How  soil  I  he  breast  on  wtiich  I  laid  my  peace 
For  years  to  slumlwr  unawaked  by  care  ! 
Hciw  fierce  the  transport!  how  giiMinie  the  bliss! 
How  deep,  how  black,  the  horror  and  despair!" 

Zan.  You  said  you'd  bear  it  like  a  man. 

AUm.  I  do. 
Am  I  not  aimost  distracted  1 


Zan.  Pray  be  calm. 
AUnu  Asburricaiies: — bethoo 
Zan.  Is  this  the  wise  Alomol 
AUm,  Yillain,  no! 
He  died  in  the  arboar— ha  was  murdered 
I  am  his  demon  though — my  wife  1— -my 
Zan.  Alaa !  he  weeps. 
Alon.  Go,  dig  her  grave ! 
Zan.  My  lord  1 

AUnt.  But  that  her  blood's  too  hot,  I ' 
rouse  it 
Around  my  bridal  board ! 
Zan.  And  I  woukl  pledge  thee,    [aaid 
Alon.  But  I  may  talk  too  fiuft.     Pra 
think. 
And  reason  mildly. — Wedded  and  undoi 
Before  one  night  descends. — Oh,  hasty  i 
Wliat  friend  to  comfort  me  in  my  extren 
Where's  Carlos  ?  why  is  Carlos  absent  ! 
Does  he  know  what  has  happened  7 
Zan.  My  good  lord ! 
Alon.   Oh,  depth  of  horror!    be! — m 

friend ! 
Zan.  Alas,  compose  yourself,  tny  lord. 
Alon.  To  death! 
Gaze  on  her  with  both  eyes  so  ardently  1 
Give  them  to  the  vultures,  tear  them  all  I 
Zan.* Most  excellent!  [atide] 
Alon.  Hark !  you  can  keep  a  secret. 
In  yciider  arliour  lx)und  with  jasmine— 
Who's  that!  what  villain's  that?  unhar 

murder! 

Tear  then)  asuntler murder ^howt 

My  heart  k-twi.xt  them  !— oh,  let  go  my 
Vet  lot  it  go — '  embracing  and  embraced 
Oh,  pestilence  I — who  let  hiin  in  ? — a  tn 
[Goes  to  stab  Znnga^  he  prevei 
Al.is!  my  head  turns  round,  and  my  limb 
Zan.  My  lord ! 

Alon.  Oh,  villain,  villain,  most  accurst 
If  thou  didst  know  it^  why  didst  let  me  v 
Zan.  Hear  me,  my  lord,  your  anger  v 
I  knew  it  not: — 1  sawtlioni  in  the  garde 
But  saw  no  more  than  you  might  well  e 
To  see  in  lovers  di*«tined  for  each  other ; 
By  heaven  1  thougiit  tlieir  meeting  inno( 
Who  could  sus^iecl  fair  Let>n()ra'8  virtue. 
Till  after  proofs  conspired  to  blacken  it  ? 
Sad  proofs,  which  came  Uh)  late,  which  I 

out. 
Eternal  curses  on  Alvaroz'  haste! 
Till  holy  rites  had  niadr  tlie  wanton  you 
And  then,  1  own,  1  laboured  to  eom-.eal  it 
In  duty  and  couipaKsion  to  )our  jH'ure. 
Alon.  Live  now,    be  damned    hereafti 

want  thee. 

'  Oh,  night  of  ecstary  !' — ha!  xvi\»i  not  st 
I  will  enjoy  this  murder. — Let  me  lliink- 
The  jasmine  bower — 'tis  srcrcl  and  remoJ 
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Gh>  wait  m*  there,  and  take  my  dagger  with  thee. 

[Exit  Zanga. 
How  the  sweet  ioand  still  sings  within  my  ear! 
When  shall  we  meet  again  1 to-night,  in  heU. 

As  he  b  goings  entar  LEONORA. 

Ha  I  Fm  surprised !  I  stagger  at  her  charms  I 

Oh,  angel-devil! shall  I  stab  her  now] 

No  it  shall  be  as  I  at  first  determined. 

To  kill  her  now  were  half  my  vengeance  lost 

Then  must  I  now  dissemble— if  I  can. 

Ijton,  My  lord,  excuse  me;  see  a  second  time 
I  come  iiy embassy  from  all  your  friends, 
Whose  joys  are  languid,  uninspired  by  you. 

Alon,  This  moment,  Leonora,  I  was  coming 
To  thee,  and  all — ^but  sure,  or  I  mistake,  ^ 

Or  thou  can*st  well  inspire  my  friends  with  joy. 
Jjun,  Why  sighs  my  lordl 

Jdmt,  I  sighed  not,  Leonora. 

heotu  I  thought  you  did;  your  sighs  are  mine, 
my  lord, 
And  shall  I  feel  them  all. 

A/on.  Dost  flatter  me  1 

Jjeon,  If  my  regards  for  you  are  flattery. 
Fun  far  indeod  I  stretched  the  compliment 
In  this  da^'s  solemn  rite. 

A/m.  What  rite  1 

Xieofi.  You  sport  me.  • 

Alan.  Indeed  I  do;  my  heart  is  full  of  mirth. 

Ijton.  And  so  is  mine — I  look  on  cheerfulness 
As  on  the  health  of  virtue. 

Ainm,  Virtue! — damn 

Ijttm,  What  says  my  lord  1 

Alion.  Thou  art  exceeding  fair. 

Ijum.  Beauty  alone  is  but  of  little  worth; 
But  when  the  soul  and  body  of  a  piece. 
Both  shine  alike,  then  they  obtain  a  price. 
And  are  a  fit  reward  for  gallant  aciions, 
Heaven's  pay  on  earth  fur  such  great  souls  as  yours; 
If  fiur  and  innocent  I  am  your  due. 

Alon.  Innocent!  [oWc^e.] 

Jjum,  How,  my  lord !  1  interrupt  you. 

Jdtm.  No,  my  best  life  I  I  must  not  part  with 
thee — 
This  hand  is  mine— oh!  what  a  hand  is  here! 
So  soft,  souls  gink  into  it,  and  are  lost! 

Jjton,  In  tears,  my  lord] 

Alort,  What  less  can  speak  my  joy  1 
I  gaze,  and  1  forget  my  own  existence; 
Tis  all  a  vision — my  head  swims  in  heaven. 
Wherefore!  oh,  wherefore  this  expense  of  beauty? 

And  wherefore,  oh ! 

Why,  I  could  gaze  ujKjn  thy  looks  for  ever. 
And  driiik  in  all  my  being  from  tlilnc  eyes; 
And  1  could  snatch  a  flaming  thunderbolt. 
And  hurl  tie«lruction ! — 

htmx.  How,  my  lord!  what  mean  you 7 
Acquaint  me  with  the  secret  of  your  heart. 
Or  cast  u)e  out  for  ever  from  your  love. 


AJUm.  Art  thou  concerned  for  me  1 

IjMn.  My  lord  you  fright  me. 
Is  this  the  fondness  of  your  nuptial  hour  1 
I  am  ill-used,  my  k>rd,  I  must  not  bear  it. 
Why,  when  I  woo  your  hand,  u  it  denied  me  1 
Your  very  eyes,  why  are  they  taught  to  shun  mel 
Nay,  my  good  k>rd,  I  have  a  title  here 

\iakii\g  hi»  hand. 
And  I  will  have  it    Am  I  not  your  wife? 
Have  I  not  just  authority  to  know 
That  heart  which  I  have  purchased  with  my  ownl 
Lay  it  before  me  then;  it  is  my  due. 
Unkind  Abnzol  though  I  might  demand  it; 
Behold  I  kneel !  see,  Leonora  kneels ! 
And  deigns  to  be  a  beggar  for  her  own ! 
Tell  me  the  secret,  I  conjure  you  tell  me. 
The  bride  foregoes  the  homage  of  her  day, 
Alvarez'  daughter  trembles  in  the  dust. 
Speak  then,  I  charge  you  speak,  or  I  expire. 
And  load  you  with  my  death.    My  brd,  my  lordl 

Alon.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 
[he  breaks Jrom  her,  she  sinkM  upon  thejloor^ 

Leon.  Are  these  the  joys  which  fondly  I  con- 
«        ceived  *> 
And  is  it  thus  a  wedded  life  begins? 
What  did  I  part  with,  when  I  gave  my  heaitl 
I  knew  not  that  all  happiness  went  with  it 
Why  did  I  leave  my  tender  father's  wing. 
And  venture  into  love !  the  maid  that  loves, 
Groes  out  to  sea  upon  a  shattered  plank. 
And  puts  her  tnist  in  miracles  for  safety. 
Where;  shall  I  sigh? — where  pour  out  my  oooH 

plaints 
He  that  should  hear,  should  succour,  should  i»* 

dress,  ' 

He  is  the  source  of  all. 

Alon.  Go  to  thy  chamber; 
I  soon  will  follow;  that  which  now  disturiis  thee 
Shall  be  cleared  up,  and  thou  shalt  not  condAnn 

me.  [exU  Leonora, 

Oh  how  like  innocence  she  looks  I^what,  stabherl 
And  rush  into  her  blood ! — I  never  can ! 
In  her  guilt  shines,  and  nature  holds  my  hand. 
How  then?  why,  thus — no  mire !  it  is  determinttL 

Enter  ZANGA 

Zan,  I  fear  his  heart  has  failed  him.  She  most 

die. 

Can  I  not  rouse  the  snake  that's  in  his  bosom, 

To  sting  out  human  nature  and  effect  it  ?  [atide, 

Alon.  I'his  vast  and  solid  earth,  that  blazing  sun, 

Those  skies  through  which  it  rolls,  must  all  have 

end. 
Wliat  then  is  man  1  the  smallest  part  of  nothing. 
Day  buries  day,  month  month,  and  year  the  year, 
Our  life  is  but  a  chain  of  many  deaths ; 
Can  then  death's  self  be  feared  ?  our  life  mudi 

rather, 
Life  is  the  desert,  life  the  soUtuJe, 
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Death  joins  ua  to  the  great  majority ; 
Tb  to  be  borne  to  Platos,  and  to  CsBais ; 
'Tb  to  be  great  for  ever ; 
Tb  pleasure,  'tb  ambition  then  to  db. 

Zan.  I  think,  my  lord,  you  talked  of  death. 

Alon,  I  did. 

Zan.  I  give  you  joy,  then  Leonora's  dead. 

Alon.  No,  Zanga,  the  greatest  guilt  b  mine. 
*Tb  mine  who  might  have  marked  hb  midnight 

visit, 
Who  might  have  marked  hb  tameness  to  reogn 

her} 
Who  might  have  marked  her  sudden  turn  of  kyve: 
These,  and  a  thousand  tokens  more ;  and  yet, 
For  which  the  saints  absolve  my  soul !  did  wed. 

Zan.  Where  does  thb  tend  1 

Alon,  To  shed  a  woman's  blood 
Would  stain  my  sword,  and  make  my  wars  in- 
glorious I 
But  just  resentment  to  myself,  bears  in  it 
A  stamp  of  greatness  above  vulgar  minds. 
He  who,  superior  to  the  checks  of  nature, 
Dares  make  hb  Hfe  the  victim  of  hb  reason, 
Docs  in  some  sort  that  reason  deify. 
And  takes  a  sight  at  heaven. 

Zan.  Alas,  my  lord, 
'Tb  not  your  reason,  but  her  beauty  finds 
Those  arguments,  and  throws  you  on  your  sword. 
You  can  not  close  an  eye  that  b  so  bright, 
You  can  not  strike  a  breast  that  13  so  soft, 
That  has  ten  thousand  ccstacics  in  store — 
For  Carlos? — no,  my  lord,  I  mean  for  you. 

Alon.  Oh,  through  my  heart  and  marrow !  pr'y- 
thce  spare  me; 
Nor  more  uphraid  the  weakness  of  thy  lord. 
I  own,  I  tried,  I  quarrelled  with  my  heart 
And  pushed  it  on,  and  bid  it  give  her  death ; 
But,  oh,  her  eyes  Btruek  first,  and  nmrdered  me. 

Zan.  I  know  not  what  to  answer  to  my  lord. 
Men  are  but  men ;  wc  did  not  make  ourselves. 
Farewell  then,  my  best  lord,  since  you  must  die. 
Oh,  that  I  were  to  share  your  monument, 
And  in  eternal  darkness  close  these  eyes 
Against  those  scenes  which  I  am  doomed  to  suffer! 

Alon.  What  dost  thou  mean  1 

Zan.  And  is  it  then  unknown  7 
Oh,  gri«f  of  heart  to  think  that  you  should  ask  it! 
Sure  you  distrust  that  ardent  love  I  bear  you. 
Else  could  you  doubt  when  you  are  laid  in  dust — 
But  it  will  cut  my  \tooT  heart  tlirough  and  through. 
To  see  those  revel  on  your  sacred  tomb. 
Who  brouiiht  vo'i  thither  by  their  lawless  loves. 
For  Uiere  tliey'll  revel,  and  exult  to  find 
Him  sK-ep  so  last,  who  else  iniglit  mar  their  joys. 

Alon.  l-islr.iction! — but  Don  (?arlo8  well  thou 
k  no  west, 
Is  slieritlud  in  steel,  and  bent  on  other  thoughts. 

Zin.  Ill  work  \,\i\\  to  tlie  i.ii.nliT  of  his  friend. 
yoa,  till  the  fever  of  his  blood  returns. 


While  her  buitkbifltingla>wiiipoii  hbchedt 

[amU 
But  when  he  finds  Alonxo  b  no  more, 
How  win  he  rash  like  lightning  to  hcnr  annt! 
There  sigh,  there  laugubh,  there  poor  out  hii 

■oal; 
But  not  in  grief   sad  obeequies  to  thee! 
But  thou  wilt  be  at  peaoe,  nor  see,  nor  hear 
The  burning  kiss,  the  sigh  of  eostacj, 
Thdr  throbbing  hearts,  that  jostle  one  another; 
Thank  heaven,  these  torments  will  be  all  my  own 

iUfffi.  Ill  ease  thee  of  that  pain.    LetCazkisdb 
O'ertake  him  on  the  road,  and  see  it  do^p, 
'Tb  my  command.  IS*^^^  ^^  '^^im'* 

Zan,  I  dare  not  disobey. 

JU^m.  My  Zanga  now,  I  have  thy  leave  to  db 

Zan.  Ah,  sir!  think,  think  again.  Aieallmei 
buried  , 

In  Carlos'  grave  7  you  know  not  womankind. 
When  onoe  the  throbbing  of  the  heart  has  broke 
The  modest  zone  with  which  it  first  was  tied. 
Each  man  she  meets  will  be  a  Carlos  to  her. 

Alon.  That  thought  has  more  of  heil  than  hti 
the  former. 
Another,  and  another,  and  another  I 
And  each  shall  cast  a  smile  upon  my  tomh. 
I  am  convinced ;  I  must  not,  will  not  die. 

Zan.  You  can  not  die ;  nor  can  yoo  murder  hes 
What  then  remains  1  in  nature  no  third  way, 
But  to  forget,  and  so  to  love  again. 

Alon.  Oh! 

Zan.  If  you  forgive,  the  world  will  call  you  good 
If  you  forget,  the  world  will  call  you  wise; 
If  you  receive  her  to  your  grace  again. 
The  world  will  call  you  very,  very  kind. 

Alon.  Zanga,  I  understand  thee  well.  Shedifs 
Though  my  arm  trembles  at  the  stroke,  slie  dies. 

Zan.  That's  truly  great  What  think  you  *twaj 
set  up 
The  Greek  and  Roman  name  in  such  a  lustre, 
But  doing  right  in  stern  des|Hte  to  nature, 
Shutting  their  cars  to  all  her  little  cries, 
When  great,  august,  and  godlike  justice  caDedl 
At  Aulis,  one  poured  out  a  daughter's  life, 
And  gained  more  glory  than  by  all  his  wan; 
Another  slew  his  sister  in  just  rage; 
A  third  ;  the  theme  of  all  succt^ding  tiiues, 
Gave  to  the  cruel  axe  a  darling  eon. 
Nay  more,  for  justice  some  dcvott*  themselves, 
As  he  at  Carthage,  an  immortal  name! 
Yet  there  is  one  step  left  alwve  them  a  J^ 
Above  their  history,  above  their  fable : 
A  wife,  bride,  mistress  unenjoyed — do  that, 
And  tread  upon  the  Greek  and  RcMnan  glory. 

Alon.  'Tis  done! — ag:un  now  trunsuortji  fire  m 
brain : 
I  huil  forgot  it,  \U  my  bridal  night, 
Friui.l,  <^ivc  me  joy,  we  must  l>e  g;iy  together) 
See  tliat  the  festival  bo  duly  honouRhl. 
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And  when  with  garlands  the  full  bowl  is  crown- 

And  music  gives  the  elevating  sound, 
Azid  golden  carpets  thread  Uie  sacred  floor, 
And  a  new  day  the  blazing  tapeis  poor, 
Thou,  Zanga,  thou  my  solemn  friends  invite, 
From  the  dark  realms  of  everiasting  night. 
Call  vengeance,  call  the  furies,  call  despair, 
And  death,  our  chief  invited  guest,  be  there; 
He  with  pale  hand  shall  lead  the  bride,  and 

spread 
Etunal  curtains  round  our  nuptial  bed. 

[exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  ALOMZa 

Alon.  O,  pitiful!  oh,  terrible  to  sight  I 
Poor  mangled  shade !  all  covered  o*er  with  wounds. 
And  sodisguised  with  blood ! — who  murdered  thee? 
TeU  thy  sad  tale,  and  thou  shalt  be  revenged. 
Ha!  Carlos  1— horror!  Carlos? — oh,  away! 
Go  to  the  grave,  or  let  me  sink  to  mine. 
I  can  not  bear  the  sight — what  sight  ? — where  am  I ! 
There's  nothing  here — if  this  was  fancy's  work, 
She  draws  a  picture  strongly— 

EnfiBT  ZANQA. 

Zisn.  Ha  1 — you're  pale. 

Aleut.  Is  Carlos  murdered? 

ZoK.  I  obeyed  your  order. 
Six  ruflUns  overtook  him  on  the  road; 
He  firaght  as  he  was  wont,  and  four  he  slew, 
Then  sunk  beneath  an  hundred  wounds  to  death. 
His  last  breath  blest  Alonzo,  and  desired 
Hb  bones  might  rest  near  yours. 

Aion,  Oh,  Zanga  I  Zanga! 
But  111  not  think :  for  I  must  act,  and  thinking 
Would  ruin  me  for  action.    Oh,  the  medley 
Of  right  and  wrong !  the  chaos  of  my  brain! 
He  should  and  should  not  die— you  should  obey 
And  not  obey.    It  Lb  a  day  of  darkness, 
Of  contradictions,  and  of  many  deaths. 
Wbem's  Leonora,  then  ?  quick,  answer  me; 
I'm  deep  in  honors,  I'll  be  deeper  stilL 
I  find  thy  artifice  did  take  efibct, 
And  she  forgives  my  late  deportment  to  her. 

Z&n.  I  told  her  from  your  childhood  you  was 
wont 
Ob  any  great  surprise,  but  chiefly  then 
Wlien  cause  of  sorrow  bore  it  company. 
To  have  your  paaijon  shake  the  seat  of  reason; 
A  momentary  ill,  which  soon  blew  o'er. 
Then  did  I  tell  her  of  Don  Cark)s'  death, 
Wisely  suppressing  by  what  means  he  i^ll, 
And  laid  the  blame  on  that  At  firat  she  doubted : 
Bm  flMh  the  honMt  vtifice  I  used, 

2k» 


And  such  her  ardent  wish  it  should  be  true. 
That  she,  at  length,  was  fully  satisfied. 

Alon.  'Twas  well  she  was.  In  our  late  interview 
My  passion  so  far  threw  me  from  my  guard, 
Methinks  'tis  strange  that  conscious  of  her  guilt. 
She  saw  not  through  its  thin  disguise  my  heart. 

Zan.  But  what  design  you  sir,  and  how? 

Alon,  111  tcU  thee. 
Thus  I've  ordained  it    In  the  jas'mine  bower, 
The  place  which  she  dishonoured  with  her  gmk, 
There  will  I  meet  herj  the  appointment's  made; 
And  calmly  spread,  for  I  can  do  it  now, 
The  blackness  of  her  crime  before  her  sight. 
And  then  with  all  the  cool  solemnity 
Of  public  justice,  give  her  to  the  grave.      [eirU 

Zan.  Why,  get  thee  gone!  horror  and  night  go 
with  Uiee. 
Sisters  of  Acheron,  go  hand  in  hand. 
Go  dance  around  the  bower,  and  dose  them  in ; 
And  tell  them  that  I  sent  you  to  salute  them. 
Profane  the  ground,  and  for  the  ambrosial  rose, 
And  breath  of  jas'mine,  let  hemlock  blacken, 
And  deadly  nightshade  poison  all  the  air. 
For  the  sweet  nightingale  may  ravens  croak. 
Toads  pant,  and  adders  rustle  through  the  leaves. 
May  serpents  winding  up  the  trees  let  fall 
Their  hissing  necks  upon  them  from  above. 
And  mingle  kisses — such  as  I  should  give  them. 

[ejii. 


■CE2YE  II.— THE  BOWER— LEONORA  ■LEBPINO, 

Enter  ALONZO. 

Aton.  Ye  amaranths !  ye  roses  like  the  mom ! 
Sweet  myrtles,  and  ye  goklen  orange  groves  1 
Why  do  you  smile  1  why  do  you  look  so  foir? 
Are  ye  not  blasted  as  I  enter  in  1 
Yes,  see  how  every  flower  lets  fall  its  head 
How  shudders  every  leaf  without  a  wind 
How  every  green  is  as  the  ivy  pale! 
Did  ever  midni^t  ghosts  assemble  hen? 
Have  these  sweet  echoes  ever  learned  to  groan  1 
Joy-giving,  love-in^iiing,  holy  bower  I 
Elnow,  in  thy  fragrant  bosom  thoa  reoeivest 

A murderer !  oh,  I  shall  stain  thy  littei^ 

And  horror  will  usurp  the  seat  of  bUan 

So  Ludfor  broke  into  paradise. 

And  soon  damnation  followed,  [advanoee.]  Hat 

she  sleeps — 
The  day's  uncommon  heat  has  oveieome  her. 
Then  take,  my  longing  eyes,  your  hut  full  gaMi 
Oh,  what  a  sight  b  here!  how  dreadful  fair! 
Who  would  not  think  that  being  innocent  ? 
Where  shall  I  strike?  who  strikes  her,  ttrOui 

himself. 
My  own  life-blood  wHI  issue  at  her  wound. 
Oh,  my  distracted  heartl  oh,  cmel  heaveni 
To  give  such  charms  as  thew  and  then  call  maOi 


904 


YOXTNG'S  WORKS. 


Mere  man,  to  be  yoar  execationer. 
Was  it  because  it  was  too  hard  for  youl 
But  see,  she  smiles!  I  never  shall  smile  more. 
It  strongly  tempts  me  to  a  parting  kiss. 

[goings  aiarttbad:. 
Ha !  smile  again.    She  dreams  of  him  she  loves. 
Curse  on  her  charms !  Ill  stab  her  through  them  all. 
[03  he  i»  going  to  ttrike^  the  itakea. 

Ijcon.  My  lord  your  stay  was  long,  and  yonder  lull 
Of  falling  waters  tempted  me  to  rest. 
Dispirited  with  noon's  excessive  heat. 

Alon.  Ye  powers!  with  what  an  eye  she  mends 
the  day ! 
While  they  were  closed  I  should  have  given  the 

blow. 
Oh,  for  a  last  embrace  I  and  then  for  justice: 
Thus  heaven  and  I  shall  both  be  satisfied,  [ande. 

Leon.  What  says  my  lord  1 

Alon.  Why  this  Alonzo  says; 
If  love  were  endless,  men  were  gods ;  'tb  tha 
Does  counterbalance  travel,  danger,  pain — 
Tis  heaven's  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 
The  light,  and  cheat  them  of  the  peaceful  grave. 

Leon.  Alas,  my  lord !  why  talk  you  of  the  gravel 
Your  friend  is  dead;  in  friendship  you  sustain 
A  mighty  loss;  repair  it  with  my  love. 

Alon.  Thy  love,  thou  piece  of  witchcraft!  I 
would  say. 
Thou  brightest  angel !  I  could  gaze  for  ever. 
Where  hadsl  thou  this,  enchantress,  tell  me  where, 
Which  with  a  touch  works  miracles,  boils  up 
My  blood  to  tumults,  and  turns  round  my  brain  1 
E'en  now  thou  swim'st  before  me,  I  shall  lose  thee — 
No,  I  will  make  thee  sure,  and  clasp  thee  all. 
Who  turned  this  slender  waist  vinth  so  much  art. 
And  shut  perfection  in  so  small  a  ringi 
Who  spread  that  pure  expanse  of  white  above, 
On  which  the  dazzled  sight  can  find  no  rest; 
But,  drunk  with  beauty,  wanders  up  and  down. 
For  ever,  and  for  ever  finds  new  charms' 
But  oh,  those  eyes!  those  murderers!  oh,  whence. 
Whence  didst  thou  steal  their  burning  orbs  from 

heaven  1 
Thou  did'st;  and  'tis  religion  to  adore  them. 

Leon.  My  best  Alonzo,  moderate  your  thoughts. 
Extremes  still  fright  me,  though  of  love  itself. 

Aton.  Extremes  indeed  !  it  hurried  me  away ; 
But  I  come  home  again — and  now  for  justice^- 
And  now  for  death — it  is  impossible — 
Sure  such  were  made  by  heaven  guiltless  to  sin, 
Or  in  their  guilt  to  laugh  at  punishment 
I  leave  her  to  just  heaven. 

[drops  the  dagger^  and  goes  off. 

Leon.  Ha,  a  dagger! 
What  dost  thou  say,  thou  minister  of  death  1 
What  dreadful  tale  dost  tell  me?  let  me  think  - 

Enter  ZANGA. 

£at,.  Death  to  my  towering  hopes:  oh,  fall  from 
high. 


L 


My  close  long-laboured  scheme  at  once  b  UasCed 
That  dagger,  found,  will  cause  her  to  inquire; 
Inquiry  will  discover  all ;  my  hopes 
Of  vengeance  perish;  I  mj^lf  am  lost — 
Curse  on  the  coward's  heart!  wither  his  hand 
Which  held  the  steel  in  vain. — What  can  be  done 
Where  can  I  fixt->that's  something  still— 'Kwil 

breed 
Fell  rage  and  bitterness  betwixt  their  soals, 
Which  may,  perehance,  grow  up  to  greater  evil; 
If  not,  'tis  aU  I  can— it  shaU  be  so —        [os&ie. 

lAon.  Oh,  Zanga,  I  am  sinking  in  my  lean  I 
Alonzo  dropped  this  dagger  as  he  left  me, 
And  left  me  in  a  strange  disorder  too. 
What  can  this  mean  1  angeb  preserve  his  lifisl 

2^n.  Youra,  madam,  yours. 

Leon.  What,  Zanga,  dost  thoa  say  1 

2^n.  Carry  your  goodness,  then  to  such  ex 
tremes. 
So  blinded  to  the  faults  of  him  you  love, 
That  you  perceive  not  he  is  jeaknis? 

Leon.  Heavens! 
And  yet  a  thousand  things  recur  that  swear  it 
What  vUlain  could  inspire  him  with  that  thought 
It  u  not  of  the  growth  of  his  own  natuie. 

Zan.  Some  villain,  who,  hell  knows ;  but  he  \ 
jealous. 
And  'tis  most  fit  a  heart  so  pare  as  yoon 
Do  itself  justice  and  assert  its  honour, 
And  make  him  conscious  of  its  stab  of  virtue. 

Leon.  Jealous !  it  Hickens  at  my  heart.    Unkind 
Ungenerous,  groundless  weak,  and  insolent! 
Why,  wherefore,  and  what  shadow  of  occanoni 
'Tis  fascination,  'tis  the  warmth  of  heaven 
For  the  collected  crimes  of  all  his  race. 
Oh,  how  the  great  man  lessens  to  my  thought  I 
How  could  so  mean  a  vice  as  jealousy, 
Unnatural  child  of  ignorance  and  guilt, 
Which  tears  and  feeds  upon  its  parent's  heart, 
Live  in  a  throng  of  such  exalted  virtues'? 
I  scorn  and  hate,  yet  Io>ib  him  and  adore. 
I  can  not,  will  not,  dare  not  think  it  true. 
Till  from  himself  1  know  it.  \ex^ 

Zan.  This  succeeds 
Just  to  my  wish.     Now  she,  with  violence. 
Upbraids  hhn ;  he,  well  knowing  she  b  ^^uilty, 
Rages  no  less ;  and  if  on  either  side 
The  waves  run  high,  there  still  lives  hopes  of  nik 

Enter  ALONZa 
My  lord 

Alon.  Oh,  Zanga,  hold  thy  peace!    I  am  B 
coward; 
But  heaven  itself  did  hold  my  hand ;  I  f^t  it, 
By  the  well-being  of  my  soul,  I  did. 
I'll  think  of  vengeance  at  another  season. 

Zan.  My  k)rd,  her  guilt — 

Alon.  Perdition  on  thee.  Moor, 
For  that  one  word !  ah,  do  not  rouse  that  ttaifti 
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I  ha^re  o'erwhelmed  it  as  much  as  possible : 

Away,  then,  let  us  talk  of  other  things. 

I  tell  thee,  Moor,  1  love  her  to  distraction. 

If  'tis  mj  shame,  why,  bo  it  so — 1  love  her; 

Korean  I  help  it;  'tis  imposed  upon  me 

By  some  superior  and  resistless  power. 

I  could  not  hurt  her  to  bo  lord  of  earth; 

It  shocks  my  nature  like  a  stroke  from  heaven. 

Angels  defend  her,  as  if  innocent 

But  see  my  Leonoracomes — ^begone,  [exit  jSanga. 

Enter  LEONORA. 
Oh,  seen  for  ever,  yet  for  ever  new! 
The  conquered  thou  dost  conquer  o'er  again, 
Infficting  wound  on  wound. 

Ijeon,  Alas,  my  lord ! 
What  need  of  this  to  me  ? 

Alon,  Ha!  dost  thou  weepl 

Leon,  Have  I  no  cause  % 

Alan.  If  love  b  thy  concern. 
Thou  hast  no  cause :  none  ever  loved  like  me. 
But  wherefore  this  1  is  it  to  break  my  heart, 
Which  loses  so  much  blood  for  every  tearl 

Lton.  Is  it  so  tender? 

Alon.  Is  it  not  1  oh,  heaven! 
Doubt  of  my  love!  why,  I  am  nothing  else; 
It  quite  absorbs  my  every  other  passion. 
Oh,  that  this  one  embrace  would  last  for  evert 

Lton.  Could  this  man  ever  mean  to  wrong  my 
Tirtuel 
Codd  this  man  e'er  design  upon  my  lifel 
Impoasihlc!  I  throw  away  the  thought.    [aride» 
Tlieae  tears  declare  how  much  I  taste  the  joy 
Of  being  folded  in  your  arms  and  heart ; 
My  universe  does  lie  within  that  space. 
Tbb  dsigger  bore  false  witness. 

Alon,  Ha,  my  dagger! 
It  rouses  horrid  images.    Away, 
Away  with  it,  and  let  us  talk  of  love, 
Plunge  ouxselves  deep  into  the  sweet  illusion, 
And  hide  us  there  fiom  every  other  thought 

Lton.  It  touches  you. 

if/on.  Let's  talk  of  love 

Lean.  Of  .death! 

Alon.  As  thou  lov'st  happiness 

Lton.  Of  murder! 

Alon.  Rash, 
KmA  fvooiaa !  yet  forbear. 

Leon.  Af^nrove  my  wrongs ! 

Alon.  Tlien  must  I  fly,  for  thy  sake  and  my  own. 
Nay,  by  my  injuries,  you  first  must  hear 


Slab  me,  then  think  it  much  to  hear  my  groan! 
Alon.  Heaven  strike  me  deaf! 
I^on.  It  well  may  sting  you  home. 
Ajon.  Aha,  thou  quite  mistakest  my  cause  of 
pain! 
Tat,  jet  diinusB  me ;  I  am  all  in  flames. 

Who  has  most  cause,  you  or  myself  7 
what  act 


Of  my  whole  life  encouraged  you  to  this  1 

Or  of  your  own,  what  guilt  has  drawn  it  on  youl 

You  find  me  kind,  and  think  me  kind  to  all; 

The  weak,  ungenerous  error  of  your  sex. 

What  could  inspire  the  thought  1  we  ofi'nest  judge 

From  our  own  hearts ;  and  is  yours  then  so  frail, 

It  prompts  you  to  conceive  thus  ill  of  mel 

He  that  can  stoop  to  harlx>ur  such  a  thought, 

Deserves  to  find  it  true,    [holding  him.] 

Alon.  Oh,  sex,  sex,  sex !  [turning  on  her] 
The  language  of  you  all.     Ill-fated  woman ! 
Why  hast  thou  forced  me  back  into  the  gulf 
Of  agonies  I  had  blocked  up  from  thought? 
I  know  the  cause-,  thou  saw'st  me  impotent 
Ere  while  to  hurt  thee,  therefore  thou  turnest  on 

me: 
But,  by  the  pangs  I  suffer,  to  thy  wo ; 
For,  since  thou  hast  replunged  me  in  my  torture, 
I  will  be  satisfied. 

Leon.  Be  satisfied ! 

« 

Alon.  Yes,  thy  ovm  mouth  shall  witness  it 
against  thee. 
I  will  be  satisfied. 

Leon.  Of  what? 

Alon.  Of  what! 
How  d  arest  thou  ask  that  question?  woman,  woman, 
Weak  and  assured  at  once!  thus  'tis  for  ever. 
Who  told  thee  that  thy  virtue  was  suspected? 
Who  told  thee  1  designed  upon  thy  life  ? 
You  found  the  dagger;  but  that  could  not  speak; 
Nor  did  I  tell  thee ;  who  did  tell  thee  then  1 
Guilt,  conscious  guilt ! 

Leon.  This  to  my  face!  oh,  heaven  I 

Alon.  This  to  thy  very  soul. 

Leon.  Thou'rt  not  in  earnest? 

Alon.  Serious  as  death. 

Leon.  Then  heaven  have  mercy  on  thee. 
'Till  now  I  struggled  not  to  think  it  true; 
I  sought  conviction,  and  would  not  believe  it; 
And  dost  thou  force  me?  this  shall  not  be  borne; 
Thou  shalt  repent  this  insult  [going] 

Alon.  Madam,  stay. 
Your  passion's  wise;  'tis  a  disguise  for  guilt: 
'Tb  my  turn  now  to  fix  you  here  a  while ; 
You  ^nd  your  thousand  arts  shall  not  escape  me. 

Leon.  Arts! 

Alon.  Arts.    Confess;  for  death  is  in  my  hand. 

Leon.  'Tis  in  your  words. 

Alon.  Confess,  confess,  confess ! 
Nor  tear  my  veins  veith  passion  to  compel  thee 

Leon.  I  scorn  to  answer  thee,  presumptuous  man* 

Alon.  Deny,  then,  and  incur  a  fouler  shame 
Where  did  I  find  this  picture  ? 

Leon.  Ha,  Don  Carlos! 
By  my  best  hopes,  more  welcome  than  thy  own 

Alon.  I  know  it ;  but  is  vice  so  very  rank, 
That  thou  should'st  dare  to  dash  it  in  my  tacs  1 
Nature  is  sick  of  thee,  abandoned  woman! 

Lton.  Repent 
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Alon  If  that  for  me  1 

JjtorL  Fall,  ask  my  pardon. 

Alon,  Astonishment! 

Leon.  Dar*8t  thou  penist  to  think  1  am  dishonest? 

Alon.  I  know  thee  so. 

Leon.  This,  blow,  then,  to  thy  heart 

[she  stabs  herself— he  endeavours  to  prevent  her, 

Alon.  Hoa,  Zanga!  Isabella!  hoa!  she  bleeds! 
Descend,  ye  blessed  angels,  to  as^st  her  1 

Leon.  This  is  the  only  way  I  would  wound  thee, 
Though  most  unjust    Now  think  me  guilty  still. 

Eitfer  ISABELLA. 

JUon,  Bear  her  to  instant  help.    The  world  to 

save  her. 
Leon.  Unhappy  man!  well  may'st  thou  gaze 
and  tremble: 
But  fix  thy  terror  and  amazement  right; 
Not  on  my  blood,  but  on  thy  own  distraction. 
What  hast  thou  donel  whom  censured  ? — Leonora ! 
When  thou  had'st  censured,  thou  would'st  save  her 

Ufc; 
Oh,  inconsistent !  should  I  live  in  shame, 
Or  stoop  to  any  other  means  but  this 
To  assert  ray  virtue  1  no ;  she  who  disputes. 
Admits  it  possible  she  might  be  guilty. 
While  aught  but  truth  could  bo  my  inducement  to 

it, 

While  it  might  look  like  an  excuse  to  thee, 

I  scorned  to  vindicate  my  innocence ; 

But,  now,  I  let  thy  rashness  know,  the  wound 
Which  least  I  feci,  is — that  my  dagger  made. 

[Isabella  leads  out  Leonora. 
Alon.  Ha ! — was  tliis  woman  guilty? — and,  if 
not — 
How  my  thoughts  darken  that  way !  grant,  kind 

heaven. 
That  she  prove  guilty ;  or  my  being  end. 
Is  that  my  hope,  thenl — sure  the  sacred  dust 
Of  her  that  bore  me,  trembles  in  its  urn. 
Is  it  in  man  the  sore  distress  to  bear. 
When  hope  itself  is  blackened  to  despair, 
When  all  the  bliss  I  pant  for,  is  to  gain 
In  hell,  a  refuge  from  severer  pain 7        [exit. 

Enter  ZANGA. 

Zan.  How  stands  the  great  account  'twixt  mo 
and  vcnjxeance? 
Though  much  is  paid,  yet  still  it  owes  me  much. 
And  I  will  not  abate  a  single  groan — 

II  a  I  that  were  well — but  that  were  fatal  too— 
Why,  be  it  so  — Revenge  so  truly  great. 
Would  come  um)  cheap,  if  bought  with  less  than 

Ufc. 
Come,  death;  come,  hell,  then )  'tis  resolved,  'tis 

done. 

Enter  ISABEIXA. 

hfi.  Ah.  Zanga,  sec  me  tremble!  has  not  yet 
Thy  cruel  heart  its  fill  1  poor  Leonora — 


Zan.  Welters  in  blood,  and  gasps  fi>r  h 
breath. 
What  then?  we  all  must  die. 

Isa.  Alonzo  raves, 
And  in  the  tempest  of  his  giief,  has  tbiiee 
Attempted  on  his  life.    At  length  disarmed 
He  calls  his  friends  that  save  him  his  worst 
And  importunes  the  skies  ibr  swKt  perditio! 
Thus  in  his  storm  of  sorrow,  after  pause. 
He  started  up,  and  called  aloud  for  Zanga, 
For  Zanga  raved ;  and  see,  he  seeks  you  hi 
To  learn  the  truth  which  most  he  dreads  to 

Zan.  Begone.    Now,  now,  my  soul,  oo 
mate  all.  [exU 

Enter  ALOMZa 

*Alon.  Oh,  Zanga! 

Zan.  Do  not  tremble  so;  but  speak. 

Alon.  I  dare  not  [Jails  on  him\ 

Zan.  You  will  drown  me  with  jour  teai 

Alon.  Have  I  not  cause  ? 

Zan,  As  yet  you  have  no  cause. 

Alon.  Dost  thou,  too,  rave? 

Zan.  Your  anguish  is  to  come: 
You  much  have  been  abused. 

Alon.  Abused,  by  whom? 

Zan.  To  know  were  tittle  oomfijort. 

Alon.  Oh,  'twere  much. 

Zan.  Indeed! 

Alon.  By  heaven !  oh,  give  him  to  my  fu 

Zan.  Bom  for  your  use,  I  live  but  to  obUj 
Know  then,  'twas — I. 

Alon.  Am  I  awake ! 

Zan.  For  ever. 
Thy  wife  is  guiltless — that's  one  transport  i 
And  I,  let  thee  know  it — that's  another. 
I  urged  Don  Carlos  to  resign  his  mistress, 
I  forged  the  letter,  I  disposed  the  picture ; 
1  hated,  I  despised,  and  I  destroy ! 

Alon.  Oh!  [svfoons] 

Zan.  Why,  this  is  well — why,  this  is  bl 
blow  I 
Where  are  you?  crown  me,   shadow  m 

laurels. 
Ye  spirits  which  delight  in  just  revenge ! 
Let  Europe  and  her  pallid  sons  go  weep; 
Let  Afric  and  her  hundred  thrones  rejoice ; 
Oh,  my  dear  countrymen,  look  down  and  i 
How  I  bestride  your  prostrate  conqueror! 
1  tread  on  haughty  Spain  and  all  her  kinoi 
But  this  is  mercy,  this  is  my  indulgence ; 
*Tis  peace,  'tis  refuge  from  my  indignation. 
I  must  awake  him  into  horrors.     Hoa ! 
Alonzo,  hoa !  the  Moor  is  at  the  gate ! 
Awake,  invincible,  omnipotent  2 
Thou  who  dost  all  subdue! 

Alon.  Inhuman  slave  I 

Zan.  Fallen  christian,  thoa  miatak'st  m 
racter. 
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Look  on  luc.     'Wlio  am  I?  I  know,  thou  say'st 
The  !Moor,  a  slave,  an  abject,  beaten  slave : 
Eternal  woes  to  him  that  made  luc  so ! 
But  look  again.    Has  six  years  cruel  bondage 
Extinguished  majesty  so  far,  that  nought 
Shinca  here,  to  give  an  awe  to  one  above  thee  1 
When  the  great  Moorish  king,  Abdallah,  foil, 
Fell  by  thy  hand  accurst,  1  fought  fast  by  him, 
His  son,  though  through  his  fondness,  in  disguise, 
Less  to  expose  me  to  the  ambitious  foe,-^ 
Ua !  dot^  it  wake  tht>o  ? — o*cr  my  father's  corso 
1  stood  astride,  till  I  had  clove  thy  crest ; 
And  then  was  made  the  captive  of  a  sijuadron, 
And  sunk  into  thy  servant — but,  oh!  wliat, 
"What  were  my  wages!  hear  nor  heaven  nor  earth! 
My  wages  were  a  blow !  by  heaven  a  blow  I 
Aod  from  a  mortal  hand  I 
Aton.  Oh,  villain !  villaiir! 
Zun.  All  strife  is  vain.  Showing  a  dagger.] 
Alon.  Is  thus  n)y  love  roturned  1 
Is  this  my  rccom|H.'nse  ?  make  friends  of  tigers! 
Lay  not  your^'oung,  oh,  mothers,  on  the  breast, 
For  £'ar  they  turn  to  sequnts  as  thoy  lie. 
And  pay  you  fur  their  nourishment  with  death! — 
Carlod  i^  dead  and  Leonora  dying! 
Both  innocent,  both  munlercd,  l)oth  by  m^. 
That  heavenly  maid,  who  sliould  have  lived  for 

ever. 
At  least,  have  gently  slept  lier  soul  away ! 
WbaiC  life  should  have  shut  up  as  evening  flowers 
At  the  departing  sun— was  nmrdorcd!  nmrdered! 
Oh,  shame!  oh,  guilt!  oh,  horror!  oh,  remorse! 
Oh,  punishment*  had  Satan  never  fell. 
Bell  had  been  made  for  me.     Oh,  Leonora! 

Zan.  Must  I  despise  thee  too,  as  well  as  hate  thee? 
Complain  of  grief,  complain  thou  art  a  man. — 
Priam  from  fortune  s  lolly  sunmiit  fell ; 
Great  Alexander  'midst  his  conqucbls  mourned; 
lirrocr*  aiij  demi-g'xls  have  known  their  sorrows : 
Csaiais  have  wept;  and  I  have  had  my  blow; 
But  His  revenged,  and  now  my  work  is  done. 
Ytft  rre  I  fall,  Ijc  it  one  part  of  vengeance 
To  make  thee  to  confes.s  that  I  am  just. — 
Thou  wrest  a  prince,  whose  father  thou  hast  slain, 
IVhoHU  native  country  thou  hast  laid  in  bUxnl, 
"Whrtie  sacred  person— rolj !— thou  hast  profaned. 
Whose  reign  extinguished — what  was  left  to  me, 
So  highly  bom?  no  kingdom,  but  revenge ; 
No  tn»a»urc,  but  thy  tortures  and  thy  groans. 
If  men  should  ask  whi>  brought  thee  to  tliy  end. 
Tell  tli*»m  the  Moor,  and  they  will  not  despise  thee. 
If  r«>M  white  mortals  censure  this  great  dec<l. 
Warn  them,  they  judi^c  not  of  sujx'rior  beings, 
SiHiIrt  made  of  fire  and  children  of  the  sun, 
With  whom  revenge  is  virtue.     Fare  thiHJ  well — 
^ow,  fully  satisfi(*<I,  I  should  take  leave; 
3ut  one  thing  grieves  me,  since  thy  death  is  near, 
1  leave  thee  mv  example  how  to  die. 
27 


A3  he  b  going  to  ciUtb  himself,  Alonzo  nchea  upon  hhn  fo 
prevent  him.  In  (h^  mean  time,  cnici  DON  AhVARE3^ 
attended.  They  dUarm  and  adze  Zanga.  Akmzoputsiba 
dagger  in  his  bosonL 

Alon.  No,  monster,  thou  shalt  not  escape  by  deatlu 
Oh,  father! 

Alv.  Oh,  Alonzo ! — Isabella, 
Touched  with  remorse  to  sec  her  mistress'  pangi^ 
Told  all  the  dreadful  talc. 

Alon,  What  groan  was  thaf 

Zan.  As  I  have  been  a  vulture  to  thy  heart, 
So  will  I  be  a  raven  to  thine  car, 
As  true  as  ever  snufTed  the  scent  of  blood, 
As  ever  flapt  its  heavenly  wing  against 
The  window  of  the  sick,  and  croaked  despair. 
Thy  wife  is  dead. 
\AlvaTtz  goes  to  the  side  of  the  stage^  and  returns. 

Alv.  The  dreadful  news  is  true. 

Alor..  Propa  re  the  rack ;  invent  new  torments  foe 
him  I 

Zan.  Thi.>(,  too,  is  well.     The  fixed  and  noUa 
mind 
Turns  all  occurrence  to  its  own  advantage; 
And  I'll  make  vengeance  of  calamity. 
Were  I  not  thus  ri'duced,  thou  would  st  not  knoifi 
That,  thus  reduced,  1  dare  defy  thee  still. 
Torture  thou  may  *st,  but  thou  shalt  ne*erdespiso  mt. 
The  blood  will  follow  where  the  knife  isdrivcn^ 
The  flesh  will  quiver  where  the  pincers  tear. 
And  sighs  and  cries  by  nature  grow  on  pain. 
But  these  are  forei;;n  to  the  soul:  not  mine 
The  groans  that  issue,  or  the  tears  tliat  fall; 
They  disobey  me:  on  the  rack  1  acorn  thee. 
As  when  my  falchion  clove  thy  helm  in  battle. 

Alv.  Peace,  \  11  Iain! 

<Za/i.  While  1  Uve,  old  man,  I'll  sjieak ; 
And  well  I  know  thou  dur'bt  not  kill  me  yet, 
For  that  would  rob  thy  blood-hounds  of  their  prey. 

Alon.  Who  called  Alonzo'* 

Alv.  No  one  called,  my  son. 

Alon.  Again? — 'tis  Carlos'  voire,  and  I  obey.— 
Oh,  how  1  laugli  at  all  that  this  can  do  1 

[shu:c{']g  the  dagger. 
The  wounds  t!i:»t  p'lined,  t!io  wounds  tliat  murder* 

ed  me, 
Were  given  l»ef^rc;  I  am  already  dead; 
This  only  marks  my  bo«ly  for  the  grave. 

[siahs  himself, 
Afric,  thou  nrt  revenged. — Oh,  L<'oiu>ra.  [dies. 

Zan.  CkhkI  ruifians  give  me  leave;  nty  blood  is 
yours. 
The  wlieel's  prepanul,  and  you  shall  have  it  all. 
Let  me  but  Unik  one  moment  on  tlie  dead. 
And  pay  yourselves  with  gazing  on  my  pangs. 

[he  goes  to  Alonzo't  body. 
Is  this  Alonzo]  when»s  the  hauglity  mien] 
Is  that  the  hand  which  smoie  me]  heavens,  how 
pale! 
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And  art  Uura  deailt — lo  is  my  enmity — 

1  war  not  with  the  dust    The  great,  the  pzood, 

The  conqueror  of  Afric  waa  my  foe. 

A  lion  prejs  not  upon  carcaaica. 

Tliia  was  thy  only  mctliod  to  iuhdoe  me. 

Tenor  and  doubt  fall  on  nic;  all  thy  good 

Now  blazca— all  thy  guilt  is  in  the  grave. 

Never  had  man  such  funeral  applause; 

If  I  lament  thcc,  sure  thy  worth  was  great— 

Oh,  vengeance,  I  have  followed  tlioo  too  far, 

And  to  receive  me,  hell  blows  all  her  fires. 

[he  it  borne  of. 
Ah.  Dreadful  elTetis  of  jealousy!  a  rage 
In  wliich  tlie  wise  with  caution  will  engage; 
Reluctant  long,  and  tardy  to  believe. 
Where,  swayed  by  nature,  we  ourselves  deceive. 
Where  our  own  folly  joins  the  villain's  art, 
And  each  man  finds  a  Zanga  in  his  heart 


EPILOGUE. 

Our  author  sent  me,  in  an  humble  strain, 
To  beg  youll  bless  the  oflspring  of  his  brain  1 
And  1,  your  proxy,  promised  in  your  name, 
'l*Le  cliild  should  live,  at  least  six  days  of  fame. 
1  like  the  brat,  but  still  his  faults  can  find; 


And  by  the  parent's  leave  will  speak 
Gallants,  pray  tell  me,  do  you  think  ' 
To  kt  a  willing  maid  lead  apes  in  hel 
You  nicer  ladies,  ihould  you  think  it 
To  eat  no  supper  on  your  wedding  n 
Should  EngUsh  husbands  daro  to  stann 
Be  sure  they'd  lead  most  corofbrtabk 
But  he  loves  mischief,  and  viith  gfoai 
Would  fain  set  loving  couples  by  the 
Would  spoil  the  tender  husbands  of  o 
By  teaching  them  this  vile  outlandish 
But  we've  been  taught,  in  ourgood-na 
That  jealousy,  though  just,  is  still  a  c 
And  will  be  still;  for,  not  to  blame  tfa 
That  same  Alonzo  was  a  stupid  sot. 
To  kill  a  bride,  a  mistress  unenjoyed- 
'Twcre  some  excuse,  had  the  poor  man 
To  kill  her  on  suspicfon,  ere  ho  knev< 
Whether  the  hideous  charge  were  fal 
The  priest  said  grace,  she  met  him  ii 
In  hopes  she  might  anticipate  an  hoai 
Love  was  hererrand,  but  the  hot-brain 
Instead  of  love — produced — a  fdthy  p 
Had  he  been  wise,  at  this  their  privat 
The  proof  o'  the  pudding  had  been  ij 
Madam  had  then  been  pleased,  and  D< 
And  all  thb  blood  and  murder  been  ] 
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TnOM AS  Gray  was  born  in  Cornhill,  in  the  city 
of  London,  on  tiic  2Gth  of  Deccmbi^r,  171G.  His 
father,  Piiili])  Gray,  was  a  moncy-scrivcncr,  but 
being  of  an  indolent  and  profuse  disiKwition,  he 
rather  diminished  than  improved  his  paternal  for- 
tune. Our  author  received  his  classical  education 
at  Eton  school,  under  Mr.  Antrobus,  his  mother's 
iKTOther,  a  nianuf  sound  learning  and  refined  taste, 
irlio  diroeled  his  nephew  to  those  pursuits  wliich 
laid  the  foundation  of  his  future  literary  fame. 

During  his  continuance  at  Eton,  he  contracted 
a  frienili^hip  with  .Mr.  Horace  WuIjKile,  well  known 
for  his  knowledge  in  the  Hue  arts;  and  Mr.  Rich- 
anl  West,  son  of  the  lord  Chancollor  of  Ireland,  a 
jouth  of  \ery  promising  talents. 

"Wlien  he  left  Eton  school  in  1731,  he  went  to 
Cambridge,  and  entered  a  {pensioner  at  Peterhouse, 
at  the  n'cornmendation  of  his  uncle  Antrobus,  who 
had  bt^n  a  fi  Haw  of  tluit  college.  It  is  said  that, 
from  his  clTeminaey  and  fair  conijjlexion,  he  ac- 
quired, among  Ids  fellow  students,  the  apiiellation 
of  AlUa  Gray,  to  wbich  the  delicacy  of  his  man- 
lien  Beems  not  a  little  to  have  contributed.  Mr. 
Walpolc  was  at  that  time  a  fellow  commoner  of 
King's  College,  in  the  simc  university ;  a  fortu- 
nate circumstance,  which  afforded  Gray  frequent 
opportunities  of  intercourse  with  his  honourable 
friend. 

Mr.  West  went  from  Eton  to  Chnst  Church, 
Oxford ;  and  in  tliis  state  of  separation,  these  two 
votanes  of  the  muses,  whose  disjx)sitions  were  con- 
genial, commenced  an  epistolary  corresjHmdenee, 
pari  of  which  is  published  by  Mr.  Mason,  a  gen- 
tleman whose  character  stands  high  in  the  repub- 
lic of  letters. 

Gray,  having  irabibe(}  a  taste  for  poetry,  did  not 
relish  those  alistrusc  studies  which  generally  oc- 
copy  the  minds  of  students  at  college ;  and  there- 
fore, OS  he  found  very  little  gratification  from  aca- 
demical pursuits,  he  left  Cambridge  in  1738,  and 
xetDrned  to  London,  intending  to  apply  himself  to 
the  study  of  the  law ;  but  this  intention  was  soon 
laid  aside,  u^K^n  an  invitation  given  him  by  Mr. 
Walpole,  to  acconipny  him  in  his  travels  abroad; 
■  situation  liighly  preferable,  in  Gray's  opinion,  to 
•he  dry  study  of  the  law. 

They  set  out  together  for  France,  and  \-isited 
most  of  the  places  worthy  of  notice  in  that  coun- 
try ;  from  thence  they  proceeded  to  Italy,  where 
an  unfortunate  dispute  taking  place  between  them, 
a  separation  ensued  ujmn  their  arrival  at  Florence. 
Mr.  WaIj)ole,  afterwards,  with  great  candour  and 


liberality,  took  upon  himself  the  blamo  of  the  quar- 
rel ;  though,  if  we  consider  the  matter  coolly  and 
impurtiidly,  wc  may  be  induced  to  conclude  that 
Gray,  from  a  conscious suix-'riority  of  ability,  might 
have  claimed  a  deference  to  his  opinion  and  judg« 
ment,  which  his  honourablo-  friend  was  not  at  that 
timodis{»oseil  to  admit:  the  rupture,  however,  was 
very  unpleasant  to  both  parties. 

Gray  pursued  his  journey  to  Venice  on  an  eco« 
nomical  i>lan,  suitable  to  the  circumscribed  state  of 
his  finaTiees,  and  liaving  continued  there  soma 
weeks,  ri  turned  to  England  in  September,  1741. 
He  ap()ears,  from  his  letters,  published  by  Mr. 
Mason,  to  have  paid  the  minutest  attention  to  every 
object,  worthy  of  notice,  throughout  the  course  of 
Ids  travols.  His  descriptions  are  lively  and  pic- 
ture!»que,  and  bear  p:u'ticul;ir  marks  of  his  geiuus 
and  disposition.  Wc  admire  the  sublimity  of  his 
ideas  when  lie  ascends  the  stujiendous  heights  of 
the  Alps,  and  are  charmed  witii  his  display  of  na- 
ture, decked  in  all  tlie  beauties  of  vegetation.  In- 
deed, abundant  information,  as  well  as  entcrtoui- 
ment,  may  Itc  derivinl  from  his  casual  letters. 

In  about  two  months  after  his  arrival  in  Eng- 
land, he  lost  his  father,  who,  by  an  indiscreet  pro- 
fusion, had  so  impaired  his  fortune^  as  not  to  od- 
nut  of  his  son's  prosecuting  the  study  of  the  law 
with  that  degree  of  respectability  which  the  nature 
of  the  profession  reiiuires,  without  beconting  bur- 
densome to  his  mother  and  aunt.  To  obmtc, 
therefore,  their  imjwrtunities  on  the  subject,  ho 
went  to  Canibridge,  and  took  his  baciielor's  de- 
gree in  civil  law. 

But  the  inconveniences  and  distress  attached  to 
a  scanty  fortune,  were  not  the  only  ills  our  yooX 
had  to  encounter  at  this  time :  he  had  not  only  lost 
the  friendship  of  Mr.  WuljK)le  abroad,  but  poor 
West,  the  |x»rtnerof  his  heart,  fell  a  victim  locom- 
plicated  maladies,  brought  on  by  f.imily  misfor- 
tunes, on  the  first  of  June,  17 i*,  al  Poiie?.,  a  vil- 
la trc  in  Hertfordshire,  where  he  went  for  the  benefit 
of  the  air. 

The  excessive  degree  in  which  his  mind  waa 
airitated  for  the  loss  oi  his  friend,  will  best  api)car 
from  the  following  beautiful  little  sonnet* 

"  In  vain  to  me  the  smiling  morning:^  shine, 
And  nnldening  Pli<rbus  lifts  his  goMen  lire. 

The  birds  in  vain  tlwir  amorous  descant  jom 
Or  cheerful  fields  resmne  their  greiMi  attire ; 

These  ears,  alas!  for  other  notes  repine: 
A  difiercnt  object  do  these  eyes  require ; 
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tiy  kuicly  anguLsh  mclla  do  hi'an  but  mine, 
And  in  say  Ireiul  llie  lEiipcrf^t  jo)»  expire  j 


Mr.  Gray  ihiw  aiTiiiii  to  hnvp  ii)>jilinl  li'u  iiiinJ 
INJaeduloDity  o  poetical  campositioa '  lii*  Ode h) 
Spring  ^la  wrillpn  «riy  in  Juni-.  U>  hi*  frii'iiil  Ml 


Wc»l,  lie  un  ha  n«ci*Hl 


inJ  (luliuw  with  n  liicli  lie  wai 
cil,  tliuugb  «iluut(-J  in  llic  centra  of  kar 
In  1711  he  ■»■■»  lu  liavr  giirn  Op  lii 
lo  the  .Miue*,  Mr.  W>l|»le,  dr^nxu  of 
nhatlieTiuI  ilrnd  written,  as  well  u 
ing  the  nirrit  of  L«r  dra'aivJ  fririiJ, 
Jraiuuml  lu  pmail  vitli  <jr;<y  la  nli> 
Iireiiululjr  liwame  recanciJid,  to  [lubli* 
poeina,  togetlicr  inilh  ihtMo  of  WcM ; 
jeciined  it,  cuniviiiDi;  lliclr  jiroilurtic 
nnulcl  not  lunWe  to  Till  en.'ii  ■  niialt  vol 
In  1*17  Gray  Ixteuiicarquiiiitnlmtli 
ivnl  llie  hipI  nrholjr  fieHn  nf  Mxi,  llim  a  s^hulnr  oT  &L  John't  Ci>i|p| 
ml'.  »u«p|itil.Ii'  niimlniviaf-  ('ruan'i  fillow  of  l*erahrokp-h*n.  W 
lii;lnl  liy  lliat  nu'lancboly  rwiUrnt,  i*  einlenllvitrho  nan  a  nuin  of  grrot  Tnrningand 
ik'inuaMnleJ  l<y  tlut  ii«  iguata  ab«n;  rlii' iiu-;  lulwolMltlhe  jor  Wore,  hi*  Mooc 
IirrMJan,  imlevd,  kp[iMn  to  Iftvc  Wn  lim  ikvp  to  Urolli  at'  Wipv,"  and  tii<  "  11  Di'ttiei»», 
ln' dKiii'i'lIiici'd  ;  iuiillhe-tenDCofllie»uliji*1iiwliii'h'Piirifii.M:"aii.l  Clrav  iviiiiej  (h«<oiU(«« 
catl.ilfnrlliiTVi-ni.ini'i'f  l!ii[«liraHiil.-iit»iflili-'i[i«'4nf  u  fr;.',  '  !;ir.    fiiiim; 

t>i]ucntlalliQpnidiicluj&(.ft!iiiiOili-,ivn<>lHVdt>ii  frictiilohijit),  ,  []lu 

tlint  oliKTYaLion   thrauweiW  liiiiJVoi|Kdsf  Jton,|M<i«.in,   III:-  ,  lcs!i(i>Hl 

nnil  liii  CUc  to  AdTmilg.     It  \t  aUm  tmi'iKiiml, I  fur  hini,  liy  sU|HTiriUnding  llir  ]iuljlioat 
nmt  Willi  gmitpn>bal«Uty  Ihitlu:  (■'■^an  Ilia  /'/<•  j  woiIl*. 

gy  In  aCiunlri/  Ch  TfrAyanJaluullliPIIMkf  litiie.       'J'ltr  R.nmi'ypnrhi.'n'nrtenGllleotleon 
lit- |«B:«'.i  B.iiK!Wi.vkjflt  Slulie  neMWi  dsor,  "raf«™urit.-calnfM    W   pole'a  " 
KhPiu  hi)  inuttuT  and  sDot  imiilnl,  and  In  liuil 
]ile.-ii<tii!!  nlireuielit  finiflieil  arvoral  of  tiii  monl  ec- 
Irhratiil  pnrnii. 

From  tlirncc  he  retiimeil  to  CBinl>riil|Te,  nliieh, 
from  tbiapEriaJi^u  hi*  diiefrrsidenDe  during  the  '' 
iTiiininilprcirhiBlire.  Tlieennvenienerawith  <v)iirh  " 
n  rullegc  life  iTBB  attended,  lo  a  penwn  of  hb  m 
Tiiw  fortune,  and  aluiHiHM  (uniofniindincreuK 
ll>an  >  eaju|Htisiil»n  £ir  IW  diiililLO  wkicli,  liir  '"^ 


HHiiii,  hn  lioTB  til  ll»  place;  liat  he  wm 
pcrfedty  reconrih-il  to  hi*  ailualinn,  nn  Mr.  Ma- 
•rtll  a  imn^  eleeteil  a  Mlow  of  IVmhrukr-lI:  " 
cireaiiinCBiKc  which  bmii);lil  hiii)  a  coui[iii 
vrim,  dtiriiiic  lif"  rotainol  for  him  llio  liij^liext  de- 
gne  orrriendiilii[)  and  eatmn. 

In  1743  hs  vaaiul milted  lo  llic  de;:Tee  nrbacli 
Iat  kn  iKe  eivil  kvr  u  appe&ra  from  a  tetter  wt. 
ten  to  hia  pnrlirul.ir  friend  Dr.  Whaiton,  nf  Obi 
Park,  near  Durham,  Cwmfrty  fellow  of  PemlmAe 
Hall,  Camlirid;^,  in  which  he  ridiculn,  nilli  innch 
point  and  humour,  tlio  f.illii'a  and  foibles,  and  llie 
dulnesK  and  furmalily,  whii-h  jircTuiled  in  llii 

Tn  order  ti>  enrich  liia  niiiiJ  with  the  iJe: 
othi'ra,  lie  deniled  n  eoiinidor.-ilili-  i-iction  of  lii« 
limr  to  IIh' aliidy  of  the  liert  Greek  aiitlmn;  m 
that  in  llie  eoiirw  nf  A\  yeara,  lliero  ivere  lianHy 
any  wrileM  of  eminence  in  Ihil  InnEuBjp  whow- 
Wiirl'  he  iiad  nul  only  ri'od  imt  tlmruuglily  di- 
Ijestiil. 

Ilia  atlriition,  Iiowei-el,  lo  the  Greik  elafniiv, 
did  mil  uliulty  rasTxts  \iu  limp;  f.ir  lie  Giuiid  l<n- 


haplaly  hlcnili: 

fidlowinj;  yearhr  pwluced  tn  elTort  of  li 

iniporlnnre ;  llir  frajpnent  afan  ^cMiy  i 

llantf  ^  Erhitatltm  and  (?urern;nr!i(. 

deiK-y  was  lo  di'iiiuiiflrulc  tlie  ncves^al 

nu'  of  loHh  lo  funn  great  an<l  Uwfiil  n 

In  I'M,  he  |nit  the  liniBliins  >>troke  la 

irrj(/en  tn  n  l^tunlrg  Ch«Tfh-yir>l.  f 

itiM  liMluh    [KenJM   W 

many  ]iFn»n»or  rank  anil  <! 

Tliii  Ir.iutiful  {ini-lurlion  iiurolueed  i 

(lie  Civonr  of  l^dily  Coliham,  aiul  "a* 

aFiu:;ntiir  comjiitiliiHi,  ealli'd  .1  lai 

tihich  srioni  cOiuioDa  of  i\  il  aiiil  hi 

TV  liapiiily  iiilcn[ien>nt. 

The  Elegy  lia%iiig  fiiuiid  il4  nay  into 

praine  of  ^liKaiin.'*,'"  Ihe  nvitliiir  wr. 

Wid)Hilf,  irqueMing  that  ji    would  |Hit 

hand*  uf  Mr.  DudrJer,  and  unler  him 

inuneJialely  in  ohK'r  to  rewni'  il  fr,ini  II 

it  niiiilil  hnvp   incurred   bj'  its  appear 

inaniirinp.    The  Elegy  wm  tlic  inft^t  | 

nil  our  nul-     ■  ■  -  ■ 

und  IloWzi*:  utxl  in  Ilio  fuiiiK'  v.'ar  a  v. 
ivn»  puMi-lieJ  ly  Uojd.  Mr.  J{ciilly,  a 
utisl  of  halllme  nisliinj  lo  ikvorab- 11 
HMiiMlion  will  e\ery  urnanirnl  pf  nh 
lustily  dtserving,  dri'iv  for  it  a  n-l  nf  de» 
ul»a  did  lor  the  rent  of  Ciray'a  |iTodu 
'  -Il  llie  ailiit  Wis  liberally  repaid  by 
mni!  Iirantiful  dantaa,  lait  uiifiirtu 
lurR-cl  «ipy  of  lliem  tvnlninv  The 
l^vcii  ai  a  ajicuiuicn. 


pn 


LIFE  OF  THOMAS  GRAY. 


"In  alent  guze  Iho  tunrTuI  choir  una 

Hstr  pIcuHMl,  but  blushing,  let  the  muae  >diiute, 
WhUc  Bpiilly  leada  her  Kl»ter  nrt  alanj, 
And  bids  iLc  pencil  onaivcr  to  the  lyre. 

Bcc,  in  (tieiT  counc  rarh  trnnailoiy  thought, 
Fixed  hy  liis  touch,  a  tinting  noence  l&ke ; 

Each  dream,  in  fancy's  ninf  CAlaDiing  wrought, 
To  loral  (yinnirlry  and  life  awake  I 

The  tardy  rliymr*,  llmt  uml  to  linger  on. 
To  ceiuurc  cuUl,  niul  ncglJijcnt  of  fjuic ; 

In  twiller  meoitun's  uiiiiiuilcJ  run, 

And  catvk  n  lustre  fiuni  ilia  genuine  flunc. 

Ahl  rould  thryrntch  hi*  edi-n^th,  iiis  ciwy  grace, 

His  quick  crmliini,  hi«  unerring  line  ; 
The  eiiergT  of  P.i|ie  tiu-y  tni;^l  cITiiT, 

And  Drydcii^  linrmoiiy  subnut  to  mine. 
But  not  to  one  in  this  briiigliled  age 

li  that  diiioer  iii!i|iiration  given. 
That  bums  in  Shal;h)ii'are's  or  in  Milton's  page, 

The  pomp  nnil  pniligiilily  of  JIcBven, 

Af  when  con>|iiiing  in  tlie  (li.i(nonJ'a  blitze, 

Tlie  meaui'T  grtu^,  llial  xingly  chnnn  the  sight. 
Together  dait  ihrir  inlcrniingliil  rayii, 

And  JanJe  with  a  luxury  of  light. 
Enoiiijh  for  nie,  if,  to  some  feeling  breait 

My  line*  a  secret  nyinpnlhy  impart, 
And  mi  Ihcir  ptcu^ins  inltui'iirc  flows  confened, 

A  irigh  of  soil  rcflcclian  liearc  tlie  heart." 

It  appears,  by  a  letter  lo  Dr.  Wharion,  that 
Gray  Hnishcd  hw  Ode  on  tlie  t'ragren  of  J'octry 
early  in  11m;  tlic  Bard  km  s1m>  begun  about  tlio 
■amctiine;  and  the  liilluwing  beautiful  fragment 
on  the  Pleasure  aritinff  from  Vieit»Itvdt  the 
next  year.  The  merit  nf  llic  two  lumier  |iiccea 
WW  not  immediulety  perceived,  nor  generally  an- 
knowleilfred.  Oarriek  wroto  a,  lew  lines  in  thrir 
praiae.  Lloyd  and  Colman  wiole,  in  cone ert,  two 
Odes  lo  "Oblivion"  and  "  OWurily,"  in  which 
Uu7  were  lidiculal  with  much  ingenuity. 

Now  the  golden  morn  aloft 

Weaves  her  ilew-lienpongled  wing 
With  venuil  cheek,  awl  wlibi|>cr  soil, 

Sliewoos  Ilu>  tardy  spiring; 
Till  April  starts,  and  calls  around 
The  sleeping  fnigmnce  from  the  ground, 
And  lightly  o'er  the  living  scene 
Scatters  his  freshest  tcndereBl  green. 

2?ew-harn  flueks,  in  rustic  dance, 

Frisking  ply  their  feeble  fcvti 
Forgetful  oflhiir  wiiilcry  trance. 

The  trirds  Lis  pres<'nce  greet ; 
Bnt  chief  the  skylark  warlilcs  high 
ilk  tiemblini^  thrilling  ecstasy-, 
St* 


And,  letHcning  from  the  danled  sight, 
Klclts  into  air  and  liquid  light. 

Yeateiday  the  sullen  year 

Saw  the  snowy  whirlwind  fly  j 
Mute  was  the  music  of  the  air, 

The  herd  slooil  droo[)ing  by; 
Their  raptures  now,  that  wildly  flow, 
No  yesterday  nor  morrow  know; 
'Tis  man  nlone  that  joy  descries 
Willi  forward  and  iwerted  eye*. 

Smiles  on  post  niisfijrtune'a  brow 

Suit  rellectiun's  hand  can  treco. 
And  o'er  llieclicek  of  i>orTaw  throw 

A  nielancholy  grace : 
Wliile  hope  prolongs  our  happier  hotir. 
Or  iler|ieBl  sliades,  that  dimly  lour. 
Anil  lilackcn  round  our  weary  way, 
GilJ*  Willi  B  gleam  of  dintaiit  day. 
Still  where  nny  pleasure  leada. 

Sec  a  kindred  grief  pursue, 
Beliind  the  steps  that  muery  treads 

Apptnaeliins  comfort  view; 
The  hncH  of  liliw  more  brijhtly  glow, 
Chastiscil  by  sabler  tints  of  wo; 
And  lileniliHt  form,  with  artful  strife, 
The  strength  and  harmony  of  lilc. 
See  llio  wretch,  that  long  has  toit 

On  tlio  thorny  biil  of  ruiti, 
Al  lent^  repair  Iiiii  vij^ur  Inst. 

And  breathe  and  walk  again. 
The  meanest  Tioweret  of  tlio  vale, 
I'lic  ciiupli'M  iiulu  tliat  tvieUi  the  gak. 
The  eominoii  sun,  the  nir,  the  Hkiet, 
To  liiiii  are  opaning  Paradise." 

Onr  author's  reputation,  nn  n  [Kiet,  wa4  so  'jigh, 
that,  nn  llic  ileaili  of  Colley  Cibl*-r,  in  n57,  Im 
had  the  honour  of  refuMiig  tlic  afliov  of  inet-hui- 
it,  to  which  lie  wan  prubaldy  induced  by  Um 
>^ec  litought  upon  it  ihroti;;!!  tlic  inability  of 
1110  wlin  linil  filled  it. 

lliH  euriosity  oitoe  lime  aOer  drew  him  cctnf 
from  Cnmbri<l<,re  to  a  lo>li;iiig  near  tlie    Britixh 
ivuni,  wlieie  lie  rendeil  near  thnn^  yeans  read- 
and  IranscriMng. 

n  ITG'2,  on  tlie  death  of  Mr.  Turner,  prorenut 
of  modem  languagm  and  history  at  Cambridge, 
s,  according  to  his  own  cipreuiun,  "  cock- 
ered and  s|iiriled  up"  I«  ai>[ily  lo  Lohl  Bule  tor 
Lremsinn.    His  lordshiprefuseilhiin  with  all 
ililineM  of  a  eounier,  the  olfii-c  having  bean 
lUsly  proRuscd  to  Mr.  Bruckd,  the  tutor  ol 
Sir  James  Lowther. 

lli>  health  bring  on  the  decline,  in  I7G5,  ha 

underlnok  n  journey  lo  Scotland,  coucriring  ho 

should  derive  benefit  from  cxereiM!  and  changs  df 

3m  aoeount  of  that  country,  as  far  ti 


mi 


LIFE  OF  THOMAS  GRAY. 


It  extends,  is  curioux  and  I'li-^aiit;  for  as  his  intnJi  phvsii'ians,  he  removed  from  London  to  Kenmn^ 
was  coiiiprchonfe>i\(*,  it  was  i>iii)m»yi'd  in  the  con-  ton;  ilie  air  of  which  place  proved  so  salutary, 


temptation  of  ail  tiir  works  of  art,  all  the  appear- 
anci-s  uf  n.'iture,  and  all  tlie  ninnunients  of  jiast 
events. 


tliat  he  was  soon  enabled  to  n>turn  to  Cnnibrid^e, 
wh^'nrc  he  drsirrnot!  to  make  a  visit  to  his  friend, 
r>r.  Wharton,  at  Old  Park,  near  Durham;  in- 


Durin^  his  stav  in  Sootlaml  he  contrncted  a.  dujtiing  a  fond  hope  tluit  tlieexcumon  would  tend 
friendship  witli  Dr.  Brattie,  in  whom  he  found,  as  to  the  re-estuMidhment  of  his  health:  hut,  alas! 
he  hinint'lf  expn-sscs  it,  a  ptKt,  a  pliilosopher,  and  th.it  hope  provetl  tielusive.  On  the  24th  of  July 
a  giKxl  man.  Throu;;h  the  iiitrrv««ntion  of  hii»  hi*  was  siM/^fl,  while  at  dinner  in  the  Collej»e-ha!I, 
frii-nd  the  dtx'tor.  t!n»  Miiris'-hal  CoI!r«;e  at  Al>er-  witli  a  sudden  nausea,  which  oMi;^^d  him  to  retire 
dfcn  oflTeri-d  hnn  the  decree  of  diM'tor  of  law?*, ;  to  his  chamlier.  The  gout  liad  fixeil  on  his  sto* 
whit'ii  he  tht»ui;ht  it  droent  to  decline,  lia\in>r' niarh  in  such  a  degree  as  to  resist  all  the  powers 
omitted  to  t-jike  it  at  CaMibridi;e.  I  of  miNlicine.     On  the  i29th  he  was  attacked  with 

In  DrciiiiUT,  17ri7,  Dr.  I5fultii',  still  drsirons' a  Ptron^  convulsion,  which  returned  with  increas- 
that  his  country  should  l<'avo  a  inrntento  of  its  re-  ed  violence  the  ensuin:;  ^^Ji  A^^d  ^^  the  evening 
gard  to  the  merit  of  our  pm't,  m)licit(-d  his  ]>erniis-  of  the  Slst  of  May,  1771,  he  departed  this  life  in 
sion  to  print,  ut  the  University  of  Glasjrow,  im  the  53th  year  of  his  ace. 


cIerT;int  edition  of  his  works.   Cirav  could  not  coin 
ply  with  his  frirnil's  r'-ijih'^t.  a>»  he  had  ;:ivcn  hi>* 


From  the  narrative  of  his  friend,  Mr.  Mason,  if 
npjx'nrs,  that  Gray  was  actuatetl  by  motives  of  self 


promise  to  Mr.  Dodshy.  Howcmt,  o<  a  <'ornpIi  'improvement,  and  self  gratification,  in  hisappiica- 
ment  tothrm  lH>ih,  hr  pn>ente«l  tiiemwith  a  copy,  lliim  to  the  Muses,  rather  than  any  view  to  pecu> 
cuntainin«r  a  few  notes,  :ind  tlu'  imitations  of  thdninry  em«t1ument.  His  pursuits  were  in  (renera] 
old  Norwej^ian  jKietr}',  intend<'il  to  fupphmt  Ih^ 'disint crest eil;  and  as  he  w.is  free  from  avarice  on 
I*i»nj:  Storv,  wliii'h  was  printed  at  first  to  ill  us  the  one  hand,  so  was  he  from  extra  vaira  nee  un  the 
trato  Mr.  Ih'iillvV  desi;X"s'-  other:  bein;r  one  of  those  few  characters  in  the 

In  17<V^,  our  author  obtained  that  office  without  annals  of  literature,  especially  in  the  poetical  class, 
Miliirilation,  for  which  he  hnd  befon*  applied  with-  who  are  devoid  of  self  interest,  and  at  the  same 
out  effect.     The  professorship  of  Iangu:»;;es  and  time  attentive  to  economy:  but  Mr.  Mafon  adds, 


hiivtory  again  In'came  vacant,  and  he  received  an 
offer  of  it  from  the  Duke  of  Graflon,  who  had  sue 
ceeiletl  Lonl  Rute  in  ofl^ice.  The  place  was  valua- 
ble in  itsi'lf,  the  salary  licing  4001.  a-year;  but  it 
was  renden»d  iNHruliarly  acceptable  to  Mr.  Gray, 
as  he  obtained  it  without  solicitation. 

So«m  af\er  he  succtreded  to  this  office,  tlie  im- 
paired state  of  his  health  rendered  another  journey 


that  he  was  induced  to  decline  taking  any  advan- 
tage of  his  literary  pnxluctions  by  a  degree  of  pride, 
which  infiiicnced  him  to  disdain  the  idea  of  t'viog 
thought  an  author  by  profi^sion. 

It  api)ears  from  the  same  narrative,  that  Gray 
mjule  considerable  progress  in  the  study  of  archi- 
tecture, particularly  the  Gothic.  He  endeavoured 
to  trace  this  branch  of  the  science,  from  the  period 


necirssary ;  and  he  visited,  in  17G0,  the  counties  of  of  its  commencement,  through  its  various  changes, 
Westmoreland  and  Cundwrland.    His  remarks  on  till  it  arrivc^l  at  its  i»erfectii>n  in  the  time  of  Heniy 


the  wonderful  scenery  which  thesi'  northern  re- 
gions  display,  he  transmitted  in  episttilary  jour 
nals  to  his  friend,  Dr.  Wharton,  which  alKUunl, 
according  to  Mr.  Mason's  elegant  diction,  with 
all  the  mildness  of  Salvator,  and  the  softness  of 
Claude. 


VIM.  He  applied  himsc«lf  also  to  the  study  of 
heraldry,  of  which  he  obtained  a  very  competent 
knowledge,  as  appears  from  his  Remarks  on  Sax- 
on Churches^  in  the  intnxluction  to  Mr.  Bentliam'i 
Iliftory  nf  Ely. 

But  the  favourite  study  of  Gray,  for  the  last  two 


He  t.ppears  to  have  been  much  aflr«»cted  by  the  years  of  his  life,  was  natural  history,  which  hcra- 
anxiety  he  felt  at  holding  a  place  without  discharg-  ther  resumed  than  liegan,  as  he  had  ac(]uired  some 
ing  the  duties  annexed  to  it.  He  had  always  de-  knowledge  of  Initany  in  early  life,  while  he  was 
dgned  reading  lectures,  but  never  put  it  in  practice ;  under  the  tuition  of  his  uncle  Antrobus.  Hp  wrote 
and  a  consciousness  of  tliis  neglect,  contributed  co[)i(»U8  marginal  notes  to  the  works  of  Linnaeus 
not  a  little  to  increase  the  malady  under  which  he  I  and  other  writers  in  tlie  three  kingdoms  of  nature: 
liad  long  lal)0ured:  nay,  the  office  at  length  Ik?-' and  Mr.  Mason  further  oWrvcs,  that,  excepiin« 
came  so  irksome,  that  he  seriously  pro[>osed  to  re-'  pure  mathematics,  and  the  studies  dependent  on 
sign  it.  I  that  science,  there  was  hardly  any  part  of  hiimar 

Towanls  the  close  of  May,  1771,  he  removed  learning  in  which  lie  hnd  not  acquired  a  comi« 
Dm  r'ambridge  to  London,  afliT  having  suffered  tent  skill;  in  most  of  them  a  consummate  masterv 


from 


▼iolent  attacks  of  an  henMlitary  gout,  to  which  he  i  Mr.  M£L«u>n  has  declined  drawing  any  formn 
bad  Iftng  Ihhmi  subjtM't,  notwitlistanding  he  had  ol>-  character  of  him:  but  has  adopte<l  one  from  a  lef 
•erveil  the  imtxt  rigid  niMtemiousness  throughout  ter  to  .Tames  Boswell,  Esq.  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Teir 
the  wluilr  etiiirne  of  bin  life.     My  the  advice  of  his  pli",  rector  of  St.  Gluvias,  in  Cornwall,  firat  prin' 
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cd  anonyiDoualy  in  the  London  Magazine,  wliich, 
M  we  conceive  authentic,  from  the  sanction  of  Mr. 
Mason,  we  shall  therefore  transcribe. 

"  Perhaps  he  was  the  most  learned  man  in  Eu- 
lopc.  He  was  equally  acquainted  with  the  elo- 
quent and  profound  parts  of  science,  and  that  not 


fastidious,  and  hard  to  itlonsc.  His  contempt, 
however,  is  often  employ rd,  where  I  hope  it  will 
be  approved,  ufion  scepticism  and  infidrlity.  His 
short  account  of  Shafloetbury  I  will  ius^rt. 

"*You  say  you  can  not  conceive  how  Lord 
Shaftesbury  came  to  L«  a  phiK^sopher  in  vogue:  1 


superficially  but  thoroughly.  He  knew  every  branch  will  tell  you;  first,  he  was  a  lord;  secondly,  he  was 
of  history,  both  natural  and  civil;  had  rcail  all  the  as  vain  as  any  of  his  readers;  thinlly,  men  are 
original  historians  of  England,  France  and  Italy ;  very  prone  to  believe  what  tlioy  do  not  understand; 
and  was  a  great  antiquarian.  Criticism,  nietaphy-' fourthly,  they  will  l>eHcvc  any  thing  at  nil,  pro- 
ncs,  morals,  and  politics,  made  a  principal  part  of  vided  they  are  under  no  obligation  to  believe  it; 
his  study;  voyages  and  travels  of  all  sorts  were  fifthly,  they  love  to  take  a  new  road,  even  when 
his  faxourite  amusements ;  and  he  hnd  a  fine  taste  that  mad  leads  nowhere;  sixtiily,  he  was  reckoned 
in  painting,  prints,  architecture,  and  gardening,  a  fine  writer,  and  seems  always  to  mean  more  than 
With  such  a  fund  of  knowledge, his  conviTsation  he  said.  Would  you  have  anymore  reasons?  An 
must  have  been  equally  instructing  and  entertain- .  interval  of  above  forty  years  has  pretty  well  de- 
ing't  but  he  was  also  a  good  man,  a  man  of  \irtue  st roved  the  charm.  A  dead  lord  ranks  with  com- 
and  humanity.  There  is  no  chantctrr  without  moners:  vanity  is  no  longer  interested  in  the  mat- 
some  speck,  some  imi)erf«rtion,  and  I  tliink  \hv.  ter:  for  a  new  road  is  lH»eome  an  old  one.'" 
greatest  defect  in  his  was  an  alllrtation  of  delica-  As  a  writer,  he  had  this  jieculiarity,  lliat  he  did 
cy,  or  rather  efTeminacy,  and  a  visible  fiisriiIio»is-|  not  write  his  jiieees  first  rudely,  and  tlum  correct 
ness,  or  contempt  and  dis<lnin  of  his  inferiors  in  them,  but  laUiured  every  line  as  it  aro.se  in  the 
science.  He  al.-io  had,  in  some  degree,  that  weak-  train  of  composition;  and  he  had  a  notion  not  very 
nc9B  which  disgusted  Voltaire  so  nuich  in  Mr.  prculinr,  tliat  he  eonld  nnt  write  but  at  certain 
Congreve:  though  he  seemed  to  value  others  chief-  times,  or  at  hap])y  moments;  a  fantastic  fop]K.'ry 
ly  according  to  the  j>rogross  tliey  had  mailc  in  to  which  our  kindness  for  a  nnn  of  learning  and 
knowledge,  yet  he  could  not  bear  to  be  considen'd  of  xirtne  wishes  him  to  have  been  sujvrior. 
himself  merely  as  a  man  of  letters;  and  tijough  As  a  po«;t,  he  stands  high  in  the  e>timation  of 
without  birth,  or  fortune,  or  station,  his  desire  was  the  candid  and  judicious.  His  works  are  not  nu- 
lobc  looked  u{)on  as  a  private  indejiendent  gen-'merous;  but  they  liear  the  marks  of  intense^  apjili- 
tleman,  who  read  for  his  amusement.  Perhaps  it  cation,  and  careful  revision.  The  Elegy  in  the 
may  be  said.  What  signifies  so  much  knowledge,  Churchyartl  isdeenieil  his  master-piece;  the  sub- 
when  it  produced  so  little  7  Is  it  worth  taking  so  ject  is  interesting,  the  scMitiment  simple  and  i>a- 
much  pains  to  leave  no  memorial  but  a  few  i)oems1  thetic,  and  the  versification  charmingly  melodious. 
But  let  it  be  considcrcil  that  Mr.  Gray  was,  to  This  beautiful  composition  has  lieen  often  selected 
olhcra,  at  least  innocently  employed;  to  himself,  by  orators  for  the  display  of  their  rhetorical  talents. 
certainly  beneficially.  His  time  passed  agreeably ; ;  But  as  the  most  finished  productions  of  t!ie  human 
he  was  cii'ery  day  making  some  new  acquisition  in  mind  have  not  escaped  censure,  the  works  of  our 
■cience;  his  mind  was  enlarged,  his  heart  soften-  author  have  undergone  iHiU'ral  comments.  His 
ed,  his  virtue  strengthened ;  the  world  and  man-!  Elegy  has  lieen  Hup|iosed  drfirtive  in  want  of  plan. 
kind  were  shown  to  him  without  a  mask ;  and  he  Dr.  Knox,  in  his  Ks.^nys,  has  olwrvrd,  "  that  it  is 
was  taught  to  consider  every  thing  as  trifling,  and  thought  by  some  to  lie  no  more  than  a  confused 
unworthy  of  the  attention  of  a  wise  man,  except  heap  of  splendid  ideas,  thrown  tiMrether  without 
the  pursuit  of  knowledge  and  practice  of  virtue,  onler  and  without  proiH>rtion."  Some  passages 
in  that  state  wherein  God  hath  placed  us."  ,  have  been  censured  by  Kelly  in  the  Babbler:  and 

In  addition  to  this  character,  Mr.  Mason  has  re-  imitations  of  diflen-nt  authors  have  iK-rn  pointed 
marked,  that  Gray's  effeminacy  was  affected  most  out  by  other  critics,  liut  thesis  imitation:?  can  not 
before  those  whom  he  did  not  wish  to  please :  and  Ihj  a.scertnined,  as  there  are  nufnU-rless  instances 
that  he  is  unjustly  charged  with  making  knowledge  of  coinciilence  of  ideas;  so  tliat  it  is  ililficult  to  say, 
hb  sole  reason  of  preference,  as  he  paid  his  esteem  with  pretritiion,  what  is  or  is  not  a  designed  cr  ao- 
to  none  whom  he  did  not  Ukewise  believe  to  be  cidentol  imitation. 
good.  j     Grayi  '»"  J"*  Elegy  in  the  Church-yanI,  has 

Dr.  Johnson  makes  the  following  observation: — great  merit  in  adverting  to  the  most  inten'sting 
"  What  has  occurred  to  me,  from  the  slight  in-  passions  of  the  human  mind,  yet  his  genius  is  not 
•pcction  of  his  letters,  in  which  my  undertaking  marked  alone  by  the  tender  sensibility  st>  conspi- 
bas  engaged  me,  is,  that  his  mind  had  a  large  cuous  in  that  elegant  piwe ;  but  there  is  a  subli- 
grasp;  that  his  curiosity  was  unlimited,  and  his  mity  which  gives  it  an  e<|ual  claum  to  universal 
Judgment  cultivated;  that  he  was  a  man  likely  to  admiration. 
love  much  where  he  loved  at  all,  but  that  he  was!     His  Odes  on  The  Progrett  of  Poetry ^  and  of 


LIFE  OF  THOMAS  GRAY. 


ur-  -_rr  :.-  Mr   >!a!«o:i'*  account, 

..-:  •..-:.*"  r.:fnihusix«m-  The 

^-^   *...!  1  ij:.L  i~'iii\i'ms\  the  Ian- 


mfR.-c :  i.i  1  his  rrmarks  Ivtray,  u|ion  the  \rh j!«», 
an  urirc>*-.-.n:.Mi'  fastidiousnods  of  t.tstc,  ami  an  im- 
btv.  r„.:-.^  ;::;■>.  ralUy  of  spirit.     lie  opivars  to  liare 


•:. :  ihc  UM-igcry  car-  lum-  ;  i::  ur.willingcyc  uiion  tlic  Uauiics  of  Gray, 
:--::.^:Jirinjj  height.  K«-v  hi*  /.al-iisy  would  not  ^ufTcr  him  to  see 


:  >   -.-^  :    ■    ■•*-_-r.:y :  hut  the  one 

.     .:  >«•   .-  .  ■^..^  l.2\c  not  mad 
.  •  •     ■     :    :;.  .^so  wlio  are  un- 


%  >• 


V  .>  Tv..m  of  i:n\nt 


suc.i  » j>. :.  ir.o  ir.onl  in  a  cotvmiJorary."     These 

n-inirk*  ■  t"  Mr.  Wukcfield   ayi>c,xT  to  he  well 

foundtiJ:  an.!  it  lias  Wn  obscncd  l»y  another 

.-     ..'  ■  _r  own  nation."     writer,   ifi.it  Dr.  John9«m,  lieiiig   stn^ngly  in^u- 

-  ^  'r    Wakofleld,  a  en^^^^  by  i.is  jmliti^-al  and  rtligious  iiriiicij>I«^,  was 

•  :  :     -aoni^,  that,  inoliru  •!  to  tM«t.  with  t!ie  ulniosrt  severity,  »>rne  of 

-     .  •:;  :is.  t!iey  are  the  j-r-hlii.Ti.  ::s  of  our  N-st  writers;  to  which  may 

•     »  .r.l  of  iMetry,  U-  i::iiiuli  .1  tl;:it  «'vcrity  with  which  lie  censures 

.,a.  .-..  ".vifi*  than  a  the  Ixri*.*  j  rrtonsiancrs  of  Gray.  It  is  highly  rro- 
:"  .'OlronK/on   hjiMe  that  no  one  jHX'tical  reader  will  universally 

■4  ■•  :..r.!.  andeon-  snV.'TiN»  to  hi.^  deei-ions,  though  all  may  admiri 
•.   I  \I.r:»iied  with  j  hi-*  v.jsi  intuitive  knowledge,  and  jmwer  of  dlscri- 

.  '\'.:l.  iiiteHiL'ihli'. ;  mination. 

■  I 

.  s^'vi.t  on   The^     ,  .     .  ,i      i    .    ,    . 

,.    ,,..,,.      I     In  one  instance,  the  doctor  8  inconsiatcncv.  and 

.-  .1     1  •    I :  "I'viation  Iroin  Ins  general  character,  docs  hira  lio- 

nuur.     Aiur  ha\ing  conunentL>d  with  the  most  ri- 

r^id  severity  on  the  j^oetical  works  of  Gray,  as  if 

conscious  of  the  injustice  done  him,  he  sccins  to 

,!    1,7    '■  '  i*l'*'^"8'«5  ^'.V  the  fulJowing  di'claration.  which  con- 

^  *  '  ■     "\       "  ■  chides  his  criiieisni,  and  shall  concJude  the  mcmoin 

....         ■> -^-^t  «»'»  of  our  author. 

•  .-    A.  .■^.•:.  -  .uvount, 

-  \'  :''  s  ::\>-t  ric«'r-'     "  In  the  clianicter  of  his  Elegy  (says  Johnson) 
« ■         .  ■    ■  ■*  "■  '■  r..iio:i  of   I  njoice  and  ctmcur  with  the  cummon  reader;  for, 

:    ■  .     . « -. ' -e  li.is  !n-  the  coniinon  siMise  of  readers,  uncorr«|ited  with 
■•  *  K  .  ^^-  ::>  .".nil  literary  jinjuiliivs,  nil  the  refinements  of  subiiliiv 
,  .     \'  ■    \'  ..^  ■•  x;-:v  jvrli-    and  the  do;:niatisin  of  learning,  must  lie  finallv  de- 
•    '■  »  •    :*   .".■•.  »»rdeal  eided  all  claim  to  |)oetical  honours.     The  Church- 

■II.     •       •>       ■  .'  ■■  v.'t  :•  i-'S  ;. 7 n.' abounds  with  iningi's  which  find  aniirrt^rin 

e\iry  mind,  and  with  sentiments  to  which  everv 

ii    .  ^*     ^^    ^k.  ".".■<  s**-  Kt$i>m  returns  an  t;cho.     The  four  stiinzas  K-iTin- 

'  X    "  ■•  .•.'■-"■■"  \'.\\  wxw'Z,  ^Vf,  c'tn  //<csc  fconw,  are  to  me  original;  I 

.^  .•  v"vir'>    '-.ive  never  seen  the  notions  in  any  other  iiber: 

•'      .    :  «■  .-'•.  _\  1 1  b.e  tliat  nails  them  here,  persuades  hiin-ii.  If  tli.'-.t 

»•     ■    ■  ;        .     ■'.:,•. :»\*  i.e  Iia:!  abvays  felt  them.    Had  Gray  wrillou ''fti^n 

.%..•      '.■.-•  -v  •'»    V     .•x\«'^er.  t''.u*,  it  had  beer,  vain  to  blame,  and  useless  to 

.\  .\icH».    »       ..V  ■  .:. .  »*-'u^  J  r-iwe  him." 
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FROM  MR.  WEST*  TO  MR.  GRAY.  ^  "Hod  tngnjtitndo,  and  I  am  obliged  to  yool 

goodness  for  softening  so  harsh  an  appellation.— 
You  use  me  very  cruelly ;  you  have  sent  mo  but  When  we  meet,  it  will,  however,  be  my  greatest 
letter  since  I  have  been  at  Oxford,  and  that  of  pleasures  to  know  what  you  do,  what  you  read, 
too  agreeable  not  to  make  me  sensible  how  great  and  how  you  spend  your  time,  &c.  &c.  and  to  tell 
my  loss  is  in  not  having  more.  Next  to  seeing  you  what  I  do  not  read,  and  how  I  do  not,  &c.  for 
joa  is  the  pleasure  of  seeing  your  hand-writing;  almort  all  the  employment  of  my  hours  may  bf 
next  to  hearing  you  is  the  pleasure  of  hearing  from  best  explained  by  negatives ;  take  my  word  and 
yoa.  Really  and  sincerely  1  wonder  at  you,  that  experience  upon  it,  doing  nothing  is  a  most  amu»- 
joa  thought  it  not  worth  while  to  answer  my  last  ing  business ;  and  yet  nt^ther  something  nor  no- 
letter.  I  hope  this  will  have  better  success  in  he-  thing  gives  me  any  pleasure.  Wlien  you  havo 
half  of  your  quondam  school-fellow ;  in  behalf  of  seen  one  of  my  days,  you  have  seen  a  whole  year 
one  who  has  walked  hand  in  hand  with  you,  like  of  my  life ;  they  go  round  and  round  like  the  blind 
tlie  two  children  in  the  wood,  horse  in  the  mill,  only  he  has  the  satisfaction  of 
Through  many  a  flowery  path  and  shelly  grot,  fancying  he  makes  a  progress,  and  gets  some 
When  loamlng  lulled  us  in  her  private  maza  ground ;  my  eyes  are  ojien  enough  to  see  the  same 
The  very  thought,  you  sec,  tips  my  pen  with  po-  dull  prospect,  and  to  know  that  having  made  four- 
etrj,  and  brings  Eton  to  my  view.  Consider  me  and-twenty  steps  more,  I  shall  be  just  where  I  was: 
very' seriously  here  in  a  strange  country,  inhabited  I  may,  liettcr  than  most  people,  say  my  life  is  but  a 
bj  things  that  call  themselves  doctors  and  masters  span,  wore  I  not  afraid  lest  you  should  not  believe  that 
of  arts;  a  country  flowing  with  syllogisms  and  ale,  a  person  so  short-lived  could  write  even  so  long  a 
where  Horace  and  Virgil  are  equally  unknown;  letter  as  this;  in  short,  I  believe  I  must  not  send 
eoDBder  me,  I  say,  in  this  melancholy  light,  and  you  a  history  of  my  own  time,  till  I  can  send  you 
then  think  if  something  be  not  due  to  that  also  of  the  Reformation.*    However,  as  the 

Yours.  most  undescn-ing  people  in  the  world  must  surely 

Chrtat  CSraid^  Nov.  14, 1735.  have  the  vanity  to  wish  somebody  had  a  regard  for 

P.  S.  I  desire  you  will  send  me  soon,  and  truly  them,  so  T  need  not  wonder  at  my  own,  in  being 

and  pontively,  a  History  of  your  own  Time.t  pleased  that  you  care  alwut  me.    You  need' not 

_  doubt,  therefore,  of  having  a  first  row  in  the  front 

"  box  of  my  liltic  heart,  and  I  believe  you  are  not  in 

TO  MR.  WEST.  danger  of  being  crowded  there ;  it  is  asking  you 

r>     •    *        •.    ♦  .t,       i.fi  to  an  old  nhiv,  indtHjd,  but  vou  will  l»e  candid 

PcRMiT  me  agam  towntetoyou,thoughlhavo  ,         '    ^      ,        •    i      '•        r    *u       u      r 

1  1  Ji         1  «  1  r     •  I.      ;  enough  to  excuse  the  whole  piece  for  the  sake  of 

io  long  neglected  my  duty,  and  forgive  my  brevi-      ..   ^    ,      , ,    ,. 

.        \r     ¥4  11  •*  •  1     1    11    I     «i  a  few  ^1lerahIe  nnes. 

tT,  when  1  tell  you,  it  is  occasioned  wholly  by  the       _      . .    ,.   ,       ...         -  i  i         i ^  ^i»,.,«^ 

/•       ,         •"!.*         I  u       1*.         For  this  little  while  past  I  have  been  p1a}'ing 

hurry  I  am  m  to  get  to  a  place  where  I  expect  to      .  .  ^^    .  *     i      k   i  ..  ^^^  «»  «,,«:•- 

j'    .^,  .u        1  .1       *i      •  I.    r  withStatius;  we  yestenlay  had  a  game  at  quoita 

meet  with  no  other  pleasure  than  the  sight  of  you;  ^       .  '      .,.-'       •!„  V,..^„«  !1^  iu,  u.,.;«« 

-_  '      r     r      1      •        r       1  I  toffother;  vou  will  easily  forgive  me  for  having 

lor  I  am  preparing  for  London  in  a  few  days  at  ,  ^,     ,.*  :      ,  ^       ",.„,      ., .^  k;  ' 

T-^i.  _*     T  1        s.  1      •     .1     I      »    *  broke  his  head,  as  you  have  a  little  pique  to  hiin. 

furthest    I  do  not  wonder  in  the  least  at  your  ,        ,  \       i  *•  i  •  i  i  r  i     .         _-. 

r  *  ui      •  -11  •*        w     .1      •  1  send  VOU  mv  translation,  which  1  did  not  engage 

frequent  blanung  my  indolence,  it  ought  rather  to  .    .      -      »  ri    i  *l  »      J»    r  .u        ^      ...if 

_5 "     ^ '  ^ in  l)ecause  1  hketl  that  part  of  the  poem,  nor  do  I 

•  Mr.  ^^ctf^*•  father  was  lord  chanmllor  of  IrelamL    Ills  now  send  it  to  you  Nvauae  1  think  it  deserves  it, 

fiandfaiher,  hy  the  mother,  the  famous  bishop  Burnet.    He  i,ut  merely  to  show  you  how  I  mis{)end  my  daya. 

innoT«I  irom  Eton  to  Oxford,  abimi  the  same  Ume  ihai  Mr.  ^  j^  j„  ^^^  ^^^„  ^^  ^^  pj,^  ^^^  ^ 

Grmjr  left  thai  place  for  Cambridpe.    In  Ajiril.  17*^  he  left  ^^,,^j^  ^„„,          ^^  ^      HIpponMMlon,  &c 

ChriM  Church  for  the  Inner  Temple,  and  Mr.  Gray  removed  ,-     ,  . ,      wo  i-*« 

ftom  Pwerhousetotown  the  latter  ««nd  of  that  year ;  Intending  Cambridge,  »Uy  3, 173B. 

■hn  to  apply  himself  to  ihe  study  of  the  law  in  the  aamo  so*  ■ 

ciety.  '  Garry!  ng  on  the  allusion  to  the  other  hictory  wnm  \n  Vi 

t  ADiadlng  to  bis  grand&Uiei^  history.  West's  gnuiiUaihsr. 
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FROM  MR.  WEST. 

I  AGREE  with  you  that  you  have  broke  Statjus'e 
heacJ,  but  it  is  in  like  manner  a*  ApoUo  broke 
Hyadnth'a,  you  have  foiled  him  infinitely  at  hit 
own  wea(ion :  I  mutt  insist  on  seeing  the  rest  of 
your  translation,  and  then  I  will  examine  it  en- 
tire, and  compare  it  with  the  Latin,  and  be  ^'ery 
wise  and  severe,  and  {mton  an  inflexible  face,  such 
■s  becomes  the  character  of  a  true  son  of  Aristar- 
etius,  of  hypercritical  memory.  In  the  meanwhile, 

And  calmed  the  terrori  of  hif  claws  In  gobl, 

b  exactly  Statius — Summos  auro  mamuererat 
unguet.  I  never  knew  before  that  tlie  golden 
fangs  on  hainmrrcluths  were  so  old  a  fashion. 
Your  llymeuoal  I  wai«  told  was  tlic  bort  in  the 
Cambridge  collection  l>oforc  I  saw  it,  and,  indeed, 
k  is  no  great  compliment  to  tell  you  I  thought  it 
io  when  [  had  seen  it,  but  sincerely  it  pleased  me 
best.  Methinks  the  college  bards  have  run  into  a 
strani^c  taste  on  tliis  occasion.  Such  soft  unmean- 
ing  stuff  about  Venus  ami  Cupid,  and  Peleus  and 
Thetis,  and  Zephyrs  and  Dryads,  was  never  read. 
As  for  my  poor  little  EcKtgue,  it  has  been  con- 
demned and  beheailed  by  our  Westminster  judges ; 
an  exonlium  of  about  sixte«.n  lines  absolutely  cut 
off,  and  its  other  linilM  quartered  in  a  most  bar- 
barous manner.  I  will  send  it  you  in  my  next  as 
my  true  and  lawful  heir,  in  exclusion  of  the  pro- 
tender,  who  has  the  impudence  to  appear  under 
my  name. 

As  yet  1  have  not  looked  into  Sir  Isaac.  Public 
disputations  I  hate ;  mathematics  I  reverence ;  his- 
tory, morality,  and  natural  philosophy  have  the 
greatest  charms  in  -my  eye ;  but  who  can  forget 
poetry  1  tliey  coll  it  idleness,  but  it  is  surely  the 
most  enchanting  thing  in  the  world,  "  ac  dulce 
oiium  ct  pccne  omni  negotio  pulckriua.** 
I  am,  dear  Sir,  j'ours  while  I  am 

R.W. 

Ohrfft  Chim:h,  May  2\t  1736. 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Yon  must  know  that  I  do  not  take  degrees,  and, 
after  this  term,  shall  have  nothing  more  of  college 
impertinences  to  undergo,  which  I  trust  will  be 
some  pleasure  to  you,  as  it  is  a  great  one  to  me.  I 
have  endured  lectures  daily  and  hourly  since  I 
came  last,  supported  by  the  hopes  of  being  shortly 
at  full  liberty,  to  give  myself  up  to  my  friends  and 
classical  companions,  who,  poor  souls!  though  1 
»ee  mem  fallen  into  great  contempt  with  most  peo- 
ple here,  vet  I  can  not  help  sticking  to  them,  and 
out  of  a  spirit  of  ol)stinacy  (I  think)  love  them  the 
better  for  it;  an<l,  indeed,  what  can  I  do  else? 
Must  I  plunge  into  metaphysics  1  Alas!  I  can  not 
wnn  m  the  dark;  nature  has  not  furnished  me  with  | 


the  optics  of  a  caL  ^lust  I  pore  upon  ma 
tics?  Alas!  I  can  not  sec  in  too  much  light 
no  eagle.  It  is  very  possible  that  two  a 
make  four,  but  I  would  not  give  four  farth 
demonstrate  this  ever  so  cteaxiy ;  and  if  t 
the  profits  of  life,  give  me  the  amusemeni 
The  people  I  behold  all  around  me,  it  seenu 
all  tliis  and  more,  and  yet  I  do  not  know 
them  who  inspires  me  with  any  ambition  o 
like  him.  Surely  it  was  not  this  place,  nov 
bridge,  but  formerly  known  by  the  name  ol 
Ion,  that  the  prophet  spoke  when  he  saic 
wild  beasts  of  the  desert  ahall  dwell  thtn 
their  houses  shall  be  full  of  doleful  creatnr 
owls  shall  build  there,  and  satyn  shall  dano 
their  forts  and  towers  shall  be  a  den  for 
joy  of  wild  asses ;  there  shall  the  great  €m 
her  nest,  and  lay  and  hatch  and  gather  un 
shadow;  It  shall  be  a  cmiit  of  dragons;  the 
owl  also  shall  rest  there,  and  find  for  he 
place  of  rest"  You  see  here  is  a  pretty  co 
of  desolate  animals,  which  is  verified  in  th: 
to  a  tittle,  and  perhaps  it  may  also  allude 
habitation,  for  you  know  all  types  may  bi 
by  abundance  of  handles;  however,  1  del 
owls  to  match  mine. 

If  the  default  of  your  spirits  and  nei 
nothing  but  the  effect  of  the  hyp,  I  have  r 
to  say.  We  all  must  submit  to  that  w; 
queen :  I  too  in  no  small  degree  own  her  8' 

I  fed  her  InflmncB  while  I  ^Msk  berpowet 

But  if  it  be  a  real  distemper,  pray  take  mc 
of  your  health,  if  not  for  your  own  at  least 
sakcs,  and  do  not  be  so  soon  weary  of  tli 
world:  I  do  not  know  what  refined*  fric: 
you  may  have  contracted  in  the  other,  bui 
.not  be  in  a  hurry  to  see  your  acquaintance 
among  your  terrestrial  familiars,  however, 
I  say  it  that  should  not  say  it,  there  posit 
not  one  that  has  a  greater  en^teem  for  you  t 

Yours  most  sincerely 
Peterhouse,  Dec  1736L 


FROM  MR.  WEST. 

I  CONGRATULATE  you  on  your  being  a 
leave  college,t  and  rejoice  much  you  cany 
grces  with  you.  For  I  would  not  have  yoi 
ficd,  and  I  not,  for  the  world,  you  would  h 
suited  me  so.  My  eyes,  such  as  they  a 
yours,  arc  neither  metaphysical  nor  ma  then 


*  Perhaps  he  meani  to  ridicule  the  affected  mannei 
Rowe'a  leiiere  frrnn  the  dead  loilie  llvlnjf. 

f  I  mippeci  tl>at  Mr.  We*  mlnook  Ills  cormtpnndc 
In  sayln:;  he  did  not  take  degrees,  meant  only  to  In  I 
know  tliat  hesiiould  soon  be  releawd  from  lectures  a 
taitonn  It  is  certain  ilunt  M:.  (>my  continued  at  coil 
two  yean  after  the  time  he  wr^ie  the  preccdiiur  li'ttej 


L 
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I  have,  nevertheless,  a  great  rp8{iect  for  your  con- 
DoisKUTS  that  way,  bat  am  always  contented  to 
be  their  humble  admirer.  Your  collcctbn  of  dc- 
•olale  animals  pleased  me  so  much :  but  Oxford,  I 
cui  a«ure  you,  bos  her  owls  that  match  yours,  and 
llie  prophecy  has  certainly  a  squint  that  way. 
Well,  you  are  leaving  this  dismal  land  of  bondage, 
and  which  way  arc  you  turning  your  face  1  Your 
friends,  indeed,  may  bo  happy  in  you,  but  what 
will  you  do  with  your  classic  cx>mpanion8?  An 
inn  of  court  is  as  horrid  a  place  as  a  college,  and 
a  moot  case  is  as  dear  to  gentle  dullness  as  a  syllo- 
gism. But  wherever  you  go,  let  nic  liog  you  not! 
to  throw  poetry,  "like  a  nauseous  weed  away;"' 
cherish  itn  sweets  in  your  bosom ;  they  will  serve 
jou  now  and  then  to  corriTt  the  disgusting  sober' 
fiiUies  of  the  common  law,  misce  slultitiam  con- 
nliit  6rrrrm,  dulce  est  dtslpere  in  loco;  so  said 
Horace  to  Virgil,  those  two  aon^  of  Anak  in  poet- 
ry, and  so  say  1  to  you  in  this  degenerate  land  of 
pigmies, 

Mix  with  your  grave  designs  a  litile  pleasure^ 
Each  day  of  busincas  luu  its  hour  of  IvBure. 

In  one  of  these  hours  I  hope,  dear  Sir,  you  will 
flometimes  think  of  me,  write  to  me,  and  know  me 
joars, 

*££eeu^(s(,  fjtM  KwBt  roM,  Vat  fuTsyui?  a/A^. 

that  is,  write  freely  to  mc  and  openly,  as  I  do  to 
joa;  and  to  give  you  a  proof  of  it,  I  have  sent  you 
an  elegy  of  Tibullus  translated.  Tibullus,  you 
most  know,  is  my  favourite  elegiac  poet;  for  his 
language  is  more  elegant,  and  his  thoughts  more 
natural  than  Ovid's.  Ovid  excels  luni  only  in  wit, 
of  which  no  poet  had  more  in  my  opinion.  The 
leaaon  I  choose  so  melancholy  a  kind  of  jMteaie,  is, 
because  my  low  spirits,  and  constant  ill  health, 
(things  in  me  not  imaginary,  as  you  surmise,  but 
too  re^,  alas!  and  I  fear,  constitutional,)  "  have 
tuned  my  heart  to  elegies  of  wo;"  and  this  likewise 
ifi  the  reason  why  I  am  the  most  irregular  thing 
at  college,  for  you  may  depend  upon  it  I  value  my 
heakh  above  what  they  call  discipline.  As  for  this 
poor  unlicked  thing  of  an  elegy,  pray  criticise  it 
unmercifully,  for  1  send  it  with  that  intent.  In- 
deed your  luto  translation  of  Statius  might  have 
deterred  mc :  but  1  know  you  arc  not  more  able  to 
excel  others,  than  you  are  apt  to  forgive  the  want 
of  excellence,  especially  when  it  is  found  in  the 
pnxluctions  of 

Your  most  sincere  friend. 
Chrbi  Church,  Doc  22;  1736u 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE. 


piness  that  I  have  almost  ever  nxreived,  and  which 
(begging  your  pardon  for  thinking  so  diflorently 
from  you  in  such  cases)  I  would  by  no  means  have 
parted  with  for  an  exemption  from  all  the  unea;^ 
ness  nuxed  with  it;  but  it  would  be  unjust  to  ima* 
gine  my  taste  was  any  rule  of  yours ;  for  which 
reason  my  letters  arc  shorter  and  less  frequent 
than  they  would  l)e,  had  I  any  materials  hut  my- 
self to  entertain  vou  with.  Love  and  brown  sa- 
gar  must  be  a  poor  regale  for  one  of  your  gout,  and, 
alas !  you  know  1  am  by  trade  a  grocer*  Scan- 
dal (if  I  had  any)  is  a  merchandLsc  you  do  not  pro- 
fess dealing  in ;  now  and  then,  indeed,  and  to 
oblige  a  friend,  you  may  perhaps  slip  a  little  oat 
of  your  ix>cket,  as  a  decayed  gentlewoman  would 
apiece  of  right  mccklin,  or  a  little  quantity  of  run 
tea,  but  this  only  now  and  then,  not  to  make  a  prac- 
tice of  it.  Monsters  appertaining  to  this  climate 
you  have  seen  already,  Ix^h  wet  and  dry.  So  you 
perceive  within  how  narrow  bounds  my  pen  is  cir- 
cumscribed, and  the  whole  contents  of  my  share 
in  our  corresjiondencc  may  be  reduced  under  the 
two  heads  of  first.  You ;  secondly,  I ;  the  first  is, 
indeed,  a  subject  to  exj»atiatc  upon,  but  you  may 
laugh  at  mc  for  talking  about  what  J  do  not  un- 
derstand ;  the  second  is  so  tiny,  so  tiresome,  that 
you  shall  hear  no  more  of  it  than  it  is  ever 

Younk 
Petsrhouie,  Dec.  23)  173C 


FROM  MR.  WEST. 

I  If  ATE  l«en  ver}'  ill,  and  am  still  hardly  rccoT« 
ercd.  Do  you  rememl)er  Elegy  5th,  Book  the  3d, 
of  Tibullus,  Vos  tenet,  &c.,  and  do  you  rcnember 
a  letter  of  Mr.  Pope's,  in  sickness,  to  Mr.  Steclcl 
This  mclanchdl}'  elegy,  and  this  melanchrly  letter, 
1  turned  into  a  more  melancholy  epistle  of  my  own, 
during  my  sickness,  in  the  way  of  imitation ;  and 
this  1  send  to  you  and  my  friends  at  Cambridge, 
not  to  divert  them,  for  I  can  not,  but  merely  to  show 
them  how  sincere  I  was  when  sick :  I  hope  my 
sending  it  to  them  now  may  convince  them  I  am 
no  less  sincere,  though  (icrhaps  more  simple,  when 
welL 

AD  AMICOS.t 

Yes,  happy  youths,  on  Camus'  sedgy  side. 
You  feel  each  joy  that  friendship  can  divide; 
Each  realm  of  science  and  of  art  explore. 
And  with  the  ancient  blend  the  modem  lore. 


*  Le.  A  man  who  deals  only  in  coazse  and  ordbiarx  wirasi 
(oiheao  he  compares  tlie  \Aa\n  sincerit/  uT  his  ownfrlcnJahlii^ 
undisguised  bj  flattery ;  which,  had  he  chnscn  to  carry  oa  lbs 
ailuflion,  lie  iniiihi  have  trnnnl  ilieinulcof  a  amfiivtiiiner. 


You  can  never  weary  me  with  the  repetition  of  - . , .  .^„j.,  _ .  /»,.  ,.  _,  ,_.  •Tt* 

,        ,  •  ., ,      ^  1.    t  ifrom  wl>enre  liisiranMiicHiloMr.  l^lpe'slctterisTerya^iUl!y 

•ny  thing  that  makes  me  sensible  of  your  kindness:  oawrtvci,  aiMl  bon^akM  a  degree  of  judgnMU  m; 

■ince  that  has  N^n  the  only  idea  of  any  social  hap-  Mr.  Wett's  yean. 


■jchbcytaf 
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Studious  alone  to  learn  whatc*cr  may  tend 
To  raiae  the  genius  or  the  heart  to  mend ; 
Now  pleased  along  the  cloistered  walk  you  rove, 
And  trace  the  verdant  mazes  of  the  grove, 
Where  social  oft,  and  oft  alone,  he  cliose 
To  catch  the  zeph)nr,  and  to  court  the  muse. 
Meantime  at  me  (while  all  devoid  of  art 
These  lines  give  bock  tlie  image  of  my  heart) 
At  me  the  [lower  that  comes  or  soon  or  late, 
Or  aims,  or  seems  to  aim,  the  dart  of  fate ; 
From  you  remote,  mcthinks,  alone  1  stand 
Like  some  sad  exile  in  a  desert  land  ; 
Around  no  friends  their  lenient  care  to  join 
In  mutual  wannth,  and  mix  tlicir  heart  with  mine. 
Or  real  pains,  or  those  which  fancy  raise. 
For  ever  blot  tlie  sunshine  of  my  days; 
To  sickness  still,  ami  still  to  griof  a  proy, 
Health  turns  from  me  her  rosy  face  away. 
Just  Heaven  !  what  sin,  ere  Hfe  l>e^iiis  to  bloom, 
Devotes  my  head  untimely  to  the  tomb  1 
Did  e'er  this  hand  against  a  brother's  life 
Drug  the  dire  bowl, or  iH>iiit  the  nmnlrrous  knife? 
Did  e'er  this  tongue  the  slanderer's  Uile  proclaim, 
Or  madly  violate  my  Maker's  name  1 
Did  e'er  this  Iieart  betray  a  friend  or  foe, 
Orknowathou^rlit  but  all  the  world  mlMit  know? 
As  yet,  just  started  from  tlie  lists  of  time. 
My  growing  years  have  scarcely  told  their  prime; 
Uselom,  as  yet,  through  life  I've  idly  run, 
No  pleasures  tasted,  and  few  duties  done. 
*  Ah,  who,  ere  autumn's  mellowing  suns  appear, 
Would  pluck  the  promise  of  the  vernal  year  1 
Or,  ere  the  graix^  their  purple  hue  Iwtray, 
Tear  the  crude  cluster  from  the  morning  spray? 
Stern  i)ower  of  Fate,  whose  el)on  sci'ptrc  rules 
The  Stygian  deserts  and  Cimmerian  (hmIs, 
Forbear,  nor  rashly  smite  my  youthful  heart, 
A  victim  yet  unworthy  of  thy  dart ; 
Ah,  stay  till  age  shall  blast  my  withering  face, 
Shake  in  my  head,  and  falter  in  my  pace; 
Then  aim  the  shaft,  then  meditate  the  blow, 
t  And  to  the  dead  my  willing  shade  shall  go. 

How  weak  is  man  to  Reason's  judging  eye! 
Bom  in  this  moment,  in  the  next  we  die ; 
Part  mortal  clay,  and  part  ethereal  fire. 
Too  proud  to  creep,  too  humble  to  .isplre. 
In  vain  our  plans  of  hapj)iness  we  raise, 
Pain  is  our  lot,  and  patience  is  our  praise; 
Wealth,  lineage,  honours,  conquest,  or  a  throne; 
Arc  what  the  wise  would  fear  to  call  their  own. 
Health  is  at  best  a  vain  precarious  tiling. 
And  fair-faced  youth  is  ever  on  the  wing: 

'  Quid  fnuulare  jiival  vitcm  cresceniibus  iivis? 
El  modo  nata  mala  viillcre  poma  manu  ? 
Po  Uift  oriffinal.    The  p>araphra.<«  socms  (o  \w  inflnltcly  more 
beautifu!     Thoic  Is  a  peculiar  blrmish  in  the  second  line 
aiising  Irom  ilic  Hynonimes  mcUa  and  j)oma. 

t  Here  he  quitwTibullus:  the  tun  f<»Ui>wing  s'crva  have  but 
■  rBiuote  reference  u>  Mr  Pu|)c's  leUcr. 


*  'Tis  like  the  stream,  beside  whose  watery  bed 
Some  blooming  plant  exalts  his  Qowery  head. 
Nursed  by  the  wave  the  spreading  branches  lise. 
Shade  all  the  ground  and  flourish  to  the  skies; 
The  waves  the  while  beneath  in  secret  flow, 
And  undermine  the  hollow  bank  below ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  waters  urge  thtii  way, 
Bare  all  the  roots,  and  on  their  fibres  prey, 
Too  late  the  plant  bewails  his  foolish  pride, 
And  sinks,  untimely,  in  the  whelming  tide. 

But  why  repine  ?  does  life  deserve  my  figh? 
Few  will  Ument  my  loss  whene'er  I  die. 
t  For  those  the  wretches  I  desj)isc  or  hate, 

I  neither  envy  nor  regard  their  fate. 

For  me,  whene'er  all  conquering  death  shall  spiMri 
His  wings  around  my  unrepining  head, 

I I  care  not;  though  this  face  be  seen  no  mor^ 
The  world  will  j>ass  as  cheerful  as  before; 
Bright  as  before  the  day-star  will  appear, 
The  fields  as  verdant,  and  the  skies  as  clear; 
Nor  storms  nor  comets  will  my  doom  declare| 
Xor  signs  on  earth,  nor  portimts  in  the  air; 
Unknown  and  silent  will  depart  my  breath, 
Nor  nature  e'er  take  notice  of  my  death. 

Yet  some  there  are  (ere  8j»ent  my  vital  days) 
Within  whose  breasts  my  tomb  1  wish  to  raise. 
Ix>ved  in  my  hfe,  lamented  in  my  end, 
Their  praise  would  crown  me  as  their  precepts 

mend: 
To  them  may  these  fond  lines  my  name  endear, 
Not  from  the  Poet,  but  tlie  Friend  sincere. 
Ciixbi  Church,  July  4, 1737. 

TO  MR.  WEST. 

After  a  month's  ex])ectation  of  you,  and  a 
fortnight's  despair  at  Cambridge,  1  am  come  to 


•  "  Youth,  nl  tlie  very  liest,  is  hut  ihc  betrayer  of  humait  life 
In  a  gentler  and  smoother  manner  than  a,^e:  'I'w  like  the 
sueam  thnt  nourishes  a  pLint  iijion  a  b«tnk,  and  cat^es  it  to 
fluuriah  niul  bliiaHOin  to  tlie  sight,  but  oi  ilie  same  lime  is  uii> 
dermining  it  at  ihc  nwi  in  secret."  Pujte'*  Work*,  voL  7, 
page2'>\,  1st  rdit.  Warhurton.  Mr.  \Vc«t,  by  pri'loiigUig 
\\Vi  paraphrruse  of  this  einiil«\  gives  it  addition,-sl  bi^aiity  frmn 
thai  very  circumstance,  but  he  ought  to  have  introdurrd  It  by 
Mr.  Poi^'BOwn  thought,  "Youih  id  a  betrayer/'  hbcoujilei 
[ireceding  the  Hiniilc  conveys  too  general  a  rellttciion. 

t  '*I  am  not  at  all  unea^iy  at  the  thoui:lit  iliat  many  moi^ 
whom  I  never  h:ul  any  ctteem  for,  are  likely  to  cnj.iy  this 
world  after  me.—  Vide  ibid. 

X  "  The  morning  after  my  exit  the  sim  will  riw  as  bright  m 
ever,  the  (lowers  Pinell  as  sweet,  tlic  plants  sprini;  an  ^rvon  ;** 
■o  Cur  Mr.  West  copii>a  his  original,  but  iii>4e.id  of  the  follow- 
ing part  of  the  stniencc,  "People  will  laugh  as  heartily  aiid 
marry  as  fast  as  they  used  to  do,"  he  inserts  a  more  eolcrun 
idea, 

Nor  storms  nor  comets,  &c. 

justly  perceiving  that  the  eleiiiac,  turn  of  his  epi-Jtle  wouU  nn< 
admit  so  ludicrous  a  thought,  as  was  in  its  place  in  Mi  Tope's 
familiar  letter ;  so  that  we  see,  young  as  he  wa;j^  he  had  ob 
tained  the  an  of  Judiciously  acloaing;  one  of  tlie  fizM,  pro 
vioces  of  good  taste. 


L 
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town,  an  J  to  bettor  hopes  of  seeing  you.  If  what  j  very  reverend  vegetables,  that,  like  most  other  an- 
yoQ  sent  me  last  l)c  tlio  product  of  your  nielan-  cieiit  people,  arc  always  dreaming  out  tlicir  oU 
choly,  what  may  I  not  exjHxrt  from  your  more  ^  stories  to  the  wind. 
rheerful  hours?  For  by  this  time  the  ill  health  that 


And  as  thoy  how  ihHr  hoary  topp,  relate 

In  murmuring  ^mndfl,  the  dark  decrees  of  fam; 

While  vLiionn  as  poetic  even  avow, 

Cling  to  each  leal*  and  iwarni  on  every  bough. 

j  At  the  foot  of  one  of  thesr  squats  mc  I,  (il  penae- 


you  complain  of  is  (I  hope)  quite  departed ;  though, 
if  1  were  self-interested,  I  ought  to  wish  for  the 
continuance  of  any  thing  that  could  bo  the  occa- 
aon  of  so  much  pleasure  to  me.  Low  spirits  arc 
my  true  and  faithful  companions;   they  get  up 

with  mc,  go  to  l)ed  with  mo,  make  journeys  andlroso)  and  there  grow  to  the  trunk  for  a  whole 
icturns  as  I  do;  na}',  and  i>ay  visits,  and  will  even  morning.  Tlie  timorous  hare  and  sjwrlivc  squir- 
aflcct  to  he  jocost*,  and  force  a  fffblo  laugli  with  rol  gninhol  aroujid  mc  like  Adam  in  Paradise,  he- 
me: but  most  commonly  wo  sit  alone  togotlier,  and ;  fore  ho  had  an  Eve ;  but  I  think  he  did  not  use  to 
are  the  pn'ttiest  insipid  company  in  the  world,  road  Virgil,  as  I  commonly  do  tliere.  Inthissitua- 
Ilowovcr,  when  you  oomo,  I  believe  they  nm.st  tion  I  often  converse  with  my  Horace,  aloud  too, 
undergo  the  fate  of  all  humble  companions,  anrl '  that  is  talk  to  you,  but  I  do  not  remember  that  I 
be  ducardcd.  Would  I  could  turn  them  to  the -over  hoard  you  anr>wcr  me.  I  In^g pardon  for  tak- 
•ame  use  that  you  have  done,  and  make  an  Apollo  ing  all  tlio  convcr.-utioii  to  myst'lf,  but  it  is  entire- 
of  them.  If  tlioy  could  write  such  vorsos  witli  mo,  ly  your  own  fault.  We  have  old  Mr.  Southern  at  a 
iiot  hartshorn,  nor  spirit  of  amber,  nor  allthut  fur-  gontloman's  house  a  Utile  way  off,  who  oden  comes 
nishes  the  closet  of  an  ajKithocary's  widow,  should  to  see  us ;  ho  i.s  now  soventy-sovon  years  old,  and 
persuade  me  to  part  with  thom :  hut,  while  I  write  has  almost  wholly  lo^t  his  memory;  but  is  as  agrcca- 
to  you,  I  hear  the  bad  news  of  Lidy  Walpole's  bio  as  an  old  m.'ui  can  be,  ut  least  I  persuade  my- 
death  on  Saturday  night  last.  Forgive  mc  if  the  self  so  when  I  look  at  him,  and  think  of  Isabella 
thought  of  what  my  i)oor  Horace  must  feci  on  that  and  C)roonoko.  I  shall  be  in  town  in  about  three 
account,  obliges  nw  to  have  done  in  reminding  you  weeks.     Adieu. 


that  I  am  Yours,  &c. 

"LanAovkf  Aug.  2S,  1737. 


September,  1737. 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE.* 

I  SYMPATHIZE  with  yoti  in  the  suflciinga  which 
you  foresee  are  coming  u\)on  you.  We  are  both  at 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE. 

I  WAS  hindered  in  my  last,  and  so  could  not  give 
you  all  the  trouble  I  woiild  have  done.  The  de- '  prc.«vnt,  I  imngine  in  no  very  agroeablosittiation: 
flcription  of  a  road  which  5'our  coach  wheels  have  for  my  pnrt  I  am  under  tl»c  misfortune  of  having 
so  often  honoured,  it  would  be  needless  to  give  you:  nothing  to  do,  but  it  is  a  misfortune  wliich,  thank 
•office  it  that  I  arrived  safi;*  at  my  uncle's  who  is. my  stars,  I  can  pR-tty  well  bear.  You  are  in  a 
great  hunter  in  iraaginntion;  his  dogs  take  up 'confusion  of  wino,  roaring,  and  hunting,  and  to- 
bacco, and,  heaven  Ix:  prnlsod,  you  too  can  pretty 
well  bear  it;  while  our  evils  are  no  more,  I  believe 
wo  shall  not  repine.  I  imagine,  howewr,  you 
will  rather  choost^  to  converse  with  the  li\ing  dead, 
that  adorn  the  wall.^ofyourapartmonts,  than  with 
the  dead  living  that  diH-k  the  middles  of  them ;  and 


every  chair  in  the  house,  so  I  am  forced  to  stand  at 
this  prrsent  writing,  and  though  the  gout  forbids 
him  galloping  after  thom  in  the  field,  yet  he  con- 
tinues still  to  regale  his  cars  and  nose  with  their 
comfbrtAble  noise  and  stink.  lie  holds  me  mighty 
cheap,  I  perceive,  for  walking  when  I  should  ride. 


and  reading  when  I  should  hunt.  M}'  comfort  prefer  a  picttire  of  still  life  to  the  realities  of  a  noisy 
amidst  all  this  is,  that  I  have  at  the  di.«tanceof  half  one,  and,  as  1  guess,  will  imitate  what  you  profi»r, 
a  nulo,  through  a  green  lane,  a  forest  (the  vulgar '  and  for  an  hour  or  two  at  noon  will  stick  yourself 
CaU  it  a  common)  all  my  own,  at  least  as  good  as '  up  as  (iirmalasif  you  had  been  fixed  in  your  frame 
wo,  for  I  spy  no  human  thing  in  it  but  mysi^lf.  It '  for  those  hundnxl  years,  with  a  pink  or  rose  in  one 
isa  little  chaos  of  mountains  and  procipioes;  moun- jhnnd,  and  a  groat  seal  ring  on  tlio  otiior.  Your 
tains,  it  is  true,  that  do  not  ascon<l  much  above  the  name,  I  assure  you,  has  been  propagated  in  these 
clouds,  nor  are  the  declivities  quite  so  amazing  as  'countries  by  a  convert  of  yours,  one  *  *  •  ;  he  nas 
Dover  cliff;  but  just  such  hills  as  poojtlc  who  love  '  brought  over  his  whole  family  to  you :  Ihoy  were 
their  nerks  as  well  as  I  do,  may  venture  to  climb,  Iwforo  pretty  good  Whigs,  but  now  they  are  a\w> 
and  crags  that  give  the  eye  as  much  pleasure  as  if  ,lute  Walpoliana.  We  have  hanily  any  body  iu 
they  vfert  more  dangerous ;  both  vale  and  hill  are  ,  the  parish  but  knows  exactly  the  dimensions  of  the 
cohered  with  most  venerable  beeches,  and  other '  hall  and  saloon  at  Houghton,  and  negm  to  ticlicve 


*At  Bumhamin  Duckingliamffhire. 
2H  2M 


*  At  this  Ume  with  hii  lather  at  UoughtoiL 


r 
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Let.  U, 


that  the  lantern*  is  not  so  great  aconBumer  of  the 
lat  of  the  land  an  -jMaflcctcd  persons  have  said :  for 
your  reputation,  we  keep  to  ourselves  your  not 
hunting  nur  drinking  hogan,  either  of  which  here 
would  ho  sufficiont  to  lay  your  honour  in  the  dust. 
To-morrow  sc*nnight  I  hope  to  he  in  town,  and 

not  long  allcr  at  Caiuhridgo. 

I  am,  &.C. 
Bumliaro,  September,  1737. 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE. 

My  dear  Sir,  I  should  say  tMr.  Inspector  Gene- 
ral of  the  Ex()orts  and  Imports;  but  that  apjwlla- 
tion  would  make  hut  an  odd  figure  in  conjunctbn 
with  the  three  familiar  monosyllables  above  written, 
for 

Nun  bene  conveniunt  nee  In  una  sede  roorantur 
Mitjestaa  el  amor. 

Which  is,  l>ring  interpretrd,  Love  does  not  live  at 
the  CuKtom-housc;  howover  by  what  style,  title  or 
denomination  soever  you  choose  to  lie  dignified,  or 
distinguished  hereafter,  thcM.>  three  words  will  stick 
by  3'ou  like  a  bur,  and  you  can  no  more  get  quit  of 
these  and  your  cliristian  name,  than  St.  Anthony 
could  of  his  pig.  My  motions  at  present  (which  you 
arc  pleased  to  ask  after)  are  much  like  those  of  a 
pendulum  or  (Dr.  Longicallyt  speaking)  oscillato- 
ry. I  swing  from  cha|.)rl  or  hall  home,  or  from 
homo  to  chapel  or  hall.  All  the  strange  incidents 
that  happen  in  my  journeys  and  returns  I  shall  be 
sure  to  acquaint  you  with ;  the  most  wonderful  is, 
that  it  now  rains  exceedingly,  this  has  refreshed 
the  prospcct,S  as  the  way  for  the  most  part  lies  be- 
tween green  fields  on  either  hand,  terminated  with 
buildings  at  some  distance,  castles,  I  presume,  and 
of  great  antiquity.  The  roads  are  very  good,  be- 
ing, as  I  suspect,  the  works  of  Julius  Cossar^s  army, 
for  the^  still  preserve,  in  many  places,  the  appear- 
ance of  a  pavement  in  pretty  good  repair,  and  if 
they  were  not  so  near  home,  might  perhaps  be  as 
much  admired  as  the  Via  Appia;  there  are  at 
present  several  rivulets  to  bo  crossed,  and  which 
serve  at  present  to  enliven  the  view  all  around. 
The  country  is  exceeding  fruitful  in  ravens  and 
such  black  cattle ;  but,  not  to  tire  you  with  my 
travels,  I  abrubtly  conclude. 

Yours,  &C. 
August,  1739. 


*  A  lavoorite  object  of  Tbry  satire  at  the  time. 

t  Mr.  Walpole  waa  jiist  named  to  that  post,  which  he  ez- 
lliangod  soon  afler  for  that  of  Usher  of  the  Exchequer. 

I  Dr.  Long,  the  master  of  Pembroko-IIoll,  at  tlUa  time  read 
scturoB  in  experimental  pliilosoohy. 

f  All  Uiat  follows  is  a  humorous  hjpcrbolic  doscription  of 
S>s  ouadrangle  of  PeterUouse. 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

I  AM  coming  away  all  so  fast,  and  leavi 
hind  me,  without  the  least  remorse,  all  the  h 
of  Sturbridge  Fair.  Its  white  hears  nuiy  i 
apes  may  wring  their  hands,  and  crocodi 
their  eyes  out,  alPs  one  for  that  ,•  I  shall  n 
\mi  them,  nor  so  much  as  take  my  leave, 
univertiity  has  published  a  severe  edict  i 
schismatical  congregations,  and  created  half 
new  little  procterlings  to  see  its  orders  ex 
lieing  undtT  might}-  apprehensions  lest  H 
and  his  gilt  tub  should  come  to  the  fair  and 
their  young  ones ;  Init  their  pains  are  to  anu 
(KMe,  for  lo,  after  all,  he  is  not  coming. 

I  am  at  this  instant  in  the  very  agoiues  c 
ing  College,  and  would  not  wish  the  wont 
enemifs  a  worse  situation.  If  you  knew  th 
the  old  boxes,  the  liedsteads,  and  tutors  tl 
alK>ut  my  ears,  you  would  look  upon  this  1< 
a  great  effoit  of  my  resolution  and  uncom 
neas  in  the  midst  of  evils.  I  fill  up  my  pap 
a  loose  sort  of  version  of  that  scene  in  PasU 
that  beirins.  Care  selvc  beati.t 
SepL  1738. 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Amien^  April  1,  N.  S. 
As  wo  made  but  a  very  short  journey 
and  came  to  our  inn  early,  I  sit  down  to  gi 
some  account  of  our  expedition.  On  the  2S 
cording  to  the  style  hon^)  we  left  Dover  at 
at  noon,  and  witli  a  pretty  brisk  gale,  which  j 
every  hotly  mighty  well,  except  myself,  wl 
extremely  sick  the  whole  time  j  we  reached 
by  five :  the  weather  changed,  and  it  bej 
snow  hard  the  minute  we  got  into  the  hi 
where  we  took  the  boat,  and  soon  landed, 
is  an  exceedingly  old,  but  very  pretty  towi 
we  hardly  saw  any  thing  there  tliat  was  : 
new  and  so  different  from  Encrland,  that 
prised  us  agreeably.  We  went  the  next  m 
to  the  great  church,  and  were  at  high  m 
being  Easter  Monday.)  We  saw  also  the 
vent  of  the  Capuchins,  and  the  nuns  of  SL  '. 
nic ;  with  these  last  we  held  much  conven 
esfiecially  with  an  English  nun,  a  Mrs.  Da' 
whose  work  I  sent  you,  by  the  return  of  thep 
a  letter-case  to  rememlier  her  by.  In  the 
noon  we  took  a  post-cliaise  (it  still  snowin 
hard)  for  Boulogne,  which  was  only  cij 
miles  further.  This  chaise  is  a  strange  s 
conveyance,  of  much  greater  use  than  beau 


*  Orator  Henley. 

T  This  liBtln  version  is  extreB>e'ij  tifl^tac  Vn  as  It  I 
version  I  do  not  insert  It 
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■cmblin^  an  ill-shaped  cliariot,  only  witli  tlio  door 

opcninjr  bcf>rc  instead  of  the  side;  three  horses 

<iraw  it,  one  between  tlic  sliails,  and  the  other  two 

oa  each  side,  on  one  of  which  the  postillion  rides, 

^od  drives  too.*     This  veliicle  will,  upon  occasion, 

Ko  Iburscorc  miles  a  day,  but  Mr.  Walpolc,  being 

**i  no  hurry,  chooses  to  make  easy  journeys  of  it, 

•nd  ihey  are  easy  ones  indeed ;  for  the  motion  is 

^^ch  like  that  of  a  sedan ;  we  go  about  six  miles 

*>!  hour,  and  commonly  change  horses  at  the  end 

^  it.    It  is  true  they  are  no  very  graceful  steeds, 

«*Ut  llify  go  well,  and  tlirough  roads  which  they 

•*y  are  bad  for  France,  but  to  me  they  seem  gra- 

^^1  Walks  and  Iwwling-greens ;  in  short,  it  would 

"•  the  finest  travelling  in  the  world,  were  it  not  for 

^  inns,  which  are  mostly  terrible  places  indeed. 

**u£  todeserilu;  our  progress  somewhat  more  regu- 

**f/>'.  We  came  into  Boulogne  when  it  was  almost 

*«*rk,  and  went  out  pretty  early  on  Tuesday  morn- 

^gi    SO  that  all  1  can  say  about  it  is,  that  it  is  a 

'^S^9  old,  fortified  town,  with  more  English  in  it 

*^*\  French.  On  Tuesday  we  were  to  go  to  Abbe- 

'^»^,   scvt'nteen  leagues,  or  fzlly-one  sliort  English 

loiloa*  •  l)ut  i)y  tlie  way  we  dined  at  Moutreuil, 

miioH  to  our  hearts'  content,  on  hI inking  mutton, 

cutlcta,  addled  eggs,  and  ditch  water.     Madame 

™^  'hostess  made  her  appearance  in  long  lap|)<:ts 

•*  ^>onc  lace,  and  a  sack  of  linsey-woolsey.     We 

""Pped  and  lodged  pretty  well  at  Abbeville,  and 

"f*  ^inic  to  sec  a  little  of  it  before  we  came  out 

«>*  morning.     There  arc  seventeen  convents  in 

•»>  out  of  which  we  saw  the  chapels  of  the  ^linims, 

•***  the  Cannelite  nuns.     We  are  now  come  fur- 

****'  tliirtj  miles  to  Amiens,  the  chief  city  of  tlic  ' 

P*^*^Hcc  of  Picardy.     Wo  have  seen  the  Cathe-  . 

~*^i  which  LB  just  what  that  of  Canterbury  must  ] 

■***  been  before  the  Reformation.     It  is  about  the 

*"***  sbe,  a  huge  Gothic  building,  iK'set  on  the 

?**de  with  thousands  of  small  statues,  and  with- 

^^ned  with  beautiful  paintt>d  windows,  and  a 

number  of  chapels  dressed  out  in  all  their 

''y  of  altar-pieces,  embroidery  gilding,  and  mar- 


^*    Over  the  high  altar  are  preserved,  in  a  very 
Wrought  shrine  of  massy  gold,  the  rehcs  of 


'^^ 


_  —     "-"^e"'  ■* ~  "• -J  b — »  ' —  -~— .—  >-- 

T^  Firimii,  their  patron  saint.     We  went  also  to 

^  chapels  of  the  Jesuits  and  Ursuline  nuns,  the 

^^  of  which  is  very  richly  adorned.  To-morrow 

JJJJ  ihall  lie  at  Clermont,  and  nt;xt  day  reach  Paris. 

'^country  wc  have  passed  through  hitherto  has 

"•tti  flat,  open,  but  agreeably  diversified  with  vil- 

^Sn,  fields  well  cultivated,  and  little  rivers.     On 

tveiy  hillock  b  a  wind-mill,  a  crucifix,  or  a  Virgin 

Uary  dressed  in  flowers,  and   a  sarcenet  robe; 

Mie  socs  not  many  ix;ople  or  carriiiges  on  the  road ; 

jK>w  and  then  indeed  you  meet  a  strolling  friar,  a 

sountryman  with  liis  great  muff,  or  a  woman  rid- 


«  This  was  be^an  the  introduction  of  poet-chaiaeB  here,  or  k 
00u!U,  90  !•*«  S'Peared  a  circuinstaDce  wortli/  luxica. 


ing  astride  on  a  little  ass,  with  short  pcttiooaU| 
and  a  great  head-dress  of  blue  wool.  *  *  * 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Paris,  April  12;  1739. 
Enjin  dene  me  void  a  Paris.  Mr.  Walpole  is 
gone  out  to  sufiper  at  Lord  Conway's,  and  here  I 
remain  alone,  though  invited  too.  Do  not  think 
I  make  a  merit  of  writing  to  you  preferably  to  a 
good  supiier;  for  these  three  days  we  have  been 
here,  have  actually  given  me  an  aversion  to  eating 
in  general.  If  hunger  be  the  be45t  sauce  to  meat, 
the  French  arc  certainly  the  worst  cooks  in  the 
world ;  for  what  tables  we  have  seen  have  been 
so  delicatc-ly  served,  and  so  profusely,  that,  ailcr 
rising  from  one  of  them,  one  imagines  it  impossi- 
ble ever  to  eat  again.  And  now,  if  I  tell  you  all  I 
have  in  my  head,  you  will  believe  me  mad;  maia 
rVimporie,  courage^  allonsl  for  if  I  wait  till  my 
head  grow  clear  and  settle  a  little,  you  may  stay 
long  enough  for  a  Irtter.  Six  days  have  we  been 
coming  hither,  which  other  people  do  in  two:  they 
have  not  Iteen  disagreeable  ones:  through  a  fine, 
o\ycn  country,  admirable  roads,  and  in  an  easy 
conveyance;  tlio  inns  not  absolutely  intolerable, 
and  images  quite  unusual  presenting  themselves 
on  all  hands.  At  Amiens  we  saw  the  fine  cathe- 
dral, and  eat  pate  dc  perdix:  passed  through  tho 
park  of  Chantilly  by  the  Duke  of  Bourbon's  pa- 
lace, which  we  only  beheld  as  we  ]>a8.sed;  broke 
down  at  Lausarche;  stopped  at  St.  Denis,  saw  all 
the  beautiful  monuments  of  the  kings  of  Franco, 
and  the  vast  treasures  of  the  abbey,  rubies,  and 
emeralds  as  big  as  small  eggs,  crucifixes  and  vowa, 
crowns  and  reliquaires,  of  inestimable  value;  but 
of  all  their  curiosities  the  thing  the  most  to  our 
tastes,  and  which  they  indeed  do  the  justice  to 
esti'cm  the  glory  of  their  collection,  was  a  vase  of 
an  entire  onyx,  measuring  at  least  five  inches  over, 
three  deep,  and  of  great  thickness.  It  is  at  Icaat 
two  thousand  years  eld,  the  beauty  of  the  stone 
and  sculpture  ujjon  it  (representing  the  mysteries 
of  Bacchus)  Wyond  expression  admirable;  we 
have  dreamed  of  it  ever  since.  The  jolly  old  B<h 
nedictine,  that  showed  us  the  treasures,  had  in  hie 
youth  been  ten  years  a  soldier;  he  laughed  at  all 
the  relics,  was  very  full  of  stories,  and  mighty 
obliging.  On  Saturday  evening  wc  got  to  Pane, 
and  were  driving  through  the  streets  a  lon^^  wliile 
before  we  knew  where  we  were.  The  minute  we 
came,  voila  Milors  Holdernesse,  Conway,  ^nd  hia 
brother ;  all  staytnl  supper,  and  till  two  o  clock  in 
the  morning,  for  here  nobody  ever  sleeps;  it  is  not 
the  way.  Next  day  go  to  dine  at  my  Lord  Hoi- 
dernesso's,  there  was  the  Abl)6  Prevot,  author  Ok 
Cleveland,  and  several  other  pieces  much  esteem* 
ed :  the  rest  were  English.    At  night  wc  went  \m 
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the  Pandore;  a  spccUclc  literally,  for  it  ia  not!)ing 
but  a  beautiful  piece  of  machinery  of  three  scenes. 
The  fimt  represtnts  the  chaos,  an  J  by  degrees  the 
separation  of  the  elements :  the  second,  the  temple 
ol  Jupiter,  «ind  the  giving  of  the  Uix  to  Pandora : 
ilie  third  tne  o{)eni[ig  of  tlie  Ik>x,  and  all  the  niis- 
cliieis  that  ensued.  An  alwurd  design,  but  exe- 
cuted in  the  highest  |ierf(*ction,  and  tliat  in  one  of 
the  finest  theutn's  in  the  world  ;  it  is  the  grandc 
talcs  da  machines  in  the  PalaU  de*  Tuillcrira. 
X^'ext  day  dined  at  Lord  Waldograve's ;  tlieu  to 
the  opera.  Imagine  to  youi^'lf  for  the  drama  four 
actb*  entirely  unconnocttd  with  each  other,  each 
foundiHl  on  Konte  little  Iiisti>ry,  bkilfuily  taken  out 
of  an  aneiont  author,  e.g.  Ovid's  Mi'tanuirphoses, 
d:c.  and  with  great  addrifs  converted  into  a 
French  piice  of  gallantry.  For  instance,  that 
which  I  saw,  called  the  Ballet  dc  la  Paijr,  hud  its 
firiit  act  built  u^Kin  t!ie  stury  of  Nircus.  Iloiner 
liaving  said  titut  he  was  the  hundsomoit  man  of  his 
time,  tlie  poi  t,  imagining  such  a  one  could  not  want 
a  mi»lrui>s,  has  given  him  one.  These;  two  come  in 
and  sing  sentiment  in  lamentable  strains,  neither 
air  nor  rifitaliNe;  only,  to  one's  great  jtiy,  they 
arc  every  now  and  tlicu  inti'rrupted  by  a  dance, 
or  (to  one's  great  sorrow)  by  a  chorus  that  borders 
the  stage  from  one  end  to  the  other,  and  screams, 
{NLSt  all  |)ower  of  simile  to  represent.  The  second 
act  was  Baucis  and  Philemon.  Baucis  is  a  beau- 
tiful young  shepherdess,  and  Philemon  her  swain. 
Jupiter  falls  in  love  with  Iut,  but  nothing  will  prevail 
upon  her;  so  it  is  all  mighty  well,  and  the  chorus 
sing  and  dance  the  praises  of  Constancy.  The  two 
other  acts  were  about  I  phis  and  lanthe,  and  the 
jud;;ment  of  Paris.  Imagine,  I  say,  all  this  trans- 
acted by  cracked  voices,  trilling  divisions  upon 
two  notes  and  a  half,  accom)>anied  by  an  orchestra 
of  humstrums,  and  a  whole  house  more  attentive 
than  if  Farinelli  sung,  and  you  will  ahnost  have 
formed  a  just  notion  of  the  thing.  Our  astonish- 
ment at  their  absurdity  you  c^n  never  conci'ivc ; 
we  had  enough  to  do  to  express  it  by  screaming  an 
hour  louder  thun  tlic  whole  dramatis  persons).  We 
have  also  seen  twice  the  Comcdic  Francoise ;  firat, 
the  Mahomet  Second,  a  tragedy  that  has  had  a 
great  run  of  late;  and  the  thing  itself  does  not 
want  its  Ix'auties,  but  the  actors  arc  beyond  mea- 
sure delightful.  Mademoiselle  Gausin  (M.  Vol- 
taire's Zara)  has  with  a  charming  (though  little) 
person,  the  most  pathetic  tone  of  voice,  the  finest 
expression  in  her  face,  and  most  proi)er  action 
imaginable.  There  is  also  a  Dufrune,  who  did 
the  chief  character,  a  hand.4ome  man  and  a  pro- 
digious fine  actor.     The  second  we  saw  the  Phi- 


*  Tlie  French  oprn  has  only  ihree  nr.yj,  but  often  a  pro- 
Sigiie  on  a  dillercnt  subject,  which  (as  Mr.  Wolptrie  informs . 
me,  who  saw  ii  at  tlio  suiic  titno)  was  the  case  in  thb  Tcr j ' 
Iftxsseutation. 


losophc  Mario,  and  here  they  pcrfom 
in  comedy ;  tliere  in  a  Madeinoisclk 
somewliat  in  Mrs.  dive's  way,  and  i 
Grandval,  in  the  nature  of  Wilks,  i 
genteelest  thing  in  the  world.  There 
more  would  lie  much  admired  in  En 
mnny  (wliom  we  have  not  st'cn)  mucli 
here.  Great  part  of  our  time  is  spcn 
chun'hes  and  palaces  full  of  fine  pietui 
quarter  of  whii'h  is  not  yet  exhausted 
part  I  could  entertain  myself  this  mo 
with  the  common  streets  and  tlie  pcop 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Perils  Hb 
After  the  little  particulars  aforesai 
have  pnveeded  to  a  journal  of  our  ti 
r»r  tills  work  jipst,  sliould  have  carrie 
from  hence  to  Versailles,  hurried  you  t 
jrardeiis  to  Trianon,  back  ngain  to  Par 
to  ^''hantilly.    But  the  fatigue  is  perhap< 
you  c^n  lieur,  and  moreover  I  tliink  1 1 
to  stomach  3our  last  piece  of  gravity, 
you  were  in  your  soberest  mood,  I  an: 
should  think  me  capable  of  ever  being 
so  evn;>orc,  as  not  to  l>e  in  a  condition  • 
any  thing  you  could  say  to  mc.    And  i 
have  a  mind  to  make  3'our  {leacc  with 
ye  from  your  megrims  and  yourmelanc 
(for  exercise  is  gixnl  for  you)  throw  ; 
night- cap,  call  fi)r  your  jack-lio«>ts,  and  e 
mr,  last  Satunlay  evening,  for  Versaill 
at  eight  o'clock,  passing  through  a  roai 
with  viiirs,  and  villus,  and  hurcs,  and 
we  arrive  at  t!ie  great  avenue,  flanked 
hand,  with  a  double  row  of  trees  aUiut 
long,  and  with  the  palace  itself  to  ten 
view;  facing  which,  on  each  side  of  yo 
a  semi-cirole  of  very  handsome  buildij 
form  the  stables.     These  we  will  not 
because  you  know  we  are  no  jockies. 
is  this  the  great  front  of  Versailles  7   W 
heap  of  littli'ness!     It  is  comj)ostHl,  as 
three  courts,  all  ojn^n  to  the  eye  at  one* 
dually  diminishing  till  you  come  to  the  r 
mcnts,  which  on  tiiis  side  pn-sent  but  h 
windows  and  a  balconv.     This  last  is  a 

m 

Ihj  called  a  front,  for  the  rest  is  only  gn 
The  hue  of  all  this  mass  is  Mack,  dirt 
yellow ;  the  first  jiroceeding  fnmi  st.mc  c 
age ;  the  second,  from  a  mix  tun*  of  brici 
last  from  a  profusion  of  tarnished  gild 
can  not  sec  a  more  disain-eeablc  tout 
and,  to  finish  the  matter,  it  is  all  stu 
many  places  with  small  busts  of  a  tuwi 
tween  every  two  windows.  We  pass  tl 
to  go  into  the  garden,  and  here  the  cast 
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•Jtprril;  xiDtliiriij  ran  W  v.istrr  anil  more  ma^nifi-'ar»*  h(»tli  cst<T:not1,  anil  lati-ly  coiuc  out.     Tliidda/ 
■sent  ihnn  tin*  !nrk  frciit ;  ]«'fi»n'  it  a  vitv  spacious  ik.'*oin»ijht  wo  go  to  Rlirims. 
flerrarr  flprciu!.-!  i!«»lf,  ;iil.)riK'«l  with  two  Iar«T*>  ba- 
aiis;  tho>r>  ari>  iHtnlrri-d  and  lined  (as  mositof  the 


OthrrM)  witli  wl/iti*  niarMo,  with  Iiaiidsmno  statues 
of  br«»n7j»  riH-lini't!  on  tlioir  rdjji-s.  From  hence 
you  drsci-nd  a  hii;xi*  fli;jht  t»f  strjis  into  a  semi  cir- 
cle fonnr  1  hy  wimkIs  that  an  cut  al!  round  into 
Dichcs-uh it'll  nr<*  fill<'d  with  Invintiful  copies  of  all 
llic  funKUH  antiipir  statues  in  white  niarhlo.  Just 
in  the  nndst  is  the  hasin  of  Latona ;  she  and  her 
diililren  an.'  iitaiiili:u  o>i  the  top  of  a  nx*k  in  the 
middle,  nn  tlie  sidi-t  of  whieh  iin'  the  {leasant.-^, 
«oiiir  halfsiinie  tninlU  ehan^e«i  into  fro;!s,  ail  wliicii 
throw  out  water  at  iieriri  irn-at  iJentv.     From  this 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Rhclir.!*,  JijiH-  21,  N.  S.  1731 
W*:  have  now  heen  M'ttlod  almost  three  wcekn 
m  this  rit y,  whi(  li  \a  more  eonsiderahle  upon  ao 
cuunt  of  it:«  MAC  anil  aiiliquity,  tlian  from  the  iium- 
K-r  of  its  inhahitant><,  or  anv  ad\atita;;ed  uf  coin- 
iiieree.  TlnTe  w  liulein  it  worth  astranj^er'ncu- 
rioMty,  l•e^ides  the  eat!iedr.d  einmdi,  which  is  • 
\ast  (.lotliic  liiiiliiiii^  «>f  a  K'.irprl^iiii;  heauty  and 
Ii;jrhtiiess.  all  ei»vi'nd  dver  wit!i  apn'fusiunof  littlo 
statues,  and  other  orii.-iiiii  iit<<.  It  is  here  the  kingi 
place  run «  on  the  jrnat  alley,  w!iie!i  hriii'is  you-nf  Fraiire  are  crowned  hy  t!ie  an'hMsIiop  of 
into  a  eu::jpUte  rou:id,  win  re  is  t!ie  harin  (»f  A|hiI-  Rhi  i'l.'s,  \^ho  i-*  the  fir^t  pei-r,  an-l  the  primate  of 

lo,  the  bii'i'esi  ill  t!>e -iardens.     lie  is  ri'-inir  in  his  the  kiiiifd«i;ii.     'I'lie  l.nlv  m -.-i  1  lut.Ie  usi'  of  on 

'I  '   . 

car  out  of  t!ie  \v:itrr.  >nrrouni1ed  by  nympiis  and  tliat  t><-<M-iiin,  wliieh  eont.ii::-;  theni!.  i^^keptintho 

Critontt,  all  i:i  hron/i-.   and  fiie-lv  <".\ei'ut<'d  •  and  ehureh  id"  St.  NieaMus  hird  hv.  an  1  is  U'lieved  to 

thr«e.  astlii-y  pl.'.y,  r.d-i  a  jn-rfeet  .^ti»r:iial»i»ut  him;   haxi-  Ihi-ii  hn-uiht  by  an  an;:elfrom!ie:iven  at  the 

Ocvond  t!.i'«  is  t!.e  "real  e:tn.d.  a  i>ro:!i-ji«»ns  lt»r?i'  erri»n:.li'in  "if  < '!"\i^  lIn- lir^l ''iiri-!i  in  Kin;'.  T!»c 

piece  of  Wi'ter,  tl:  .t  ti  rudn.-itis  thi*  whole.     All  Mrt-itMii  jji'nrd  h.ixi-  I'V.f  a  n.- i.ini-!.i>ly  ;><j>:-et, 

this  you  ha\e  at  uiie  cmuj)  d'ceil  in  eiitrriiv^  ti.e .  tl,e  hiii:-*^  .ill  «'!l ;  t!ie  puMie '.%.•!'»•«  ri!:i  al -n^  tho 

•arden.  xN'iieh  i-5  tnsly  tjreat.     I  ran  not  sriy  a-  sidi' of  a  i;n  .it  i:i".il   ni.di  r  tin'  ri!nj»-irt'",  whero 

much  nf  t!ie  «:■  nir:il  t;'4eiif  f!i.-  jVu-e;  « \«Ty  tliin'i'ciiie  hear-  a  enntijoi.d  ri.-il/ni;;  i|'!V.  4-;  tliec^.nn- 

jon  lieliold  !«»M/iirs  too  inneh  «»f  art;  all  i-ifor-N'd, 'try  r-iuiui  aKmt  is  ««!ie  'rn -it   pl.iiri  e.»\i'n'd   with 

ill   i»  ron^traineil  almut   vnu:  statiiis  and   vases   \ini's,  wliie'i  at  tl.i-  li:iie  iif  t!.e  ve  ir  atTor.i  novo- 

«owed  every  when*  V.  it  hiuifdi^tinelloii;  ssuirar-loavefl  ry  plea-i'i;;  pro--pret.  r.-l'iin^  n"t  al«ij\f  a  fintt  !ji'»li. 

and  niirici"  jiies  of  yw",  s»*MwI-work  uf  Uix,  and    What  plea-ures  the  pl.jee  tlmi-s  tn  the  si^lit,  it 

fittio  wiuirtiu;;  jets  d'ean,  heMdes  a;;reat  s.imeness   makes  up  to  the  pid.'d';  ^irll•e^^^u  Ii.i\e  nolhin;;to 

01  the  walks,  can  nut  help  strikiii.:  one  at  first  |driiiU  hut  the  hi-t  ch.ii^p.'iiiine  in  the  Wi»rld,  and 

flTlit,  iii't  to  iiienri.)M  the  Mlliest  of  l.ili\ riiithj*,  and  all  s.^rls  uf  pr  -\i-i  m-  npully  :;•».■  I.     A-;  t-'  uti.ir 

til  jE**»p*s  f.iMis  in  wali-r;  sinee  tln-se  were  de- '  jili  a-iur's.  tlsere  i-  n-'l  \'i:-^  fr  ■■iil.»:!i  of  enMxer^a^iun 

ngncil    in  usum  Delphini  only,     lien*  theti  we  arnnnj  t'.e  jMuple    f  f  ■-!.:. ■:>  Inn-,  th.it  one  si-«s  in 

aralk  by  m^nli^'lit,  and  ht-ar  t!je  ladies  and  thi-'i-tln  r  p.irts  t,f  I'miei--  fr  t'  »'r  r'l   t'..  y  .r-.'  not 

iii.TfitiiJ^aU's  f.in„'.     N«  \t  inoniiii::.  hii;i.;  Whil-'\iry  I!M-ii  r.M-.s   im  t'.i*  |1  .i-.  :■  1  ••  :■.  .  .j-si-nlly 

■urulav,  make  re.idy  tu  'j.i  !  »  t'l"'   In-t  »l!;i!i.»:»  of  '  mi:>t  li^e  :• ::  -1 .'- .  1  t.  :■  t'.- r. ; .  t  t' ■■;   ••.  \e.' ■.'.»::;■• 

«iinc  kni,;hts  dn  S..iiit  T-prit.  r-.il.is  is  o:,e.*  to  ars;  lti  .•!  I'm  .'h  li'y  \\i:'i  .-m- ::••::..  r.     A<niy 

hiTh  mass  is  cell  l-r.ted  with  nn:-ii*. -jre  it  er.e.v.I.  lonl  < '.'i-.-.v  .y   !.  ,\  ■\-  -.t  a  ::    ■  1  j  -i' •  f  I:- li:ii».» 

niurh   iiu'rn««»',  kin;;.  qiii"i-n.  d-ur-hin,  nu"^<!inies.   ann'rij  tl'i  :m.  l.i^  I-r.t'  •  r.  .-  i.i  '.m-  'y\'.*\  I.ii-«.  \%ero 

^arilinals,  an  !  court  I  knii'.ts  .trnyi  il  hy  Lis  1:1 1-  s.ioti  i:.'r"Ii'.i"' -1  i".'.*  •)' ''.i  t .— •  :.■'  \-  ■.     .\>*>.':i 

■estv  :    revvn-nees  Nfore  t!;e  alt  :r.  n«  t  hows,  hiit   as  \.in  i:i!t  r,  t'.r  1  ily  •  5'  t'.i   I.-'  •     ;  :•  ■"  n'- 1-  -'li 

eurtK.i«*s;  i»tiir  hann;    mneh  tilti  rinj  ano!)i:j  ti.e   ot'  \i  u  a  e -r.!.  :••:  1  i-il" -s  v.-u  a  i-    r     .-l  •;!»  i!;.!!   ; 

•a(1i«'*»;   tnimprt*.  k'ttl.' dni:r:s,  an  1  life:.  M\deir  \ou -;•  il  .-.v:!.  T-l  !•!■;.  I'.-'x  -!■  .!-  ■.••.''..•■it   ii.!.r- 

X^v!^.   I  ar;i  \;.Mly  d.  liiihti'il  uith  Tr:  .!jorj.  all  i«f   nii->"."-j   i\«-i  :ti-)_' •'•:•■  ip:  ■:!.  r  i-f    :i  •    -irv.li.'i 

W9m  with  Clianliliv  :  if  \ou  wonM  kimw  ul;v.  von  r\*  rv  !»■  I',  ri-.'  -  J-ie  i  ■  I"  v."  -t  ''■•  ■.  •    '1  l'.--  ;■  -.'i'- 

vstist  liavr  jMtieiiee  for  I  e.in  lioM  i-.iy  p.  ti  rol.m:;-  fr.  v.!iu\  «.npj  !i-  -^  t':-  p!.iec  i  f  o  :r  I    ■.  ■til  is  a 

#T    exft'pt  to  tl  11  you  that   1   MW   r.ril.iii':!  m:s  I  i}.t   si  niee  i.f  ui:ie.  {"r-.i's.  rr.  . -i.   -•.-.■■Im    !-    er.'.v- 

.jL»|,t  :    all  t!:e  el..ir.:e(er.J.  partieiil.  r!y  AL'ripjina  fi^h.  .Mil  e!  i-i --.     re-'-l.-t  '»■■  e  "    t  t'-; .  ii^e  .nd 

^ritl  N"**"*  doiii'  to  |i!r!eetioii;  (o  iiiirrtw  IV.edra  sit  ilnwii  .•jin  t  1  ;  I  ;  :  :-*V  r  I-  ♦  t'l    .  -i,  !.■•  :;it!a 

mn<l     IlipjHib.tns.     We   are   nnKim:   \ou   a    little   ptrti.s  l.»  •; »  to  I'l-w   "■:  t    '.  •'    r    ■:>  !  l':. -i  .'l 

vfindN*  *'f  petite  pirns;  tliere  is  iinf!:iiij  in  tliein.   thi-  eo-sip.  iiy  nlire  1  •  t'-  ir  -  .  -^  '•    I'  •'  i-   'i-vis. 

:»tit  tli!"V  an- aefiji'j  at  pn-^mt ;  tliere  are  two  ('n^-  Very  ^- 1 '.':n  any  -.n.j.r^  .ir  I'i:,' •    ■;  .-.re  iri^eji, 

oint-rr**   I-«"t!ers  and   .Anni-ei-nus  siir  le  b.ri'^a  ^»  and  t' i'i  i- tin- ?•■ 'ii!..-'- 1'-.;.  !i\t    • .:  •  !i.'.i:,.'Vi  r; 

jr'«4  i*tt«-  :.  j».!id  t  »  W  one  pM.ti-^'e.iMt.  a  .Te-::it ;  t!iey   not  <■»  nii.-.-'i  i-.it  nf  ."'•.-  .'•  r-i  •    *'    ;  '.   ■.■•  I  i[  i-a- 

sure.  MS  ont  i>f  i  ^-ct   I't"  I't-r;;! -!:!•.  t   ■•*   !:  i\e  n.-n- 

^    isj  ICnjiiivL  \ile  who  !:.ive  liird   at    T-iP-J       It   is  sure  tll.V  lit 
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GRAY^  WORKS. 


nol  hate  gueiy  any  nK>re  than  the  rest  of  their 
country-people,  and  can  enter  into  diversions,  that 
are  once  proposed,  with  a  good  grace  enough ;  for 
instance,  the  other  evening  we  happened  to  be  got 
together  in  a  company  of  eighteen  i)cople,  men  and 
vromen  of  the  best  fashion  here,  at  a  garden  in  the 
town,  tc  ^aik ;  when  one  of  the  ladies  bethought 
bersdf  of  asking,  why  should  not  wo  sup  hero  ? 
Immediately  the  cloth  was  laid  by  the  side  of  a 
fountain  under  the  trees,  and  a  very  elegant  sup- 
per berved  up :  afler  wliich  another  said,  Come, 
let  us  sing;  and  directly  began  herself.  From 
nnging  we  insensibly  fell  to  dancing,  and  singing 
in  a  round :  when  somebody  mentioned  the  vio- 
lins, and  immediately  a  com{Kiny  of  them  was  or- 
dered. Minuets  were  Itegun  in  the  open  air,  and 
then  some  countr^'-dunces,  which  held  till  four 
o'clock  next  morning :  at  which  hour  the  gayest 
lady  there  proposed,  that  such  as  were  weary 
should  get  into  their  coaches,  and  the  rest  of  them 
should  dance  before  them  with  the  music  in  the 
▼an  i  and  in  this  manner  we  paraded  through  all 
the  principal  streets  of  the  city,  and  waked  every 
body  in  it.  Mr.  Walpolo  had  a  mind  to  make  a 
custom  of  the  thing,  and  would  have  given  a  ball 
in  the  same  manner  next  week,  but  the  women  did 
not  come  into  it ;  so  I  believe  it  will  drop,  and  they 
will  return  to  their  dull  cards,  and  usual  formali- 
ties. We  are  not  to  stay  abovo  a  month  longer 
here,  and  shall  then  go  to  Dijon,  the  chief  city  of 
Burgundy,  a  very  splendid  and  a  very  gay  town ; 
at  least  such  is  the  present  design. 


TO  HIS  FATHER, 

Dijon,  Friday,  ScpL  11,  N.  S.  17391 
We  have  made  three  short  doys'  journey  of  it 
from  Rheims  hither,  whore  we  orrivwl  the  ni^nt 
before  last.  The  road  we  have  passed  through  has 
been  extremely  agreeable :  it  runs  through  tne 
most  fertile  part  of  Champaigne,  by  the  side  ot  the 
river  Marne,  with  a  chain  of  hills  on  each  hand  at 
tome  distance,  entirely  covered  with  woods  and 
Tineyanls,  and  every  now  and  then  the  rums  of 
some  old  castle  on  their  tops :  we  lay  at  St.  Dizier 
*he  first  night,  and  at  Langres  the  second,  and  got 
hither  the  next  evening,  time  enough  to  have  a  full 
view  of  this  city  on  entering  it.  It  lies  in  a  verj 
extensive  plain  covered  with  vines  and  com,  and 
consequently  is  plentifully  supplied  with  both.  I 
need  not  tell  you  that  it  is  the  chief  city  of  BxaI- 
gundy,  nor  that  it  is  of  great  antiquity ;  consmer- 
ing  wliich,  one  should  imagine  it  ought  to  l>e  larger 
than  one  finds  it.  However,  what  it  wanta  m  ex- 
tent is  niado  up  in  l)eauty  and  cleanliness,  and  in 
t'C\\  convents  and  churches,  most  of  which  wendve 
N-en.  The  palace  of  the  States  is  a  magnificent 
ii«w  building,  where  the  duke  of  Bourbon  is  lodged 


when  he  comeb  ^rr  every  three  yei 
assembly  as  governor  of  t^  provinc 
of  a  mile  out  ox  he  town  is  a  fax 
Carthusians,  whi^h  we  are  j  jst  reiu 
ing.  In  their  ciapel  are  ti<c  tomn 
dukes  of  Burgu.idy,  that  were  so  p 
the  death  of  Charles  tne  Bjld,  the 
this  part  of  his  dominions  was  ui 
XI.  to  the  crown  of  France.  To-i 
to  pay  a  vi^it  to  the  abbot  of  tlie  Ci 
lives  a  few  leagues  otf,  and  who  usi 
strangerv  with  great  civility ;  nis  a 
tlie  richest  in  the  kingaom;  he  kec 
always,  and  lives  witn  great  magr 
have  seen  enough  of  tniS  town  alrea 
regret  the  time  we  spent  at  Ktiein 
people  of  condition,  wao  seem  to  fori 
agriTuble  society  than  we  ftAind  in 
but  as  we  shall  stay  here  o>it  twc 
longer,  it  is  not  worth  while  to  be  i 
their  houses.  On  Monday  or  Tue 
set  out  for  Ly<>ns.  which  is  two  daj 
tant,  and  from  thenco  you  shall  he 
me. 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Lyona^Sep 
Scavc2  rottf  &icn,  non  cher  an 
hxiiSf  que  je  rous  dcctsie  /  roila,  dcs 
fortes;  and  that  wifi  saw  me,  upon 
tation,  a  pigc  of  paper  an/J  six  dro|>8 
if  I  confiiied  myscti  to  reproaches  o: 
rate  nature,  I  shuu.u  oe  obliged  to  c 
you  acct^rding  to  your  deserts.  W! 
body  re<idc  tlirec  inunihs  at  Rheini: 
onco  to  them?  I'leasc  to  consult  T 
page  5,  line  25,  aiid  you  will  find  it 
terms, "  Ad  anucuni  inter  Reniot)  re 
uno  quinquiea  Acnui'.v.u  csto ;"  iioth 
or  lehs  liable  lu  lal.se  intcr])retati«] 
cause,  I  su|>|)0^c,  it  will  give  you  pi 
arc  in  being,  i  taKc  this  0]>ix)i1unity 
we  are  at  the  ancient  and  cok  brat 
a  city  situaieu  uoor  the  conlluencc 
and  Sa6ru\  «.Afar,  I  should  say)  tv 
though  of  tempers  extremely  unlil 
join  hands  ncre,  and  make  a  little 
to  the  Meancrranean  in  company; 
gliJins  alonij  through  the  fruitful 
gundv.  nicrcaibiii  lenifatc,  Ua  ui  c 
partem  ttiiic  judicari  7wn  poisit ; 
runs  oil  1*001:11  avd  roaring  down  f 
tain^i^f  .:^auxiTl".nd  to  meet  her;  a 
sotr  s^rq  Kop  Ukes  him  never  the  u 
i^'^'W  ine  middle  of  the  city  in 
[pa>ses  iiicog.  witliou.  the  walls,  bu 
•  a  little  below.     The  bouses  here  a 
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the  tlrceu  so  narrow,  :ia  would  l)c  suflTicioiit  to  ren- 
der Lyons  the  dininallcKt  pL'icc  in  tiic  world ;  but 
^he  nunil)cr  of  (icoplo,  and  the  fxcjo.  of  comniorco 
jiflfu&ed  a1>out  it,  arc,  at  lca.st,a8sunruMent  to  niuko 
it  tlie  Iivi?lioat.  Between  tliese  two  sufllii'it'neieii 
you  will  l)C  in  doubt  what  to  tiiiiik  of  it;  fu>  we 
■hall  lea\e  the  city,  and  pr«)eecd  to  iti<  en\  irons, 


Jmiihu'II:'  pRi-tn-piiLiii-civci  rngar: 
JjiT)  lad  Aiiilio  ]i>.iji:«  vi^'i-»-um. 


However,  so  lonir  as  I  am  ni»t  drprivi'd  of  your 
corrc^Iiondeiure,  ho  Ion<r  Hliall  I  alwiiyi*  fiml  uoni^ 
pleimun?  in  Iviii^  ut  home.  And,  Hcttinij  all  vaiw 
curiosity  aiiide,  when  the  lit  id  o%er,  and  my  rea&on 
liejrins  to  eome  to  heritelf,  I  have  Hoveral  other  iiow- 
which  arc  lieauiiful  U-yond  exi.rcssion:  it  M  sur-  ^.^ful  inotiv.Mi  which  niijrht  ca«ily  cure  me  of  my 
loundeil  with  mountains,  and  tluwi^  mountains  all  ^o^itleiw  inclinations.  Anion-st  these,  my  n»othcr'i 
brJwpiM'd  and   In-si^kl^l  with  Iniuses,  gardens,  jjn  ^.^i^  ^f  y^^.^y^i^  i„  n^  jl,^  l,.j,^(   ^.),i,.|,  ^^^^  ^|,^ 

and  plantatUms  of  the  ri..h  liour^rcuin,  who  have  ,j..^^,„  ^f  „ur  gcinirto  'J'unb  vL'e;  H.>that  voucan 
ffom  thence  a  pros|M:ct  of  the  city  in  the  vale  lH-Iow,„^j^.jjj^^t  ,,,u^,j  d,,^.rij.ti.m  or  amunemcnt  from 
on  one  hand,  on  the  other  the  neh  plains  of  the  t,^^.^^.^  Norindeed  isti»(  wmuch  rutim  fur  either; 
Lyonnoi«,  with  the  rivers  winding  among  thcm.I  f^,  .j^  diversions  there  may  l»e  reduc.tl  to  two  arti- 
and  the  Aljrt,  with  the  niountnins  of  Oauphine,  to'  j,.^^  paminjr  and  ijoing  to  church.  They  wciti 
bound  the  view.  All  yi'sterday  morninjr  we  were^  j,,^.^^^,  t^,  ^,^1,,^^,,  ^,.^^,1,,  Tunbrijjiana  this  season; 
biuU-a  inchml)ing  up  Mount  Fourvure,  where,  j^^^  ^^^^,^  j^„^,  1  j^.,j^.^.^.  ,,,^.^.  ^^.^."^  ,„.^^.j  ^  ,„^^y 
the  ancient  city  M.^kI  inn-he,!  at  suc!»  a  height,  ^.j,^.  ^jj,^ ^.^.^.^  ^^^^  Uwg.ther  bofori'.     So  much  for 


that  nnthing  but  the  Iiojh's  of  ;;ai!i  cuul.l  certaiidy 


Tunbridge.     London  alVords  mc  as  little  to  say. 


9^t  iK-rsuade  tlu-ir  neighlwur.^  to  pay  th.ni  a  visit. ,  ^y|,.^j ,  ^  j^^j^^  „  j^^„  ^^  l^ndon ?  Yw, coimider 
H*^rc  are  ih.'  ruins  of  tlie  em|K.r„r's  palaces,  that  y,,,^  j^^^^  j  j;^^.  ;„  j,,^t  j^,^^.,,  1  „^.^.^,^  ^,,,  j^j^  ^^^ 
ie*idedhen',thatistosay,Augu.stusandSeverus:,j,.^^.  ^,  hiilh  wc^rld,  and  consequently  nn^eivc  no- 
they  conM>t  in  nothing  but  gn-at  masses  of  old  j,,i„j,  jy,,,"^  ti„.„^.,,  ^^,  brighten  my  imngimition. 
wall,  that  have  only  their  quality  to  make  ihein  ^ 'i.,,^,  ,,u^y  ^.y,ij  j  i,..^^.,,  j^  ^1,^,  i,ug^,.  j^„,|  ^,„  ^ 
iwp.xu.1.  Ill  a  \inevard  of  the  Minims  are  re-^^,,,,^  „;.,.^.,  ^^  t^,,^  ^^^^^^^^.^  ^il,  j  ^.^^^  ^^.j  ^^  |j,6 
maiiw  of  a  Iheatn' ;  the  fathers,  whom  they  U-Iong  p.j„„.  ^^^^^^  -j*,,  j^.H  „|,j  K,„ri,^^  or  prate  of  old 
to,  bold  them  in  no  i^teem  at  all,  and  w.iuld  have  j^^,.^^  j^.,.,^,^  ^  li,jl,.  ,„„^,^..  „,„i  t^j,j„ur,^  chapon 
■liowed  us  l!»eiraacri.sty  and  ciiaiK'l  instead  of  them.  ^„^^,.  ^^.y,,^  ^]^  li,mever,  for  want  of  U-ttei 
Tlie  Ur>uUnc  Nuns  haxe  hi  their  garden  some  j-^^^,  j^l^^,  j^„^,tl„.j  linl^.  ,„„„tl,,„l  o,- ,„^^.  j^^.^ry. 
Roman  batiis,  but  wo  having  t!ie  iiii'if«>rtune  to  l>c 


men,  and  hen-tii's,  they  did  not  think  ]ir(i|N'r  to  ad- 
mit us.     Ilanl  by  arc  eight  arches  of  the  most, 
ma|;nil!cent  aqueduct,  said  to  be  ereetrd  by  An-. 
louy,  when  his  legions  were  quartir.  d  luTc  :  tlicri* . 
are  ni^iny  other  parts  of  it  di^persr;:  up  and  dowiij 
the  country,  for  it  broiight  the  water  from  a  river  j 
many  leagues  otf  in  La  Forez.    Here  an*  riMnaina: 
Coo  of  Agrippa's  Hi'von  great  roads  which  met  at! 
X«yona;  in  some  places  they  lie  twelve  feet  tleep  in 
Che  frround.     In  short,  a  thousantl  matters  that, 
you  sliall  not  know,  till  you  give  me  a  description ' 
of  the  PaisiIcTombridge,  aiidthe  eiTLVt  its  waters' 
liaTc  u|x)ii  you. 


Qiiw  fi-H" aurmun  *'li;;!  f*  !fv.irr? 
]VctU5,  ot  8L'iL«hii,  uii !  iiiiiiia  in.;riu'n(efl 
KuIIiTc  curoH : 

dniil  raj>e«?  qinnin  I.yn  »Iir  fiir"»n' 
(■•vcic^  qu.iihl'*  \ii\c  ri-diiiriii  "ivLiliiii! 
GLucLiiu'  gaulilr(■^ilIllll  viikSt-i 

Ml  |Ui'  (tab  u.iiljt.'iT 


TO  lliS  MOTUr.R. 


l,\i;i-j,  fVt.  n,  N.  «.  1739. 
It  is  now  almost  five  vveiks  >i:j'."e  1   left  r*ij>»n, 
one  of  the  tja vest  aiul  mi'>t  iiiinialle  lillie  cilicii 
■  'of  France,  for  Lvt-ris,  it?.  re\ir^e  in  ::I1  iIh-m*  par- 

rtnrwt   xtti     iirrcfi  : ticuhirs.      It  is  t.'ie  SiCiHiil  In  tl.i' Kiii^I.»!U  in   big- 

iiess  and  rank  ;  tiie  .Mreits  e\ce>.-i\ely  n.irrow  anil 
TcinpJo,Scpc.29, 1739.  jna^ty;  the  house's  iiuuien^.Iy  hiiih  an.l  large; 
If  wishes  could  turn  to  realities,  I  would  fling  (tbat,  f.ir  instanoe,  where  we  are  l...|^e.l.  ha<  tweii- 
down  my  law  liooks,  and  sup  with  yuu  to-night,  ty  live  r.Hims  on  a  t;.».T.  aiil  lli.il  f  r  live  >t.iries;) 
But,  alas!  hero  I  amdiHMiied  to  lix,  while  you  are.il  swarms  v\ith  inhaMt-mts  Hue  Paris  iSMlf.  bill 
0ulU*ring  from  city  to  city,  and  eiijoving  all  the  cluelly  a  mercantile  jnnple  tm  !iiu.!i  niw  m  up  ta 
pleasures  which  a  gay  climate  can  allord.  It  is'cummerce  to  thirik  ol"  ti.rir  le.vri.  liiUili  U-s  of  a 
out  ol*  the  |»ower  of  my  heart  to  envy  your  mxHl  Mrafigers  diversions.  We  l...ve  n,>  ;..-.ii:.ii:i;  incc 
fort  uii«\  yet  I  cannot  help  induli;i  I  >^  a  lew  natural  in  the  tov.ii,  but  siah  r.nirli^li  :•>  Kaii'n  to  bo 


ir«**;  as  for  example,  to  tak  •  a  w.dk  witli  you 

th«'  banks  of  the  Rhone,  and  tt)  he  cii:nbing  up      •]!..  ^i^,s  Mr.  <!r.i>  t'.i<:  imcv  tn  iv.xuilvf  (ui.  aatij 
^OUiil  Fourviere;  ,  iiw  l*a!iii  vvrj*-,  a*  Mr.  tit- ly  «■■*■-•  ''ha  Kavnj.iu*. 
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{Nkflsung  through  here,  in  their  v/blj  to  Italy  &nd 
the  south,  which  at  present  happen  to  be  near 
thirty  in  number.  It  is  a  fortnight  since  we  set 
out  from  hence  upon  a  little  excursion  to  Geneva. 
We  took  the  longest  road,  which  lies  through 
8avoy,  on  purpose  to  see  a  famous  monastery, 
called  tlic  Grand  Chartreuse,  and  had  no  reason  to 
think  our  time  lost  Ador  having  travelled  seven 
days  very  slow  (for  we  did  not  change  horses,  it 
|»cing  ini{)ossibIe  for  a  chaise  to  go  post  in  these 
roods)  we  arrived  at  a  little  village  among  the 
mountains  of  Savoy,  called  ElchcUos ;  from  thence 
we  proceeded  on  horses,  who  are  used  to  tlie  way, 
to  the  mountain  of  the  Chartreuse.  It  is  six  miles 
to  the  top ;  tlie  road  runs  winding  up  it,  commonly 
not  six  feet  broad ;  on  one  hand  is  the  rock,  with 
woods  of  pine-trees  hanging  over  head;  on  the 
other  a  monstrous  precipice,  alinost  perpendicular, 
at  the  bottom  of  which  rolls  a  turreiit,  that  some- 
times tumbling  among  the  frugmentB  of  stone  that 
have  fallen  from  on  high,  and  isoinitimes  precipi- 
tating itsi>lf  down  vast  descents  with  a  noise  like 
thunder,  which  is  still  made  grcuttr  by  the  cclio 
fcom  the  niountains  on  each  bide,  concurs  to  form . 
one  of  the  most  solemn,  tlie  most  romantic,  and 
the  most  astonishing  scenes  I  ever  beheld.  Add 
to  this  the  strange  views  made  by  the  crags  and 
clifis  on  the  other  hand  ;  tiie  cascades  that  in  many 
places  throw  themselves  from  the  very  summit 
down  into  the  vale,  and  the  river  l)elovv ;  and  many 
other  particulars  im[)0ssible  to  descrilx* ;  you  will 
conclude  we  had  no  occasion  to  rejient  our  pains. 
This  place  St.  Bruno  chose  to  retire  to,  and  upon 
its  very  top  founded  the  afon^said  convent,  whicii 
is  the  suiHjrior  of  the  whole  order.  When  we 
came  there,  the  two  fathers,  who  are  commissioned 
to  entertain  strangers  (for  the  rest  must  neither 
«})euk  one  to  another,  or  to  any  one  else,)  received 
us  very  kiiuily;  and  set  before  us  a  repast  of  drieil 
fish,  eggs,  butter  und  fruits,  all  excelltiit  in  their 
kind,  and  extremely  neat.  Tliey  pressed  us  to 
s()end  the  night  there,  and  to  stay  some  days  with 
them ;  but  this  we  could  not  ilo,  so  thoy  led  us 
al)out  their  house,  which  i'*,  you  must  think,  hke| 
a  little  city;  for  there  arc  UK)  fathers,  Upsides  300 
servants,  that  make  their  clotlit  s,  grind  their  corn, 
press  their  wine,  and  do  every  thing  among  them- 
selves. The  whole  is  quite  onlerly  and  simple;, 
nothiniT  of  ilnerv,  but  tlie  womlerl'ul  decency,  and 
the  strange  situation,  more  than  suj)j»ly  the  place 
of  it.  In  the  evening-  we  drscendeil  l»v  the  same, 
way,  pa-ssing  throu-h  luany  cloutls  that  were  then 
foniiin;;  tliemsi'Uis  on  th(.'  immntuin's  side,  iXext 
ilay  'vo  conlinurd  our  journey  by  Chaml>erry, 
wliich,  thousili  the  ehi<'f  city  of  the  duchy,  and 
residence  of  tiie  km<jf  of  ^-anlinia,  wluMi  he  comes 
inio  this  p:irt  oj'  his  duniiiiiuns,  nnkes  but  a  very 
mean  and  insignificant  ajijH  ar.inee ;  we  lay  at 
Ail.  one  famous  fur  its  hut  balhs,  and  the  next 


night  at  Annecy :  the  day  after,  by  noon,  we  got 
to  Geneva.  I  have  not  time  to  say  any  thing  axuwit 
it,  nor  of  our  solitary  journey  back  again.  *  •  • 


TO  HIS  FATHER. 

Lyoni,  OcL  86^  N.  SL  1739L 
In  my  last  I  gave  you  the  particulars  of  our  little 
journey  to  Geneva;  I  have  only  to  add,  that  we 
stayed  about  a  week,  in  order  to  ece  Mr.  Conway 
settled  there.    I  do  not  wonder  so  many  Englidi 
choose  it  for  their  residence;  the  city  is  very  small, 
neat,  prettily  built,  and  extremely  populous;  the 
Rhdne  runs  through  the  middle  of  it,  and  it  is  sur* 
rounded  with  new  fortifications,  that  give  it  a  mill* 
tary  compact  air ;  which,  joined  to  the  happy,  livdy 
countenances  of  the  inhabitants,  and  an  exact  dis- 
cipline always  as  strictly  observed  as  in  time  of 
war,  makes  the  Uttic  republic  appear  a  match  lor 
a  nmch  greater  power;  tliough  perhaps  Geneva, 
and  all  that  belongs  to  it,  are  not  of  equal  extmt 
with  Windsor  and  its  two  parks.   To  one  that  has 
passed  through  Savoy,  as  we  did,  notliing  can  be 
more  striking  than  the  contrast,  as  soon  as  he  ap- 
proaches the  town.     Near  the  gates  of  Geneva 
runs  the  torrent  Arve,  which  separates  it  from  the 
king  of  Sardinia's  dominions;  on  the  other  side  of  it 
lies  a  country  naturally,  indeed,  fine  and  fertile; 
but  you  meet  with  nothing  in  it  but  meagre,  rag- 
ged, bare-footed  peasants,  with  tlicir  cluklrcn,  ia 
extreme  misery  and  nastiness :  and  even  of  these 
no  great  numbers.     You  no  sooner  have  crossed 
the  stream  1  have  mentioned,  but  {wverty  is  do 
more ;  not  a  beggar,  hardly  a  discontented  face  to 
be  seen,  numerous,  and  well-dressi^d  people  swamn 
ing  on  the  ramparts ;  drums  beating,  soldiers  well- 
clothed  and  armed,  exercising;  and  fulks,  with 
business  in  their  looks,  hurrying  to  and  fro;  aU 
contribute  to  make  any  })erson,  who  is  not  blind, 
sensible  what  a  diiTerence  is  between  the  two  go- 
vernments, that  are  tiie  causes  of  one  view  auul 
the  other.   The  l/eautilul  lake,  at  one  end  of  which 
the  town  is  situated;  its  extent;  the  several  states 
that  l)order  upon  it;  and  all  hs  pleasun^s,  are  too 
well  known  for  me  to  mention  tiiem.     We  sailed 
u]>on  it  as  far  as  the  dominions  of  Geneva  extend, 
tiiat  is,  al)out  two  leagues  and  a  half  on  each  side; 
and  landed  at  several  of  the  little  houses  of  plea- 
sure that  the  inhabitants  have  built  all  uIhjuI  it, 
who  received  us  with  much  i)oliteness.     The  same 
niglit  weeat  part  of  a  trout,  taken  in  tlm  lake,  tlut 
Weighed  thirty-seven  jM^vunds:  as  gre-;it  a  monster 
us  it  apjK'ared  to  ua,  it  was  esteemed  there  nothing 
extraordinary,  and  thoy  assured  us,  it  was  not  un- 
coiiiiiioii  to  catch   them  of  ilfly  l>oun(ls:  llu-y  toe 
dressed  here,  and   sent  post  to  I'aris  upon  some 
gri'i'.t  ofoasions;  nay,  c\cn  to  Madrid,  as  wc  were 
told.     The  road  we  returned  through  was  iiol  Vbe 
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mno  wc  came  by ;  we  crossed  the  Rhone  at  Seys- 
wl,  and  passed  for  three  days  among  the  moun- 
tadns  of  Bujrcy,  without  meeting  witli  any  thing 
ocw]  at  last  we  came  out  into  the  plains  of  La 
Bresse,  and  so  to  Lyons  again.  Sir  Robert  has 
written  to  Mr.  Walpole,  to  desire  he  would  go  to 
Italy,  wltich  lie  has  resolved  to  do ;  so  that  all  tlie 
•chcmc  of  spending  the  winter  in  the  south  of 
France  is  laid  aside,  and  we  are  to  pass  it  in  a 
much  fmer  country.  You  may  imagine  I  am  not 
lorry  to  have  this  opportunity  of  seeing  the  place 
in  the  world  that  best  deserves  it:  besides,  as  the 
pope,  who  is  eighty-eight,  and  has  been  lately  at 
the  point  of  death,  can  not  probably  last  a  great 
while,  perhaps  we  may  have  the  fortune  to  be  pre- 
sent at  the  election  of  a  new  one,  when  Rome  will 
be  in  all  its  glory.  Friday  next  we  certainly  begin 
•or  journey;  in  two  days  we  shall  come  to  the 
'bot  of  the  Alps,  and  six  more  we  sliall  be  in  i>ass- 
Ing  them.  Even  here  the  winter  is  l>cgun ;  what 
then  must  it  be  among  those  vast  snowy  moun- 
tains where  it  ia  hardly  ever  summer  1  We  are, 
however,  as  well  armed  as  possible  against  the 
cold,  with  muffs,  hoods,  and  mcusks  of  beaver,  fur- 
boots,  and  bear  skins.  When  we  arrive  at  Turin, 
we  fthall  rest  afler  the  fatigues  of  the  journey.  *  *  * 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Tiiri.T,  Nov.  7,  N.  S.  1739. 
I  iBl  this  night  arrived  here,  and  have  just  sat 
<1  jwn  to  rest  me  after  eight  days'  tiresome  journey: 
for  the  three  first  we  had  the  same  road  we  before 
pawed  through  to  go  to  Geneva;  the  fourth  we 
turned  out  of  it,  and  for  tliat  day  and  the  next 
travelled  rather  among  than  upon  the  AI|is;  the 
iray  commonly  running  through  a  deep  vulU-y  by 
the  side  of  the  river  Arc,  which  works  itself  a 
passage,  with  great  dilliculty  and  a  mighly  nui:^^, 
among  vast  quantities  of  rocks,  tliat  ha>e  n  lied 
down  from  the  mountain  tops.  The  wititer  was 
■o  far  advanced,  as  in  great  measure  to  s]>oil  the 
beauty  of  tlic  prospect ;  however,  there  was  still 
aonicwiiat  fine  remaining  amidst  the  savngrncss 
and  horror  of  the  place.  The  sixth  we  began  to  go 
ap  several  of  these  mountains;  and  as  we  were 
passing  one,  met  with  an  odd  accident  enough: 
Mr.  Walpole  had  a  little  fat  Mack  spaniel,  that  he 
was  very  fond  of,  which  he  Fv)metim('s  used  to  set 
duwn,  and  let  it  run  by  the  chaise  siile.  We  were 
at  that  ti:ne  in  a  very  rough  road,  not  two  yanis 
broad  at  most ;  on  one  side  was  a  gn*at  wood  of 
pines,  and  on  the  otiier  a  vast  pn.'cipia> ;  it  was 
noon-day,  and  the  sun  shone  bright,  when  all  of  a 
sudden,  from  the  wtKxI-side,  (wiiicli  w;us  as  steep 
nptrardii  as  the  otiier  part  was  ilown wards)  out 
fushcd  a  great  wolf,  came  close  to  the  head  of  the 


up  the  hill  again  with  him  in  his  mouth.     Thu 
was  done  in  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  minute;  we 
all  saw  it,  and  yet  the  servants  had  no  time  to 
draw  their  pistols,  or  to  do  any  thing  to  save  the 
dog     If  he  had  not  been  there,  and  the  creature 
had  thought  it  fit  to  lay  hold  of  one  of  the  horsei^ 
chaise,  and  we,  and  all  must  inevitably  have  tum- 
bled above  fifty  fathoms  perpendicular  down  the 
precipice.     The  seventh  we  came  to  Laneboui]g, 
the  last  town  in  Savoy;  it  lies  at  the  foot  of  the 
famous  Mount  Cenis,  which  is  so  situated  as  to 
allow  no  room  for  any  way  but  over  the  very  top 
of  it.     Here  the  chaise  was  forced  to  be  pulled  to 
pieces,  and  the  baggage  and  that  to  be  carried  by 
mules:  we  ourselves  were  wrapped  up  in  our  fura^ 
and  seated  ui)on  a  sort  of  matted  chair  without 
legs,  which  is  carried  upon  poles  in  the  manner 
of  a  bier,  and  so  begun  to  ascend  by  the  help  of 
eight  men.     It  was  six  miles  to  the  top,  where  a 
jtlain  o])ens  itself  al)OUt  as  many  more  in  breadth, 
covered  peqietually  with  very  deep  snow,  and  in 
the  n)idst  of  that  a  great  lake  of  unfathomable 
dejith,  from  whence  a  river  takes  its  rise,  and  tum- 
bles over  monstrous  nx-ks  quite  down  the  other 
side  of  the  moLMitain.     The  descent  is  six  miles 
more,  but  infinitely  more  steep  than  the  going  up* 
and  here  the  men  perf<*ctly  fly  down  with  you, 
stepping  from  stone  to  stone  with  incredible  swift- 
ness  in  places  where  none  but  they  could  go  three 
paces  without  falling.  The  immensity  of  the  preci- 
pices, the  roaring  of  the  river  and  torrents  that  run 
into  it,  the  huge  crags  covered  with  ice  and  snow, 
and  the  clouds  lielow  you  and  about  you,  are  objects 
it  is  ini^Kissiblc  to  conceive  without  seeing  them; 
and  though  we  had  heard  many  strange  descrip- 
tions of  tlie  scene,  none  of  them  at  all  came  up  to  it. 
We  were  but  five  hours  in  performing  the  whole, 
from  which  you  may  judge  of  the  rapidity  of  the 
men's  motion.     We  are  now  got  into  Pietlmoiit, 
and  stomK^l  a  little  while  at  l.a  Ferriere,  a  small 
>illage  alujut  three  quarters  of  the  way  down,  but 
still  anions  the  clouil-*,  when*  we  l»enan  to  hear  a 
new  language  s|X)ken  round  about  us;  at  last  we 
l^r.t  quite  down,  went  throu;;!i  the  Pas  de  Suse,  a 
narrow  road  among  tljc  Alps,  defended  by  two 
furtres.sj's,    and    lay  at   Ilossdiens:  iwxt  e^ening 
tliroii<;h  a  fine  rvenue  of  iiinir  iiiile?<  in  length,  a 
strai;»ht  as  a  line,  we  arriNcd  j;t  this  city,  widely 
as  you  know,  is  the  ca])ital  of  the  |)rineip:dity,  ant 
the  nVidj'tice  of  the  kin^  of  Sardinia.*  •  •     We 
shall  stay  here,  I  Mieve,  a  fortiiiizht,  and  proceed 
for  Genoa,  which  is  tliree  or  four  days'  jiuirney, 
to  go  i)Ost.  I  am.  d  c. 


•"Thai  pan  of  th<»  loiter  here  omittml  cnntainol  ur.iya  il^ 
srripiion  of  ihe  cliy ;  whir.h,  m  Mr.  fimy  Um  givm  it  lo  Mr. 
WeiA  in  the  folluwins  krtier,  and  thai  in  a  iiiorv  lively  mao- 
ner,  I  ihouglit  it  unneccaury  U)  iiiBcrt;  a  litany  I  huve  taker. 
Ill  other  liana  uf  tills  corrci<|Mndciicc,  iu  Knlur  ii>  avoiJ  rcf« 
seized  the  dog  ty  the  throat,  and  rushefl'titioa 
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TO  MR.  WEST. 

Turin,  Nov.  16,  N.  A 1739. 
After  eight  days'  joumoy  through  Greenland, 
arrived  at  Turin — you  appmach  it  hy  a  hand- 
avenue  of  niiKf  mih'^A  Ion<r,  and  quite  Rtraitrht. 
The  entrance  i«  guanWd  hy  certain  visriiant  dra- 
goons, called  r>ouanii*rB,  v^'ho  inumhied  un  for  some 
time.  The  city  is  not  large,  as  lieing  a  place  of 
itrength,  and  consrtiuently  confined  within  its  for- 
tifications: it  has  many  l>eauti<'s'and  some  faults; 
among  the  first  are  streets  all  laid  out  hv  the  line, 
regular  uniform  huildin<]fs.  fine  walks  that  surround 
the  whole ;  and  in  general  a  goo<l  lively  clean  ap- ' 
pearance :  hut  the  houses  an*  of  hrick,  jilastered,  j 
which  is  apt  to  want  n^iuiiring;  the  windows  of 
oiled  paper,  which  is  apt  to  Ihj  torn ;  and  every 
thing  very  sligiit.  which  Is  apt  to  tumhle  down. 
There  is  an  excellent  o|)era,  but  it  is  only  in  the  | 
carnival:  kails  every  night,  hut  only  in  the  carni- 
val: masquerades  too,  hut  only  in  the  carni- 
val. This  carnival  lasts  only  from  Christmas  to 
Lent;  one  half  of  the  remaining  ])artof  the  year 
is  passed  in  rememl)ering  the  last,  the  other  in  ex- 
pecting the  future  carnival.  Wo  can  not  well 
■ubsist  upon  such  slender  diet,  no  more  than  \i\K\n 
an  execrable  Italian  convedy,  and  a  pupi)et  show, 
sailed  Rappresentauonc  d'un'  aniiiia  dannata, 
which,  I  think,  ore  all  the  pn^sent  (diversion.**  of  the 
place ;  except  the  Marquise  de  Cavaillac's  conver- 
•auone,  where  one  goes  to  see  jvople  play  at  ombre 
and  taroc,  a  game  with  seventy-two  card:*  all  paint- 
ed with  suns,  and  moons,  and  devils,  an<I  monks. 
Mr.  Waliwlc  has  Iwen  at  court ;  tl»e  family  are  at 
present  at  a  country  palace,  called  La  Venerie. 
The  palace  here  in  town  is  the  very  quintessence 
of  gilding  and  hwking-glass ;  inlaid  floors,  cxrved 
panels,  and  painting  wherever  tlicy  could  stick  a 
brush.  1  own  I  have  not,  as  vet,  anv  wlicre  met 
with  those  grand  and  simple  works  of  art,  that  are 
to  amaze  one,  and  whose  siglit  one  is  to  Iv  the  Iwt- 
tcrfor:  but  those  of  nature  have  astonished  me 
beyond  expression.  In  our  little  journey  up  to  the 
Grande  Chartreuse  I  do  not  remember  to  have 
gone  ten  paces  without  an  exclamation,  tliat  there 
was  no  restrahiing.  Not  a  preci[»ice,  not  a  torrent, 
not  a  cUfr,  hut  is  pregnant  with  religion  and  |K)ct- 
ry.  There  arc  certain  scenes  that  woul<l  awe  an 
atheist  into  belief,  without  tlie  help  of  other  argu- 
ment. One  need  not  have  a  very  fantastic  imagi- 
nation to  see  spirits  there  at  noon  day :  you  have 
death  j)eri>etually  UTore  your  eyes;  only  so  far  re- 
moved, as  to  con^wse  the  mind  without  frighting 
it.  I  am  well  |)ersuade»l  St.  Bruno  was  a  man  of 
HO  common  ut-nius,  to  choose  such  a  situation  for 
Lis  rf tiroment ;  and  perhaps  should  have  been  a 
disciple  of  his.  had  1  iK'cn  horn  in  liU  time.  You 
mav  l)elii>ve  Alu-l-ird  a::d  Ileloi'se  wt-re  not  forgot 
UDon  this  occasion :  if  I  do  not  mistake,  I  saw  you 


too  every  now  and  then  at  a  distance  ainong  th* 
trees;  tV  me  ttmble^  quefai  vu  ce  chien.  de  vUagt 
Id  queique  part.     You  teemed  to  call  to  ine  from 
the  other  side  of  the  precipice,  Init  the  noii«e  of  Um 
rii-er  below  was  so  great,  that  I  really  could  not 
distinguish  what  you  said;  it  seemed  to  have  a  ca- 
dence like  verse.     In  your  next  you  will  be  so  good 
to  let  me  know  what  it  was.     The  week  we  have 
since  passcil  amtmg  the  AIpK,  has  not  equalled  the 
single  day  ui>on  that  mountain,  U-caubO  the  win> 
ter  was  ratiier  too  far  advanced,  and  the  weatliera 
little  foggy.     However,  it  did  not  want  its  beao- 
ties ;  the  sivage  nideneas  of  the  view  is  incon- 
ceivable without  seeing  it :  I  reckoned,  in  one  day, 
thirteen  ca.ocades,  the  least  of  which  was,  I  daresay, 
one  hundnd  feet  in  height.     I  had  Livy  in  the 
chaise  with  me,  ami  Upheld  his  "  Nices  arlo  prope 
immu/cc,  tccta  informia  imposUa  rvpilnu^  pecora 
jumcntaquc  torrida  frigore,  homines  intotisi  H 
incutti,  animalia  inanimaque  omniarigeniiagclu; 
omnia  confragosa,  prarruplaque."'   TJie  creatures 
that  inhabit  them  are,  in  all  re8])ect8,  lielow  huma- 
nity ;  and  most  of  them,  especially  women,  have 
the  turoidum  guttur,  which  they  call  goscia.  IVIont 
Cenis,  I  confess,  carries  the  permission  moantaiiM 
have  of  being  frightful  rather  too  far ;  and  its  hor- 
n)r8  were  accompanied  with  too  much  danger  to 
give  one  time  to  Reflect  upon  their  beauties.  Thers 
is  a  family  of  the  Alpine  monsters  I  have  mentioa- 
ed,  u{>on  its  very  top,  that  in  the  middle  of  winter 
cahnly  lay  in  their  stock  of  provisions  and  firing, 
and  so  are  buried  in  theur  hut  for  a  month  or  two 
under  the  snow.     When  we  were  down  it,  and  a 
little  way  into  Pirdmont,  we  Ix^gan  to  find  ^^  Apn- 
eas quosdam  colics,  ricoyque  propc  ci/rax,  et  jam 
humano  cultu  digniora  loca."     I  read  Silius  Italh 
cus  too,  for  the  first  time;  and  wished  for  you,  ao> 
cording  to  custom. — We  set  out  fur  Genoa  in  twc 
days'  time. 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Genoa,  Nov.  21, 1738L 

Ilorridos  irar His,  Borcteque  linqucnt 
R^na  TaurinI  feni,  mnlliorem 
Advehor  brumam,  Gcnurque  nmantee 

Litora  soles. 

At  least,  if  they  do  not,  they  have  a  very  iU 
tasto;  for  I  never  K^lu-ld  anything  moreantiable: 
only  figure  to  yourself  a  va.st  semicircular  basin, 
full  of  fine  blue  sea,  and  vessels  of  all  shirts  and 
sizes,  some  sailing  out,  stimc  coming  in,  and  others 
at  anchor ;  and  all  around  it  palaces  and  churches 
jRCping  over  one  another's  heads,  gardens,  and 
marble  terraces  full  of  orange  and  cypn-ss  trec», 
fountains,  and  trellis-works  covered  with  vines, 
which  altogether  con^wse  the  grandest  of  tlieatres. 
This  is  the  first  coup  d'ocil,  and  is  almost  all  I  aa 
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jpe*  able  to  give  you  an  account  of,  for  we  arrived  I  week  before  lust  j  crossed  the  u'ountains,  and  lav 
hX'i  last  night  To-day  was,  luckily,  a  great  fe«-  .that  ni^rht  at  Tortona,  tlie  next  w*.  St.  Giovanni, 
tival,  and  in  the  morning  we  resorted  to  the  church  and  the  morning  aflcr  came  to  Piau^nza.  Thai 
of  the  Madonna  dellc  Vigne,  to  put  up  our  little  city,  (though  the  capital  of  a  dutchy)  made  so  frip- 
orisons;  (1  believe  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  we  pcry  an  ap()carance,  that  instead  of  spending  some 
have  been  sometime  converts  to  the  holy  catholic  days  there,  as  had  bt^en  intended,  we  only  dined, 
church,)  we  found  our  lady  richly  drest  out,  with  and  went  on  to  Parma;  stayed  tlicre  all  the  fol- 
&  crown  of  diamonds  on  her  head,  another  upon  .lowing  day,  which  was  passed  in  visiting  the  fa- 
the  child's,  and  a  constellation  of  wax  lights  burn-  mous  works  of  Corrcgio  in  the  Dome,  and  other 
Uig  before  them :  shortly  after  came  the  doge,  in  churches. — The  fine  gallery  of  pictures,  that  once 
toB  rol)es  of  crimson  damask,  and  a  cap  of  the  belonged  to  the  Dukes  of  Parma,  is  no  more  here; 
«uiic,  followed  by  the  senate  in  black.     Upon  his  the  King  of  Naples  has  carried  it  all  thither,  and 


^prooch,  began  a  fine  concert  of  music,  and  among 
At  rest  two  eunuchs'  voices,  that  were  a  perfect 
fcMt  to  cars  that  had  heard  notliing  but  French 
operas  for  a  year.  We  listened  to  this,  and  breath- 
id  nothing  but  incense  for  two  hours.  The  doge 
m  a  very  tall,  lean,  stately,  old  figure,  called  Con- 
^antlno  Balbi ;  and  the  senate  seem  to  have  been 
made  upon  the  same  model.  They  said  their  pray- 
<n,  and  heard  an  absurd  white  friar  preach,  with 
tqxal  devotion.  Ailer  litis  we  went  to  the  Annon- 
uata,  a  church  built  by  the  family  Lomellini,  and 
belonging  to  it;  which  is,  indeed,  a  most  stately 
liruciure !  the  inside  wholly  marble  of  various  kinds, 
efXccpt  where  gold  and  painting  take  its  place. — 
From  hence  to  the  palazzo  Dorla.  I  should  make 
jou  sick  of  marble,  if  I  told  you  how  it  was  lav- 
Wied  here  upon  the  porticos,  tiie  ballustradea,  and 
terraces,  the  lowest  of  which  extends  quite  to  the 
■ea.  The  inside  is  by  no  means  answerable  to  the 
CMitward  magnificence;  the  furniture  seems  to  be 
as  old  as  the  founder  of  the  family.*  Their  great 
embossed  silver  tables  tell  you,  in  bas-relief,  his 
▼ictories  at  sea,  how  he  entertained  the  emperor 
Charles,  and  how  he  refused  tlie  sovereignty  of  the 
commonwealth  when  it  was  ofTered  him ;  the  rest 
is  old-fashioned  velvet  chairs,  and  Gothic  tapestry. 
The  rest  of  the  day  has  been  s[)ent,  nmch  to  our 
hearts'  content,  in  cursing  French  music  and  ar- 
chitecture, and  in  singing  the  praises  of  Italy.  We 
find  this  place  so  very  fine,  that  we  are  in  fear  of 
finding  nothing  finer.  We  are  fallen  in  love  with 
the  Mediterranean  sea,  and  hold  your  lakes  and 
your  rivers  in  vast  contempt.     This  is 

*'The  happy  country  where  huge  lemons  grow," 

as  Waller  says ;  and  I  am  sorry  to  think  of  leav- 
ing it  in  a  week  for  Parma,  although  it  bo 

Tbe  happy  counuy  where  huge  cheeses  grow. 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Bologna,  Dec  9,  N.  S.  1739. 
OrR  journey  hither  has  taken  up  much  less 
tune  than  1  expected.     We  left  Genoa  (a  charm- 
ing place  and  one  that  deserved  a  longer  stay)  the 


"Hm  fiunoos  Andrea  Doria. 


the  city  had  not  merit  enough  to  detain  us  any 
longer,  so  we  proceeded  through  Reggio  to  Mode- 
na;  this,  though  the  residence  of  its  duke,  is  an 
ill-built  melancholy  place,  all  of  brick,  as  are  most 
of  the  towns  in  this  [tart  of  Lombardy :  he  himself 
lives  in  a  private  manner,  with  very  little  appear- 
ance of  a  court  about  him ;  he  has  one  of  the  no- 
blest collections  of  paintings  in  the  world,  which 
entertained  us  extremely  well  the  rest  of  that  day 
and  part  of  the  next:  and  in  the  aftenioon  we 
came  to  Bologna :  so  now  you  may  wish  us  joy  of 
being  in  the  dominions  of  his  Holiness.  This  is 
a  populous  city,  and  of  great  extent:  all  the  streets 
have  porticos  on  both  sides,  such  as  surround  a 
part  of  Covent  Garden,  a  great  relief  in  summer 
time  in  such  a  climate ;  and  from  one  of  the  prin* 
cipal  gates  to  a  church  of  the  Virgin,  (where  b  a 
wonder-working  picture,  at  three  miles  distance) 
runs  a  corridor  of  the  same  sort,  lately  finished, 
and,  indeed,  a  most  extraordinary  prformance. 
The  churches  here  arc  more  remarkable  for  their 
paintings  than  architecture,  being  mostly  old 
structures  of  brick;  but  t!ie  palaces  arc  numerous, 
and  fine  enough  to  supply  us  with  somewhat 
worth  8eein4  from  morning  till  night.  Th6  coun- 
try of  Lombardy,  hitherto,  is  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful imaginable;  the  roads  broad, exactly  straight, 
and  on  either  hand  vast  plantations  uf  trees,  chief- 
ly nmlberries  and  olives,  and  not  a  tree  without  a 
vine  twining  al>out  it  and  spreading  among  its 
branches.  This  scene,  intleed,  which  must  lie  the 
most  lovely  in  tlie  world  during  the  proper  season, 
is  at  prestmt  all  deformed  by  the  winter,  which 
here  is  rigorous  enough  for  the  time  it  lasts;  but 
one  still  sees  the  skeleton  of  a  charming  placc^ 
and  reaps  the  benefit  of  its  product;  for  the  fruits 
and  provisions  are  admirable:  in  short,  you  find 
every  thing  that  luxurj'  can  desire,  in  perfection. 
We  have  now  Ix'en  here  a  week,  and  shall  stay 
some  little  time  longer.  We  are  at  the  fi)ot  of  tbe 
Appenme  mountains;  it  will  take  up  three  days 
to  cross  them,  and  then  we  shall  come  to  Florence^ 
where  we  shall  pass  the  Christmas.  Till  then 
we  m\i.st  remain  in  a  state  of  ignoraiice  as  tu  what 
is  doing  in  England,  for  our  letters  are  to  meet  ns 
there :  if  1  do  not  find  four  or  f\r.\  froiQ  yv.^  aloMi 
II  sluill  wonder. 
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I  tions;  if  not,  wc  mutt  wait  for  the  carnival,  when 
TO  HIS  MOTHER.  I  all  thoio  things  coine  of  counc.    In  the  mcao 

Florence,  Dec.  19^  N.  9L 1739.  '  time,  it  is  ini|K)Mihlc  to  want  entertainment;  thi 
We  ipent  twelve  days  at  Bologna,  chiefly  (as  famous  gallery,  alone,  is  an  amusement  for  montlis 
Boost  travellers  do)  in  seeing  sights ;  for  as  we  ]  we  commonly  paiw  two  or  three  hours  every  mom- 
knew  no  nrartal  there,  and  as  it  is  no  easy  matter  ing  in  it,  and  one  has  perfect  leisure  to  Consider 
to  get  ailmisuon  into  any  Italian  house,  without  all  its  beauties.  You  know  it  contains  many  hun- 
Tcry  particular  recommendations,  we  could  see  no'dred  antique  statues,  sudi  as  the  whole  world  can 
eomimny  but  in  public  places;  and  there  arc  none  not  match,  beside  tlic  vast  collection  of  paintings, 
in  that  city  but  the  churches.  We  saw,  there- '  me<lals,  and  precious  stones,  such  as  no  other 
(ore,  churches,  {Milaccs,  and  pictures  from  morning  prince  was  ever  master  of;  in  short,  all  that  the 
to  night;  and  the  15th  of  this  month  set  out  (or  rich  and  powerful  house  of  Medicis  has,  in  so 
FlonMice,  and  began  to  croas  the  Appeninemoun-  many  years,  got  together.  And  besides  this  city 
tains :  wc  travellinl  among  and  upon  them  all  alioundd  with  so  many  palaces  and  churclies,  that 
that  day,  and,  as  it  was  but  indiflerent  weather,  you  can  hanlly  place  yourself  any  where  without 
were  commonly  in  the  middle  of  thick  clouds,  having  some  fine  one  in  view,  or  at  least  some  statue 
that  utterly  deprived  u«  of  a  si;jht  of  their  beauties:  or  fountain,  magnificently  adorned;  these  un- 
for  this  vast  chain  of  hills  has  its  Itoauties,  and  all  douUixlly  are  far  more  numerous  than  Genoa  can 
the  vallics  are  cultivated;  even  the  mountains  prt*tendto;  yot,  in  its  general  appearance  I  can  not 
themselves  are  many  of  them  so  williin  a  little  of  think  that  Florence  e<]ual8  it  in  beauty.  Mr.  Wal- 
thetr  very  ti>p«.  They  arc  not  so  horrid  as  the  {)oIcl9  ju:<t  conic  from  Iwing  presented  to  the  eleo- 
Ali>s,  thou<;h  pretty  near  as  high;  and  the  whole  tn'ss  p:ilatine  dowager;  she  is  a  nstcr  of  the  laie 
road  is a<lmiralily  wi'Il krpt,  antl paved  throughout,  groat  duke's;  a  stately  old  lady,  that  never  goes 
which  is  a  length  of  fnurscnre  niile:«,  and  more,  out  but  to  chun.*h,  and  then  she  has  guards,  ai^ 
We  left  the  Pojje's  dominiom*.  and  lay  that  niglit  eiglit  horsos  to  h(T  coach.  She  received  him  with 
in  those  of  the  ( I  rand  Duke  of  Piorenzuola,  a  pal-  ceremony,  standing  under  a  huge  black  canopy, 
try  little  town,  at  the  foot  of  mount  Giogo,  which  and,  after  a  few  minutes'  talking,  she  assured  him 
is  the  highest  of  them  all.  Next  morning  wc  of  her  good  will,  and  dismissed  him;  she  never 
went  up  it;  the  post  houRC  is  U|>on  its  very  top,  sees  any  l)ody  but  thus  in  form;  and  so  sbepaflei 
and  usually  involved  in  clouds,  or  half  buried  in  her  life,  ♦jHwr  woman!  •  •  • 
the  snow.     Indeed  there  was  none  of  the  last  at; 

the  time  we  were  there,  but  it  was  still  a  dismal,  " 

habitation.    The  descent  is  most  ex rt'ssivoly  steep,!  j,q  MR.  WEST, 

and  the  turnings  very  short  and  frequent:  how-j 

ever  we  jvrfonnejl  it  without  any  danger,  and  in  Florence,  Jan.  15^  1740. 

coming  down  could  dimly  discover  Florence,  and  I  tfiink  I  have  not  yet  told  you  how  wc  left  that 
the  Iteautiful  phiin  alniut  it,  throujrh  the  mists;  diarniing  phice  Genoa;  how  we  cropsed  amoun- 
but  enoujxli  to  convince  us,  it  must  Ik*  one  of  the  tain  all  of  green  marble,  called  Buchetto ;  how  we 
nobleiit  pnisjxrts  U|ion  earth  in  Huninier.  That  (.ame  to  Torlona,  and  waded  through  the  mud  to 
afternoon  we  g«)t  thither:  and  Mr.  Mann,*  the  come  to  Cnstel  St.  Gio\anni,  and  there  cat  njus- 
nVidiMit,  had  pent  his  servant  to  meet  us  at  the  tard  and  sugar  with  a  dish  of  crows  gijzarJs: 
gates,  and  conduct  us  to  his  liou>e.  He  U  the  Bccoudly,  how  we  pas.s«'J  the  faiuou.^  plains 
b<-«t  and  most  obliging  pers.)n  in  the  world.     The  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^.^^  ^^^^^^^  ^^^^ 

next  night  wc  were  mtnxluccd   at  the  Pnnce  of  Arva*iue  Itomanb  nulnliiaiu  nuUis. 

Craon's  a.ssemMy  (he  has  the  chief  power  here  in  Vb^in  aillnic  amnif  vticri  ilo  clade  ruiwrc, 

the  Grand  Duke's  al>sencc).— The  princess  and'  Et  Mi5pirinti«:»(liicftro  njcmw^quM; 

he  were  extremely  cixil  to  tlie  name  of  WalrHjle,'  Maumnimqiip  nla,  et  nlsre  Increhrraccre  tumw^ 

,     ,'       ^  !•  1    •  I  Et  iHilsa  Auaoniduni  ripa  soruire  fugl. 

so  we  were  asked  to  stay  sujutor.  winch  u  as  much  * 

as  to  sny,  y(»u  may  coino  and  sup  here  whenever  x„r,  thirdly,  how  wo  ])as8ed  through  riaccnxt, 
you  please;  for  after  tlic  first  invitation  this  is  al-  Purma,  Moilcna,  entered  the  territories  of  the 
ways  unilersto«>(l.  We  have  also  Wvn  at  the  jk)Jk;  ;  stayed  twelve  days  at  Bologna;  crossed  the 
Counttvs  Suarez's,  a  favourite  of  the  lute  duke,  Appeninc^  and  afterwards  arrixed  at  Florence. 
and  one  that  ^jrives  tlie  first  nioveniont  to  every  Xone  of  these  things  have  I  told  you,  nor  do  I  in- 
thin;;  gay  tha*.  is  rroin^  f»>rward  here.  The  news  ie,jj  to  tcU  you,  till  you  ask  me  some  questions 
ts  evi-ry  dHV  ex|M'cted  from  Vienna  of  the  great  concerning  them.  No,  not  even  of  Florence  itself, 
uucclie-sb's  delivery;  if  it  l)e  a  Uiy,  here  will  Ui  all  except  that  it  is  at  fine  as  i)Ossible,  and  has  cvciy 
sorts  of  balls,  masquerades,  operas,  and  illuinina- 


*  PLrwria  of  very  high  raiik,  and  wUlial  very  cood 


*  A  f i.^rwar  Js  Sir  I  Ii  )racti  Maim.  will  only  fL>el  the  poihos  of  liii:i  c  vclamaUon. 
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thing  in  it  can  bless  the  eyes.     But,  before  I  enter ;  were  to  pass  there;  and  tlio  next  morning  we  let 
iuco  particulars,  }'0U  must  niako  your  peace  both  forward  on  our  journey  through  a  countr)-  voi^ 
with  me  and  the  Venus  dc  medicis,  who,  let  me  oddly  comixwcd  ;  for  some  miles  you  have  a  con 
tei>  you,  is  higldv  and  justly  offended  at  you  for  tinual  scene  of  little  mountains  cultivated  from  top 
but  inquiring,  long  before  this,  concerning  her  to  bottom  with  rows  of  olive  trees,  or  elbe  elms,  each 


■yrametry  and  proportions. 


*  *  « 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 


Florence,  March  10^  1740l 


of  which  has  its  vine  twining  about  it,  and  mixing 
with  the  branches ;  and  corn  sown  between  all  tha 
ranks.  This,  diversified  with  numerous  small 
houses  and  convents,  makes  the  most  agreeable 
prospect  in  the  world :  but,  all  of  a  sudden,  it  alten 
to  black  barren  hills,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach, 


TuF.  pope*  is  at  last  dead,  and  we  are  to  set  out  that  seem  never  to  have  been  capable  of  culture, 
finr  Rome  on  Monday  next.  The  conclave  is  still  and  are  as  ugly  as  useless.  Such  is  the  country 
ntting  there,  and  likely  to  continue  so  some  time'  for  some  tunc  k^fore  one  comes  to  Mount  Radico- 
ionger,  as  the  two  French  cardinals  arc  but  just  fani,  a  terrible  black  bill,  on  the  top  of  which  we 
arrived,  and  the  German  ones  are  still  expected. '  were  to  lodge  tliat  night.  It  is  very  high,  and  dif- 
It  agrees  mighty  ill  with  those  that  remain  en- '  ficult  of  ascent ;  and  at  the  foot  of  it  wc  were  much 
closed :  Ottoboni  is  already  dead  of  an  apoplexy ,- embarrasried  by  t!ie  full  of  one  of  the  poor  horses 
Alticri  and  several  others  are  said  to  be  dying,  or  that  drew  us.  This  accident  obliged  anotlier  chaise, 
Tery  bad:  yet  it  is  not  ex{>ected  to  break  up  till'  which  was  coming  down,  to  stop  also;  and  out  of 
after  Easter.  Wc  shall  be  at  Sienna  the  first  night,  i  it  peeped  a  figure  in  a  red  cloak,  with  a  handkcr- 
spend  a  day  there,  and  in  two  more  go  to  Rome. .  chief  tied  round  its  head,  which,  by  its  voice  and 
One  begins  to  see  in  this  country  the  first  promises  mien,  ..'^eemod  a  fat  old  woman ;  but  upon  its  get- 
of  an  Italian  spring,  clear  unclouded  skies,  and  ting  out,  appe.ired  to  l>e  Scnesino,  who  was  return- 
warm  suns,  such  as  arc  not  often  felt  in  England;  ing  from  Naples  to  Sienna,  the  place  of  his  birth 
yet,  for  your  sake,  I  hope  at  present  you  have  your  and  residence.  On  the  highest  part  of  the  moun- 
piDportion  of  them,  and  that  all  your  frosts,  and  tain  is  an  old  fortress,  and  near  it  a  house  built  by 
snows,  and  short-breaths,  are  by  this  time  utterly  one  of  the  grand  dukes  for  a  hunting-seat,  but  now 
▼anished.  I  have  nothing  new  or  particular  to  in-  converU^l  into  an  inn :  it  is  the  shell  of  a  large 
fcrm  you  of;  and,  if  you  see  things  at  home  go  on  fabric;  but  such  an  inside,  such  chaml>ers  and  ac- 
nuch  in  their  old  course,  you  must  not  imagine  commodations  that  your  cellar  is  a  palace  in  com- 
tbcm  more  various  abroad.  The  diversions  of  a  parison:  and  your  cat  su^ts  and  lies  much  better 
Florentine  Lent  are  composed  of  a  sermon  in  the  than  we  did;  fur  it  bring  a  saint's  eve,  there  was 
morning,  full  of  hell  and  the  devil ;  a  dinner  at  notliing  but  eg;Tii.  "Wo  devoured  our  meagre  fare ; 
noon,  full  of  fish  and  meagre  diet;  and,  in  the  and,  afler  stopping  up  the  windows  with  the 
evening  what  is  called  a  conversazione,  a  sort  of  as-  quilts,  were  obliged  to  he  upon  the  straw  IkhIs  in  our 
sembly  at  the  principal  people's  houses,  full  of  I  clothes.     Such  are  the  conveniences  in  a  road,  that 


can  not  tell  what ;  besides  this,  there  is  twice  a 
week  a  very  grand  concert.  ♦  ♦  ♦ 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Rome,  April  2;  N.  S.  1710. 
This  is  the  third  day  dncc  we  came  to  Rome, 
bnt  the  first  hour  I  have  had  to  write  to  you  in. 
The  journey  from  Florence  cost  us  four  days,  one 
of  which  was  spent  at  Sienna,  an  agreeably  clean, 
old  dty,  of  no  great  magnificence  or  extent;  but  in 
a  fine  situation  and  good  air.  What  it  has  most 
eonnderablc  is  its  cathedral,  a  huge  pile  of  marble, 
black  and  white  laid  alternately,  and  laboured  with 
a  Gothic  niccness  and  delicacy  in  the  old  fashioned 
way.  Within  too  arc  some  paintings  and  sculpture 
of  considerable  hands.  The  sight  of  this  and  some 
collections  that  were  showed  us  in  private  houses, 
Irexe  a  sufficient  employment  for  the  little  time  we 


'  Clmneot  the  Twelfth. 


is,  as  it  were,  the  great  thoroughfare  of  all  the 
world.  Just  on  the  other  side  of  this  mountain,  at 
Ponte-Centino,  one  enters  the  patrimony  of  the 
church ;  a  most  delicious  country,  but  thinly  in- 
habited. That  night  brought  us  to  Viterbo,  a  city 
of  a  more  Uvely  appearance  than  any  we  had  lately 
met  witli;  the  houses  have  glass  v.indowa,  wliich 
is  not  very  usual  here ;  and  most  of  the  streets  are 
terminated  by  a  handsome  fountain.  Here  we  had 
the  iJeasure  of  breaking  our  fiist  on  the  leg  of  on 
old  hare  and  some  broiled  crows.  Xext  morning, 
in  descending  Mount  Viterlxi,  we  fir«t  discovered 
(though  at  near  thirty  miles  distance)  the  cui)ola 
of  St.  Peters,  and  a  little  after  began  to  enter  on 
an  old  Roman  pavement,  witli  now  and  then  a 
ruined  tower,  or  a  sepulchre  on  each  hand.  We 
now  had  a  clear  view  of  the  city,  though  not  to  the 
best  advantage,  as  coming  along  a  plain  quite  upcxD 
a  level  with  it ;  however,  it  api)earwl  very  vast,  and 
surrounded  with  magnificent  villas  and  ganlens. 
Wc  soon  af\cr  crossed  the  Tiber,  a  river  that  an- 
cient Rome  made  more  considerable  than  any  mem 
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of  its  own  could  have  done :  however,  it  u  not  oon- 
trmjitibly  ■mall,  but  a  good  handsome  stream; 
very  d(*ep,  yet  somewhat  of  a  muddy  complexion. 
The  first  entrance  of  Rome  is  prodigiously  striking. 
It  is  by  a  noble  gate,  designed  by  Michael  Angcio, 
and  adorned  with  statues ;  this  brings  you  into  a 
large  square,  in  the  midst  of  which  is  a  vast  olielisk 
of  granite,  and  in  front  you  have  at  one  ^  iew  two 
churches  of  a  handsome  architecture,  and  so  much 
alike,  that  they  are  called  the  Twins ;  with  three 
strei'tH,  the  middlemost  of  which  is  one  of  the  long- 
est in  Rome.  As  high  as  my  exiMrtation  was 
raised,  I  corifoM,  the  magiiifirence  of  this  city  in- 
finitt'ly  surpasses  it.  You  can  not  pass  along  a 
stri'ot,  but  you  have  views  of  some  palace,  or 
church,  or  squan^or  f  >untain,  the  most  picturesque 
and  noble  one  can  imagine.  We  have  not  yet  set 
almut  considering  its  Ivauties,  ancient  and  modem, 
with  attention;  but  have  already  taken  a  sliirht 
transient  view  of  some  of  the  most  remarkable. 
St.  Peter's  I  saw  the  day  after  we  arrived,  and 
was  struck  dumb  with  wonder.  I  there  saw  the 
cardinal  D'Auvrrgne,  one  of  the  French  ones, 
who,  upon  coming  off  his  journey,  immetliately  re- 
paired hither  to  offer  up  his  vows  at  the  high  altar, 
and  went  directly  into  the  conclave;  the  doors 
of  which  we  saw  opened  to  him,  and  all  the  other 
immured  cardinals  came  thither  to  receive  him. 
Upon  his  entrance  they  were  cIowhI  again  directly. 
It  is  supposed  they  will  not  come  to  an  agreement 
about  a  ix)pe  till  after  Easter,  though  the  confine- 
Oient  is  very  disagreeable.  I  have  hanlly  philoso- 
phy enough  to  see  the  infinity  of  fine  things,  that 
arc  here  daily  in  the  power  of  any  lx)dy  that  has 
money,  without  regretting  the  want  of  it ;  but  cus- 
tom has  the  power  of  making  things  easy  to  oiw. 
I  have  not  yet  seen  his  maj«'sty  of  Great  Britain, 
&c.  though  I  have  the  two  boys  in  the  gardens  of 
the  Villa  Borgesc,  where  they  go  a  shooting  almost 
every  day;  it  was  at  a  distanc4>,  indtHxl,  for  we  did 
not  chooso  to  meet  them,  as  you  may  imagine. 
This  letter  (like  all  those  the  English  send,  or  re- 
ceive) will  pass  through  the  hands  of  that  family, 
before  it  comes  to  those  it  was  intended  for.  They 
do  it  more  honour  than  it  deser\'e8 ;  and  all  they 
will  learn  from  thence  will  be,  that  I  desire  you 
to  give  my  duty  to  my  father,  and  wherever  else  it 
vt  due,  and  that  I  am,  &c. 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Rome,  April  15,  1740.  Ckwd-Friday. 
To-day  I  am  just  come  from  paying  my  adora- 
tions at  St.  Peter's  to  three  extraordinary  relics, 
which  are  ex(>o«(ed  to  public  view  only  on  these 
two  days  in  the  whole  year,  at  wliicli  time  all  the 
ronfraternities  in  the  city  come  in  procession  to 
them.    It  was  wmething  extremely  novel  to 


we  that  vast  church,  and  the  moat  magnificent  itt 
the  world,  undoubtedly,  illuminated  (for  it  waf 
night)  by  thousands  of  little  crystallamps,  disposni 
in  the  figure  of  a  huge  cross  at  the  high  altar,  and 
seeming  to  hang  alone  in  the  air.  All  the  light 
proceeded  from  this,  and  had  the  roost  singular  ef- 
fect imaginable  as  one  entered  the  great  door.  Soon 
after  came  one  after  another,  I  believe,  thirty  pro- 
cessions, all  dressed  in  linen  frocks,  and  girt  with 
a  cord,  their  heads  covered  with  a  cowl  all  over, 
only  two  holes  to  see  through  left.  Some  of  them 
UTre  all  black,  others  red,  others  white,  others  par- 
ty-coloured; these  were  continually  coming  and 
going  with  their  tapers  and  crucifixes  before  thnn; 
and  to  each  company,  as  they  arrived  and  knelt 
!  before  the  great  altar,  were  shown  from  a  balcony, 
at  a  great  height,  the  three  wonders,  which  an^ 
you  nmst  know,  the  head  of  the  spear  that  wound- 
ed Christ ;  St.  Veronica's  handkerchief,  with  ths 
miraculous  impression  of  his  face  upon  it:  and  a 
piece  of  the  true  cross,  on  the  sight  of  which  the 
IKH)i>le  thump  their  breasts,  and  kiss  the  pavement 
with  vast  devotion.  The  tragical  part  of  the  cere- 
mony is  half  a  dozen  wretched  creatures,  who,  with 
their  faces  covered,  but  naked  to  the  wabul,  are  in 
a  sidc-chaiiel  disciplining  themselves  with  scourges 
full  of  iron  prickles;  but  really  in  earnest,  as  oar 
eyes  can  testify,  which  saw  their  backs  and  arms 
so  raw,  we  should  have  taken  it  for  a  red  satin 
doublet  torn,  and  showing  the  skin  through,  had 
we  not  Iteen  convinced  of  the  contrary  by  tbt 
blood  which  was  plentifully  sprinkled  about  them. 
It  is  late ;  I  give  you  joy  of  Porto- Bello,  and  many 
other  things,  which  I  hope  are  all  true.  * 


s  s 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Tivoli.  May  90, 174a 
Tins  day  being  in  the  palace  of  his  highness  the 
duke  of  Modena,  he  laid  his  most  serene  commands 
ui)on  me  to  write  to  Mr.  West,  and  said  he  thought 
it  for  his  glory,  that  1  should  draw  up  an  inventory 
of  all  his  most  serene  possessions  for  the  said  West's 
perusal. Imprimis,  a  house,  being  in  circum- 
ference a  quarter  of  a  mile,  two  feet  and  an  inch; 
the  said  house  containing  the  following  particulan^ 
to  wit,  a  great  room.  Item,  another  great  room; 
item,  a  bigger  room ;  item,  another  room ;  item,  a 
vast  room;  item,  a  sixth  of  the  same ;  a  seventh 
ditto;  an  eighth  as  before;  a  ninth  as  abovesaid; 
a  tonih  (see  No.  I. ;)  item,  ten  more  such,  besides 
twenty  besides,  which  not  to  be  too  particular,  we 
shall  pa.ss  over.  The  said  rooms  contain  nine 
cliair,  two  tables,  five  stools,  and  a  cricket.  From 
wlience  we  shall  proceed  to  the  garden,  containio^ 
two  millions  of  superfine  laurel  hedges,  a  clump 
of  cypress  trees,  and  half  the  river  Tevijrone,  that 
pisses  into  two  thousand  s'reral  cbamherpocs 


L 
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Finis.— >Damc  Nature  dosirrd  me  to  put  in  a  list 
of  her  little  goods  and  chattels,  and,  as  thoy  were 
•mall,  to  be  very  minute  about  tlirm.  She  has 
built  here  three  or  four  little  mountains,  and  laid 
tbein  out  in  an  irregular  semicircle ;  from  certain 
others  behind,  at  a  greater  distance,  she  h<^s  drawn 
&  canal,  into  which  she  has  put  a  little  river  of  herd, 
called  Anio;  she  has  cut  a  huge  cleft  l*etween  the 
two  innermost  of  her  four  hilli),  and  there  she  has 
left  it  to  its  own  disposal;  whicii  she  lias  no  sooner 
done,  but,  like  a  heedlras  chit,  it  tumbles  headlong 
down  a  dettlivity  fifty  feet  peri^ndicular,  breaks 
itself  all  to  shatters,  and  is  converted  into  a  shower 
of  rain,  where  the  sun  forms  many  a  bow,  red, 
green,  blue,  and  yellow.  To  get  out  of  our  meta- 
phora  without  any  furtlier  trouble,  it  is  the  most 
noble  sight  in  the  world.  The  weiglit  of  that 
quantity  of  waters,  and  the  force  they  fall  with, 
have  worn  the  rocks  they  throw  themselves  among 
into  a  thousand  irregular  crags,  and  to  a  vast  depth. 
In  this  channel  it  goes  Ixnling  along  with  a  mighty 
noise  till  it  comes  to  another  steep,  whore  you  see 
it  a  second  time  come  roaring  down  (but  fin^t  you 
must  walk  two  miles  farther)  a  greater  heiglit  than 
before,  but  nut  with  that  quantity  of  waters;  for 
by  this  time  it  has  divided  itself,  lacing  crossed  and 
opposed  by  the  rocks,  in  four  several  streams,  each 
of  which,  in  emulation  of  the  great  one,  will  tum- 
ble down  too ;  and  it  does  tumble  down,  but  not 
firom  an  equally  elevated  place;  so  that  you  have 
at  one  view  all  these  cascades  intermixed  with 
groves  of  olive  and  little  woods,  the  mountains  ris- 
ing behind  them,  and  on  tho  top  of  one  (that 
which  forms  the  extremity  of  one  of  the  half-cir- 
cle's horns)  is  seated  the  town  itself.  At  the  very 
extremity  of  that  extremity,  on  the  brink  of  the 
precipice,  stands  the  Sibyl's  temple,  the  remains 
of  a  little  rotunda,  surrounded  with  its  portico, 
above  half  of  whose  beautiful  Corinthian  pillars 
are  still  standing  and  entire;  all  this  on  one  hand. 
On  the  other,  the  open  campngna  of  Rome,  here 
And  there  a  little  castle  on  a  liillock,  and  the  city 
itself  on  the  very  brink  of  the  horizon,  indistinctly 
■een  (being  eighteen  nules  oft*)  except  the  dome 
of  St.  Peter's;  wliich,  if  you  look  out  of  your  win- 
dow, wherever  you  are,  I  supjjose,  you  can  sec.  I 
did  not  tell  you  that  a  little  Im-Iow  the  first  fall,  on 
the  side  of  the  rock,  and  hanging  over  that  torrent, 
are  little  ruins  which  they  show  you  for  Horace's 
lioase,  a  curious  situation  to  observe  the 

"Praceps  Ank^  et  Tfbomi  Iticiu^  el  uda 

Mscenas  did  not  care  for  such  a  noise,  it  seems, 
and  built  him  a  house  (which  they  also  carry  one 
80  seejso  situated  that  it  sees  nothing  at  all  of  the 
eiatter,  and  for  any  thing  he  knew  there  might  lie 
no  such  river  in  the  world.  Horace  had  another 
bpuac  on  the  other  side  of  the  Tcvcrone,  opposite 


'  to  MffiCtMias's ;  and  they  told  us  tli'To  was  a  bridge 
of  communication,  by  which  "  andata  il  dcttg  Sig- 
nor  per  trastuUarsi  coll  utesso  Orazio.^'  In  Cum- 
ing hither  we  crossed  the  Aquos  Albulo;,  a  vilo 
little  brook  that  stinks  like  a  fury,  and  they  say  it 
has  stunk  so  these  thousand  veurs.  I  forrjct  the 
Pii^cina  of  duintilius  Vaius,  where  he  used  to 
keep  certain  little  fishes.  This  is  very  entire,  and 
there  isi  a  ]uoce  of  the  aqueduct  that  supplied  it 
too ;  in  the  garden  below  is  okJ  Rome,  built  in  lit- 
tle, just  as  it  was,  they  say.  There  are  seven 
templi's  in  it,  and  no  houses  at  all :  they  say  there 
were  none. 

May  21. 
We  have  had  the  pleasure  of  going  twelve  miles 
out  of  our  way  to  Palest rina.  It  has  rained  all  day 
as  if  heaven  and  us  were  coming  together.  See 
my  honesty,  I  do  not  mention  a  syllable  of  the 
temple  of  Fortune,  bt^cause  I  n^ally  did  not  see  it; 
which,  I  think,  is  pretty  well  for  an  old  traveller. 
So  we  roturnc«l  along  the  Via  Pranctstina,  saw 
the  LacusCrabinus  and  Resillus,  where,  yon  know, 
Castor  and  Pollux  ai>prarecl  up^m  a  certain  occa- 
sion. And  many  a  good  old  tomb  wo  K'ft  on  each 
hand,  and  many  an  atiueduct. 

Dumb  arc  whofe  fuuntaiiip,  and  ilicir  clianneb  dry. 

There  are,  indeed,  two  whole  modem  ones,  works 
of  popes,  that  run  al)out  thirty  mil<»s  a-piere  in 
length;  one  of  them  convey  stdl  the  famous  Aqua 
Virgo  to  Rome,  and  ad<ls  vast  l)eauty  to  the  pros- 
pect. So  we  came  to  Rome  aj,ftin,  where  waited 
for  us  a  splendidissimo  n*galo  of  letters:  in  one  of 
which  came  You,  with  your  huge  charactrrs  and 
wide  intervals,  staring.  I  would  haveytju  to  know, 
I  expect  you  should  take  a  IiandKome  crow-quill 
when  you  write  to  me,  and  not  leave  room  for  a 
pin's  (loint  in  four  sides  of  a  sheet  royal.  Do  you 
but  find  matter,  I  will  find  s^iectacles. 

I  have  more  time  than  I  thought,  and  I  will  em- 
ploy it  in  telling  you  alwut  a  ball  that  we  were  at 
the  other  eveninjj.  Fijinre  to  voursrif  a  Roman 
villa;  nil  its  little  apartments  thrown  v]>cn,  and 
lighted  up  to  the  l)est  advantage.  At  the  upper 
end  of  the  gallery,  a  fine  concert,  in  which  La 
Diamantina,  a  famous  virtuoso,  playeil  on  the 
violin  divinely,  and  sungangellically;  (.riovanninu 
and  Pasqualini  (great  names  in  mu<;iral  ftory) 
also  (lerformed  miraculously.  On  each  sitle  were 
ranged  all  the  secular  grand  monde  of  Rome,  the 
ambassadors,  princesse.s,  and  all  that.  Among  the 
rest  11  Serenissimo  Pretendente  (as  the  Montova 
gazette  calls  him)  displayed  his  rueful  length  of 
})erson,  with  his  two  young  ones,  and  all  his  min- 
istry around  him.  '*  Poi  nacque  i/n  graziom 
bcUlo"  where  the  world  danced,  and  I  sat  in  a 
comer  regaling  myself  with  iced  fruits,  and  other 
pleasant  rinfrcscatives. 
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TO  MR.  WEST. 

Rome,  May,  174(X 
I  AM  to-day  jiut  Tcturncd  from  Alba,  a  good  deal 
^atiguod;  for  you  know  the  Appiaii  is  soiiiewhat 
tircwmic*  Wc  dined  at  roni|)ey'sj  he  indeed 
wan  gone  for  a  few  days  to  his  Tusculan,  but,  by 
tlie  cure  of  his  villicuii,  we  made  an  admirable 
meal.  We  had  tlie  dugs  of  a  pregnant  sow,  a 
peacock,  a  disli  of  thrushes,  a  noble  scarus,  just 
fresli  fruni  the  Tyrrhene,  and  sonic  conciiylia  of 
the  hike  with  ;r;iruni  K;aic«':  for  my  part  I  never 
cat  Wttor  at  LucuIIuh's  table.  We  drank  half  a 
dozen  CNatiii  n-piece  of  ancirnt  Alban  to  PholoiVs 
health:  and,  af\rr  b:ithin;r^  and  placing  an  hour 
at  ball,  we  mounted  our  t(iseduin  again,  and  pn)- 
ceetled  up  the  mount  to  the  temple.  The  priests 
there  enlort.iin'tl  uswit!i  an  account  of  a  wonder- 
ful shower  of  birds'  e,iii^,  tlial  ha<l  fallen  two  days 
Li'fore,  which  had  no  st>oner  touched  the  ground, 
but  they  wire  c«)nvtrted  into  gudgeons;  as  also 
that  the  ni^lit  past  a  dreadful  voice  had  l)ceri  heard 
out  of  tlie  adytum,  which  sixAic  Greek  during  a 
full  half  hour,  but  nobody  understood  it.  l>ut 
quitting  my  Romanitict*,  to  your  great  joy  and 
mine,  let  me  tell  you,  in  plain  Englibh,  that  wc 
come  from  Albano.  The  present  town  lies  within 
the  enclosure  of  Pompey's  villa  in  ruins.  The 
Appian  way  runs  through  it,  by  the  side  of  which, 
&  little  further,  is  a  large  old  tomb,  with  five  pyra- 
mids upon  it,  which  the  learned  supjiose  to  lie  the 
burying- place  of  the  family,  l>ecauRC  they  do  not 
know  whose  it  can  lie  else.  Hut  the  vulgar  assure 
you  it  is  tlie  sepulclire  of  the  Curiatii,  and  by  that 
liame  (such  i.^  their  jjower)  it  goes.  One  drives 
toCastcl  Gondolfo,  a  house  of  the  Po{ies,  situated 
on  the  top  of  one  of  tho  Collinelle,  that  fonns  a 
brim  to  the  ba£>in  commonly  called  the  Alban  lake. 
It  is  seven  miletsn^und;  and  din'ctly  opposite  to  you, 
on  the  other  »de,  rises  the  Mons  Albanus,  much 
taller  than  the  rest,  along  whose  side  arc  still  dis- 
coverable (not  to  common  eyes)  certain  little  ruuis 
of  the  old  Alba  Longa.  They  had  need  be  very 
little,  as  having  been  nothing  but  ruins  ever  since 
the  days  of  TuUus  Ilostilius.  On  its  top  is  a 
Iiouse  of  the  constable  Colonna's  where  stood  the 
temple  of  Jupiter  Latialis.  At  the  foot  of  the  hill 
Gondolfo,  are  the  famous  outlets  of  the  lake,  built 
with  hewn  fflouc,  a  mile  and  a  half  under  ground. 
Livy,  you  know,  amply  informs  us  of  the  foolish 
occ4ii;ion  of  tliis  ex[)ensi\  and  gives  me  tills  oppor- 


*  Tlowcvor  whimsical  this  humour  mnj  appear  to  mme 
f^GilL'i^  I  i.!M.<rc  to  in!*ert  it,  on  it  gives  mean  opportunity  of 
rcmark'in;  tli.it  Mr.  Cray  was  extrcmeiy  skilled  in  tho  cus* 
bimjiorihc  ancient  Roniam;  and  has  rntain^icd,  in  his  com* 
ni'^Dlace  btf.ik,  ihcir  various  eatable!*,  wines,  perfumei^ 
dotlioe,  nitHlicino!!,  &c  wiili  great  precision,  referring  under 
•very  ariiclt»  to  {laHugcs  in  the  poeis  and  liistoriana  whcro 
Ihere  namra  v^  mcntionciL 


tunity  of  displaying  all  my  erudition^  that 
ap{iear  considerable  in  your  eyes.  Thif 
pros|)ect  from  one  window  of  tho  palace, 
another  you  have  the  whole  campagna,  tl 
Antium,  and  the  Tyrrheno  sea  (twelve  mi 
tant)  so  distinguishable,  that  you  may  ace  1 
si'Is  sailing  upon  it.  All  this  is  ch&nniog 
WaliK>le  Kays  our  memory  sees  more  th: 
eves  in  this  cuuntr}',  which  is  eztrcmelj 
fcince,  for  realities,  Windsor,  or  Richmond  '. 
infinitely  preferable  to  Albano  or  FreacatL 
now  at  home,  and  going  to  the  window  to  t 
it  is  the  most  lx;autiful  of  Italian  nights,  wl 
truth,  arc  but  just  begun,  (bo  backward  1 
spring  lieen  heri>,.and  every  where  else,  the 
ThiTc  is  a  moon!  there  are  stars  lor  you!  , 
yuu  hear  tiie  fountain?  Do  not  you  sm 
orange  ilowers  1  That  building  yoodcr  is  ll 
vent  of  St.  Ibidore;  and  that  euuQcnce,  w 
cypress  trees  and  pines  upon  it,  the  top 
Cluirinal. — This  is  all  true,  and  yet  my  p 
is  not  two  hundred  yards  in  length.  W 
you  some  Roman  inscriptions  to  cntvrtaj 
The  £rst  two  arc  modern,  transcribed  In 
Vatican  Library  by  Mr.  Wal^iolc. 

Ponilficen  olim  (piem  fundavere  prions 
Prxciqua  alxivB  perficit  arte  tlioium  ;" 

Et  Sixti  uinium  so  gloria  toUii  in  aUum. 
Quantum  ec  Sixii  nubile  lullii  opia: 

Mugnii5bonc4  mngni  funds niina  poners  temp 
H<^  flnem  ccriHis  poncra  major  lionasL 

Soxa  a^it  Ainphion,  Tliclnna  utimccoia  condi 
Si\rui«  et  iniinnn?9P  piini1i*ra  mulb  asit.f 

Rixa  trahunt  r.niljo  lonco  diverra :  f«ed  arte 
Ilaro  trahii  Ainphion ;  riixtus  et  arte  irahiL 

At  lantum  ex8UiH*rat  Dircoiuni  Am|>tiioiia  Si: 
Quantum  hie  exdupcrot  cwicru  &ixa  la|>i& 

Mine  is  ancient,  and  I  think  not  less  c 
It  is  exactly  tranwrilx>d  from  a  sepulchral 
at  tlie  villa  GiustinianL     I  put  stoj)s  to  it, 
understand  it. 

DIs  Manibus 
Claudiac,  Pistes 
Primus  Cor^jugi 
Optunue,  Sonetoe, 
KiPiae,  Bcueinciiiale. 

Non  rquo^  P.ircnp,  statuistis'  stamina  viiae. 
Tarn  bene  compoHtns  potuiMis  sedc  tcrtero. 
AmLvaesiconjux,  cur  ego  ct  ipse  motor  1 
Bi '  bcila  *  esse  *  mi  *  l«tc  '  niea  *  viverc  •  dcbu 
Tristiacontigoruniqui  cinilsRa  conjugo.  viva 
Nil  eel  tam  mL«orum,  qiiam  totam  |iertlcn;  vi 
Nee  vitaenasci  duraperrgi^AincrudcIia  pcnsa 
Ruptaque  deficiunt  in  priino  munoru  fusi. 
O  nimis  injusta>  tcr  dunos  dare  inunus  in  anm 
Dccepius  *  grnutus  *  faiuni  *  sic '  pnsaii  •  egm 
Dum  vitam  tulerc^  Primus  Pistes  lugca  corgii 

*  Bixtua  V.  buih  the  dome  of  SL  Peter's, 
t  He  raised  the  obelisk  In  the  great  I 
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TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Napin,  June  17, 174a 
Our  journey  hither  was  through  the  most  hcau* 
tiful  pan  of  tho  finest  country  in  the  world ;  and 
every  spot  of  it,  on  some  account  or  other,  famous 
for  these  throe  thousand  years  past.*  The  season 
hie  hitherto  been  just  as  warm  as  one  would  wish 
il;  no  unwholesome  airs,  t>r  violent  heats,  yet 
heard  of.  The  people  call  it  a  backward  year,  and 
are  in  pain  about  their  corn,  wine,  and  oil ;  but  wo, 
who  arc  neither  com,  wine,  nor  oil,  find  it  ver}' 
agreeable.  Our  road  was  through  Villetri,  C'u- 
lema,  Terracina,  Capua,  and  Aversa,  and  so  to 
Naples.  The  minute  one  leaves  his  holiness's 
dominions,  the  face  of  things  bt^gins  to  change  from 
wide  uncultivated  plains  to  olive  groves  and  well- 
tilled  fields  of  com,  intermixed  with  ranks  of  elms, 
every  one  of  which  has  its  vine  twining  aliout  it, 
and  hanging  in  festoons  between  the  rows  from  one 


deep  in  the  ground:  curiosity  led  them  on,  and 
they  have  l>een  digging  evt  r  since ;  the  {tassage 
they  have  made,  with  all  its  turnings  and  windingi^ 
is  now  more  than  a  mile  long.  As  you  walk,  you 
see  parts  of  an  amphitheatre,  many  housK's  adorned 
with  marble  columns,  and  incrusted  with  the  same ; 
the  front  of  a  temple,  several  arched  vaults  of  rooms 
paint(>d  in  fresco.  Some  pieces  of  painting  have 
been  t;iken  out  from  hence,  finer  than  any  thing 
of  the  kind  liefore  discovered,  and  with  these  the 
king  has  ntlorneil  his  p:ilar^ ;  also  a  numU*r  of 
statues,  mcdalii,  and  gems ;  and  more  are  dug  out 
every  day.  This  is  known  to  be  a  Roman  town,* 
that  in  the  emperor  Titus's  time  was  ovenvhehned 
by  a  furious  erui>tion  of  Mount  Vesuvius,  which  is 
hard  by.  The  wootl  and  beams  remain  so  perfect 
that  you  may  see  the  grain;  but  burnt  to  a  coal, 
and  drupiiing  into  dust  u\H}n  the  least  touch.  Wo 
were  tivday  at  the  foot  of  that  mountain,  which  at 
present  only  smokes  a  little,  where  wo  saw  tho 


trretoanotluT.  The  great  old  fig-trees,  the  oranges  materials  that  finl  the  stream  of  fire,  which  about 
in  full  bloom,  and  myrtles  in  every  hedge,  makei  fi»*ir  years  sinee  rsui  down  its  side.  We  have  but 
one  of  the  delightfuk*st  scenes  you  can  conceive;' »  f«-'W  jlays  longer  to  stay  here;  too  Uttle  in  con- 
bciidee  that,  the  roads  are  wide,'well  kept,  and  full  science  for  such  a  place.  ♦  •  • 
of  passengers,  a  sight  I  have  not  lH?held  this  long 
time.  My  wonder  still  increased  upon  entering 
the  city,  which,  I  think,  for  number  of  i)eople,  out- 
does both  Paris  and  London.  I'he  streets  are  one 
continued  market,  and  thronged  with  populace  so 
much  that  a  coach  can  har<11y  pass.  The  common 
aoit  are  a  jolly  lively  kind  of  animals,  more  indus- 
trious than  Italians  usually  arc;  they  work  till 
evening;  then  take  their  lute  or  guitar  (fur  they 

all  play)  and  walk  about  tlie  city,  or  upon  the  sea- 
shore with  it,  to  enjoy  the  fresco.     One  sees^heir 

little  brown  children  jumping  alx)ut  stark-naked, 

and  tho  bigger  ones  dancing  with  castanets,  while 

oChen  play  on  the  cymbal  to  them.     Your  maps 

will  show  you  the  situation  of  Naples ;  it  is  on  the 
lovely  bay  in  the  world,  and  one  of  the  calm- 
it  has  many  other  beauties  besides  those 

of  nature.     We  have  spent  two  days  in  visiting 

the  remarkable  places  in  the  country  round  it,  such 

as  the  bay  of  Baiic,  and  its  remains  of  antiquity ; 

Che  lake  Avemus,  and  the   Solfutara,  Charon's 

grotto,  &C.    We  have  been  in  the  Sibyls  cave  and 

many  other  strange  holes  under  ground  (I  only 
them,  because  you  may  consult  Sandy's  tra 


TO  HIS  FATHER. 

F1onnce»  July  16, 174a 
At  my  return  to  this  city,  the  day  before  yes- 
terday, I  had  the  pleasure  of  finding  yours  dated 
June  the  0th.  The  period  of  our  voyages,  at  least 
towanls  the  South,  is  come  as  you  wUh.  We  havo 
hcvn  at  Niiph's,  sj)ent  nine  or  ten  days  there,  and 
returned  to  Rome,  where  finding  no  likelihood  of 
a  po|»e  yet  these  three  months,  and  quite  wearied 
with  the  formal  nsi^emMies,  and  little  society  of  that 
great  city,  Mr.  Wal[K)lc  detennined  to  return 
hither  to  s|»end  the  summer,  where  he  unagines  ho 
shall  pass  his  time  more  agreeably  than  in  the  te- 
dious exi>ectation  of  what,  when  it  happens,  will 
only  be  a  great  show.  For  my  own  part,  I  give 
up  the  thoughts  of  all  that  with  but  little  regret ; 
but  the  city  itself  I  Ho  not  {>art  with  so  easily,  which 
alone  has  an)usements  for  whole  years.  However, 
I  have  passed  thmugh  all  that  most  people  do, 
both  ancient  and  motlern ;  what  that  is  you  may 
see,  lietter  than  I  can  tell  you,  in  a  thousand  Inxiks. 
▼els;)  but  the  strangest  hole  I  ever  was  in,  has'  The  conclave  we  left  in  greater  uncertainty  than 
been  to-day,  of  a  place  called  Portiri,  where  his '  <?^<*r ;  the  more  than  ordinary  liU'rty  they  enjoy 
SL-ilian  Majesty  has  a  country-seat.  About  a!**^*'"*!  »"«>  ^^^^  unusual  coolness  of  the  season, 
year  ago,  as  they  were  dijrging,  they  discovered  makes  the  confinement  leas  disagreeable  to  them 
■Otnc  parU  of  ancient  buildings  alwv'e  thirty  feet  ]  ^^an  common,  and,  consequently,  maintains  them 

. '. '  in  their  irrenolution.     There  have  l)cnn  very  high 

:  Mr  (3ray  wrote  a  mlnuic  flcscripiion  of  every  ihing  ho  words,  one  or  two  (it  is  said)  have  come  even  to 
Mw  In  thla  lotir  from  Roinf  toN.ipl«ft;  nunlm  of  ihccnvirons  Mows ;  two  more  are  dead  within  this  last  month, 
of  ftoree, Florpncc,  Ac.    Itucaii  iIk-:*  p-nicni  nrr  npiurcntlj  Cenci  and  Portia;  the  latter  died  di^trucled;  and 

oaly  memoramlumi  for  his  own  uw,  I  do  n<n  think  It  necefl>  i —  __._         _     

toprliit  them,  although  they  alynind  with  many  uncom* '     *  Tl  ^ouhl  ■L-em,  by  the  omLvlon  of  iti  nanM  that  U  ww 


maoifci^  ami  pentnent  cknvlcal  iiiintatl.ins. 


VOL  Uiea  disoorcivd  lo  Iw  Ilcrculiuieum. 
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we  left  anothrr  (Altiera)  at  the  extmnity:  yet 
nolKxIy  drt'anM  of  an  election  till  the  latter  end  of 
SeptenilHT.  All  this  givev  j^rrat  scandal  to  all 
good  eathnlics,  and  every  body  talks  very  freely  on 
the  subject.  The  Pretender  (whom  you  desire  an 
account  of)  I  have  had  frequent  t>pj)ortunities  of 
■eeing  at  church,  at  the  curso,  and  other  places; 
but  more  {tarticularly,  and  that  fur  a  whole  niglit, 
at  a  gn-at  Iwll  given  by  Count  Patrizii  to  the  prince 
and  princefts  Craon,  (who  were  come  to  Rome  at 
that  time,  thnt  he  miirht  receive  from  the  hands  of 
the  enii)eror*»  ministers  there  the  order  of  the  gold- 
en fleece)  at  which  he  and  his  two  sons  were  ]ire- 
BtMit.  'J'hry  an?  gtxxl  fine  boys,  esjiecially  the 
youn<;er,  who  has  the  more  spirit  of  the  two,  and 
l>otIi  danced  ineestiantly  all  night  long.  For  him, 
he  ifl  a  thin  ill-made  man,  extremely  tall  and  awk- 
ward, of  a  nu«t  unpromising  countenance,  a  good 
deal  r('semblii)«r  kin<x  James  the  Second,  and  has 
extremely  the  air  and  look  of  an  idiot,  particularly 
when  he  huighs  or  prays.  The  first  he  does  not 
often,  the  latter  continually.  He  lives  private 
enough  with  liis  little  court  alwut  him,  consisting 
of  Lord  Dunbiir,  who  manages  ever)'  thing,  and 
two  or  throe  oftlie  Preston  Scotch  lords,  who  would 
be  very  glad  to  muke  their  )>eace  at  home. 

We  hapi)eneil  to  be  at  Naples  on  Coqius  Christi 
day,  the  gn^att^t  feast  in  the  year,  so  had  au  op- 
portunity of  seeing  their  Sicilian  majesties  to  ad- 
vantiigc.  The  king  walkinl  in  the  grand  proces- 
■ion,  and  the  queen  (lK?ing  big  with  child)  sat  in  a 
balcony.  He  followed  the  host  to  the  church  of 
St.  Clara,  where  higli  mass  was  celebrated  to  a 
glorious  concert  of  music.  They  arc  as  ugly  a 
little  jKiir  as  one  can  sec :  slic  a  pale  girl,  marked 
with  the  8maIl-))ox ;  and  he  a  brown  boy  with  a 
thin  face,  a  huge  nose,  and  as  ungain  as  possible. 

We  are  iM.*ttle<l  here  with  Mr.  Mann,  in  a  charm- 
ing apartment;  the  river  Arno  runs  under  our 
tiindows,  wliich  we  can  fish  out  of.  Tlie  sky  is 
80  serene,  and  the  air  so  temperate,  that  one  con- 
tinues in  the  open  air  all  night  long  in  a  slight 
night  gown,  witWout  any  danger ;  and  the  marble 
bridge  is  the  rt^rt  of  every  body,  where  they  hear 
music,  ca^  iced  fruits,  and  sup  by  moonlight; 
though  as  yet  (the  season  being  extremely  back- : 
ward  ever}'  where)  these  amusements  are  not  be- , 
gun.  You  sec  wc  arc  now  coming  northward 
again,  though  in  no  gn*at  haste ;  the  Venetian  and 
Milanese  territories,  and  either  Germany  or  the 
aouth  of  Frjince  (according  to  the  turn  the  war 
may  take,)  are  all  that  remain  for  us,  that  wc  have 
not  yet  seen;  as  to  Loretto,  and  that  part  of  Ita- 
ly, we  have  given  over  all  thoughts  of  it. 


FROM  MR.  WEST. 

Bond-BU%ct,  June  5th,  1740. 
I  LIVED  at  the  Tcmi)Io  tUl  1  was  sick  of  it:  I 


j  have  jufrl  left  it,  and  find  myself  as  much  i 
as  I  was  when  I  was  in  it.  It  ii  certain, 
I  may  study  the  law  here  as  well  as  I  cou 
My  iH'ing  in  chamliers  did  not  signify  ' 
pinch  of  snufT.  They  tell  me  my  fathc 
lawyer,  and,  as  you  know,  eminent  in  th< 
sion ;  and  such  a  circumstance  must  be  ol 
tage  to  me.  My  uncle  too  makes  some  i 
Westminster-hall ;  and  there 's  another  ad^ 
then  my  grand- father's  name  woukl  get  n 
friends.  Is  it  not  strange  that  a  youn( 
that  might  enter  the  world  with  ao  man} 
tages,  will  not  know  his  own  interest  1 
What  shall  I  say  in  answer  to  all  thii 
money,  I  neither  dote  upon  it  nor  despise 
a  neci'ssary  stufl!* enough.  For  ambition, 
want  that  neither;  but  it  is  not  to  sit 
l>ench.  In  short,  is  it  not  a  disagrocab! 
to  fon*e  one's  inclination,  especially  whe: 
young?  not  to  mention  that  one  ought  to  1 
strength  of  a  Ff  ercules  to  go  through  our  < 
law ;  which,  I  am  afraid,  i  have  not  W 
then,  say  they,  if  one  profession  does  not  f 
you  mav  cluwse  another  more  to  vour  incl 
Now  I  j)n>te8t  I  do  not  yet  know  my  own 
tion,  and  1  l)elieve,  if  that  was  to  be  my  d 
I  should  never  fix  at  all.  There  is  no  goi 
weather-cock.  I  could  say  much  more  u; 
suliject;  but  there  is  no  talking  t^te-a-t6 
the  Aljw.  Oh,  the  folly  of  young  men.thi 
know  their  own  interest!  they  never  gro 
till  they  are  ruined!  and  tlien  nobody  pitie 
nor  lieliw  them.  Dear  Gray !  consider  iw 
condition  of  one  that  has  lived  these  tw 
without  any  iierson  that  he  can  speak  free 
know  it  is  very  seldom  that  j)eoplc  troubl 
selves  with  the  sentiments  of  those  tliey  c 
with;  so  they  can  chat  al)Out  trifles,  the 
care  whether  your  heart  aches  or  no.  1 
one  of  these?  I  think  not.  But  what  rig 
I  to  ask  you  this  question!  Ilavewc  kno 
another  enough,  tliat  I  should  ex{iect  or  ( 
sincerity  from  you  1  Yes,  Gray,  I  hojw  w 
and  1  have  not  quite  such  a  mean  opinion 
self,  as  to  think  I  do  not  deserve  it.  But, 
is  it  not  time  for  mc  to  ask  something  abo 
future  intentions  abroad?  Wlieredoyou 
going  next  ?  an  in  Apuhani?  nam  illo  si  i 
ri*,  tanijxiajii  Ulysses,  cognosces  tuorum 
nnm.  Vale.  So  Cicero  propliesies  in  the 
one  of  his  letters — and  there  I  end. 

Youn 


TO  MR.  WEST. 

Florencr,  July  II 

Yon  do  yourself  and  mo  justice,  in  im 

that  you  merit,  and  that  I  am  capable  of  si 
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1  havr  not  a  thoiiglit,  or  rvrn  a  wpiiknosfl,  Idcsirc  ten  miles  rvrry  r.iorninj,  in  a  wrrk'.s  time  you 


ti)  concoal  fn>m  yon ;  an«1  coiisrqtipjitly  on  my  Fiilo 
dr«rrvp  to  ]h*  trratcil  witli  th«»  same  oi>rnnoss  of 


s!i»ulil  not  entertain  inurli  stron;^er  hoi^rs  of  fho 
chanc»'llorshii>,  and  tliiiik  it  a  niiirli  more  probaM^ 


race  enjuTior  to  all  lunnan  riilin^!*;  Init  an  mutual 
wan  n  ore  tliotirsof  jjrniTal  wH'iotv.  so  an?  mutual 
aknrsws  of  priv.itf  frii-ndshijis.  supiio^ini;  t!ii»m 


heart.     My  vnnity  i»rrlmps  mii^ht  mnki*  mc  moro  tiling  thnn  yon  do  nt  prt'sonl?     Tin*  odv:intn(;ri 
iTfcnrd  tinvonlsyoujf  youwrn'onrof  tlio  hrroic  yon  monticui  arc  not  iiothini;:  onr  inclinations  arc 

mon»  than  wc  ima^^inr  in  our  own  powrr;  rcuisoii 
and  n^stilution  dt'tormim?  tlicm,  and  Mijijiort  under 
many  diffirultics.  To  me  thrro  hardly  appears  to 
niizoil  with  »»'.>ine  i)rojK>rtion  of  i:«wm1  qualities;  for!l»e  any  mi-dium  lH.twrrn  a  public  life  and  a  private 
where  one  may  not  soinctinus  blaiiu-.  onr  doe^not  i»n»-;  he  who  prefers  the  lirst,  must  put  himself  in 
much  e.jn.»  ov»r  to  praise.  All  tlils  has  the  air  of  a  way  of  bring  wr>ici'ablr  to  the  rest  of  mankind, 
•n  intrtMluction  di-si^ned  to  Rof\i-n  a  very  harsh  if  he  has  a  mind  to  Im'  of  any  eonscquenc**  among 
rrpniof  that  is  tit  follow;  but  it  is  no  such  matter:  tb.em:  nay,  he  mn>t  not  refuse  l'ein;T  in  a  certain 
I  only  meant  to  ask,  why  did  you  c|]an;^e  youride«rree  e\en  de|.>endent  U|Hjn  some  men  who  al- 
lodgin^A]  Wa-»  the  air  1ki«1,  or  the  situation  me-  ready  are  so.  If  he  has  the  itchmI  fortune  to  lif^ht 
lanrholy?  If  so,  you  are  cpiite  in  tlie  ri;.'ht.  Only,  on  sucli  as  will  make  no  ill  use  of  his  humility, 
U  it  not  putting  \ourself  a  httli>  out  of  the  way  of  then;  is  no  sliame  in  this:  if  not,  his  ambition 
a  people,  with  wlunn  itse«Mns  necessary  to  ktx-p  up«)Uj^ht  to  «ji\e  place  to  a  n>asonable  pride,  and  ho 
womn  HtiTt  of  interct>urse  and  convers:ition,  thouj;h'shouM  ap|»ly  fo  the  euIti\ation  of  hii>  own  minU 
but  little  for  your  pleasure  or  entertainment  (yet  those  abilities  which  he  has  not  Isen  iiermitted  to 
Ihero  are,  I  iH'lieve,  such  amonu  them  as  mi^ht  use  for  others'' ser\ ice.  Such  a  private  happiness 
^ve  you  K)t!i.)  at  b-ast  for  your  information  in  .fsnjijmsiii:;  a  small  C(»mi>etencc  of  fortune)  is  al- 
that  study,  whieh.  when  I  left  you,  mmi  lhou«!ht  most  alwnvs  in  every  one's  power,  and  the  proper 
of  applyiiii;  to  ?  f(»r  that  there  is  a  certain  stmly 'erijoymerit  of  a^je.  as  the  other  is  tlie  employment 
nccrssarv  to  be  (l»Il«)weil.  if  we  menu  to  be  of  ariv'of  voufh.  You  are  vet  voun'j.  Iiave  some  ndvan- 
in  the  wtirld,  1  take  f«ir  ;jr.inted ;  di-a«;reeable  taijes  and  opportunities,  and  an  undoubted  cajKi- 

city,  which   you  have  ne\er  yet  put   to  the  trial. 

Set  apart  a  few  hour.-*,  see  how  the  first  year  will 

ai^ree  with  vou,  at  the  end  of  it  \ou  are  still  the 

master:  if  you  chan^e  y»ur  mintl,  you  will  only 

t    Qpon,  and  the  other  two,  it  was  im{V)SMble  to  ba-lhnve  t;ot  the  knowlcdire  of  a  little  somewhat  that 

^     luMe  long.     Exampb's  show  one  that  it  is  nota!>-  can  do  no  hurt,  or  <{i\e  you  cause  of  rejientancc. 

I     lolutely  necrssar)'  to  1h*  a  bliv.khf  ad  to  succeed  in!  If  your  inclination  Ih'  net  llxed  ujxni  any  thing 

4f     Ihb  profession.     The  laluMir  is  loiiij,  and  the  ele-  cNe,  it  is  a  synqitom  that  yen  are  not  absolutely 

*      nentsdryand  unentertainini;;  nor  was  ever  any  determined   ajirain^t  this,  and  warns  yon  not  to 

kMij(pspecudIy  those  that  afterwards  made  a  fi;rnre  mi-take  mere  indo!<  iice  for  inability,     I  am  sensi- 

fcil)  amused,  or  even  not  distrusted,  in  the  be^in-  ble  there  is  nothini;  stron;:er  a«;ainst  what  I  w*uulj 

jAig;  yet,  u|X)n  a  further  acquaintance,  theri'  is  |K.*rsuadeyou  to  than  my  own  practice;  which  may 

•B'ely  matter  for  curiosity  and  reflection.     It  is  make  you  imacrine  I  think  not  as  1  speak.     ALis! 

■•t'ingc  if,  among  nil  that  huge  mass  of  words,  there  it  is  not  so;  but  1  do  not  act  what  I  think,  and  I 

■■  not  somewhat  intennixed  for  th«)Uiiht.     Ijaws  had  rather  l»e  the  object  of  vour  pitv  tlian  that  vou 

•■*ebcen  the  result  of  long  delilMTation,  and  that  should  Ih*  that  of  mine;  and,  Ik'  assuretl.the  advan- 

•**  of  dull  men,  but  the  contrary;  and  have  so.taijc  I  niav  nTiive  from  it.  d.xs  not  iliminixh  mv 

***>■€  a  connexion  with  history,  nav,  with  philoso- ' etmcern  in  heariui;  vou  want  somelnNlv  to  eon- 

Fny  itself,  that  they  must  jKirtakc  a  little  of  what  verse  with  fni'ly.  whost'  ad\ice  niii;!it  l»e  of  mora 

*™^  are  relat«'d  to  so  nearly.     Desidis,  tell  me, 'weij;ht.and  .ilwavs  at  hand.     We  ha*e.-"ome  tirno 

•*^eyou  ever  made  the  attempt?     Were  not  ynu  since  come  to  thi*  ftiuthiTU  periixl  of  our  voyages; 

•^Ifhted  merely  with  the  distant  pros|Mrt  7     Had  wc  s|)ent  aUuit  nineda\s  at  Naples.     It  is  tho 

^^  Gothic  character  and  bulkiness  of  thos«*v<dnmes,  largest  and  mo-t  ihiiiuloiis  v\t\\  ;■<  ii^  en\irons  aro 

•*  tf nth  part  of  which  |»erhaps  it  will  Ik*  n«)  further  the  nu>st  deliciously  fertile  c«ui!itry.  of  all  Italy. 

^•^rssary  to  consult,  than  as  one  dm's  a  dictiona-  Wv  sailed  in  lln'  bay  of  Bain*,  sweated  in  tho 

??'')  no  ill  effert  \\]Mn  your  e\e?     Are  you  sure,  Solfatara.  and  dii'd  in  the  rrrottod«l  Cane,  as  all 

,      Ci>kc  had  Urn  printeil  by  EI/e\ir,  and  bound  stran;;ers  do;  saw  the  Corpus  Chrisli  ]jrocession| 

^  twenty  neat  pocket  volumes,  insteuil  of  onefulio,  and  the  kiiin  and  the  qmnn.  ainl  the  eity  umler- 

gniun.l  (wliich  is  a  wonder  I  reserve  to  tell  you 
of  another  time)  and  so  returned  to  Home  foi  aD« 


I  enough  (n.s  most  nfces-iitii's  an'.)  but,  I  am  afraid, 

I  nnavoiilal^e.     Into  how  many  branchi-s  the.se  stu- 

1  fics  are  divided  in  England,  e\erv  b>)dv  knows: 

t  tnd  Iictwe<'n  that  whieli  you  and  I  had  pitched 


^^?j  should  never  have  taken  liim  up  for  an  hour, 

^  you  wouKI  a  Tully,  or  drank  your  tea  over 

^•li?     I  know  how  great  an  olistaelo  ill  spirits  other  fortnight;  left   it   (left   Ronic!)   and  cams 

^■^  to  miolntion.     Do  you  really  think,  if  you  rid:  hither  for  the  summer.    You  have  seen  an  K\i»' 
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tie*  to  Mr.  Asbton,  that  ■eemf  to  mc  full  of  sjnrit 
and  thought,  and  a  good  deal  of  poetic  fire.  I 
would  Know  your  opinion.  Now  1  talk  of  vcrKi, 
Mr.  Walpole  and  I  have  frequently  wondered  you 
should  never  mention  a  certain  imitation  of  Spen- 
o^,  published  laat  year  by  a  namesaket  of  youn, 
with  which  we  are  all  enraptured  and  enmar- 
Tailed. 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Florence,  Aiig.  2U  N.  &  174a 
It  is  Bome  time  since  I  have  had  the  pleasure 
of  writing  to  you,  having  Iwen  upon  a  little  excur- 
sion cross  the  mountains  to  Bologna.  Wc  set  out 
from  hence  at  sunset,  {uussed  the  Apennines  by 
moonlight,  travelling  incewantly  till  wc  came  to 
Bologna  at  four  in  the  afternoon  next  day.  There 
we  spent  a  week  agreeably  enough,  and  returned 
as  we  came.  The  day  before  yesterday  arrived 
tlie  news  of  a  pope :  and  1  have  tlie  mortification 
of  being  within  four  days'  journey  of  Rome,  and 
not  seeing  bis  coronation,  the  heats  being  violent, 
and  the  infectious  air  now  at  its  height.  We  had 
an  instance,  the  other  day,  that  it  is  not  only  fancy. 
Two  country-fellows,  strong  men,  and  used  to  the 
country  about  Rome,  having  occasion  to  come  from 
thence  hither,  and  travelling  on  foot,  as  common 
with  them,  one  died  suddenly  on  the  road;  the 
other  got  liither,  but  extremely  weak,  and  in  a 
manner  stupid;  he  was  carried  to  the  hospital,  but 
died  in  two  days.  So,  between  fear  and  laziness, 
we  remain  here,  and  must  he  satisfied  with  the  ac- 
counts other  people  give  us  of  the  matter.  The 
new  pojie  is  called  Benedict  XI V.  being  created 
cardinal  by  Benedict  XIII.  the  last  pope  but  one. 
His  name  is  Lambertini,  a  noble  Bolognese,  and 
archbishop  of  that  city.  When  I  was  first  there, 
I  remember  to  have  seen  him  two  or  tliree  times; 
ho  b  a  short,  fat  man,  about  sixty -five  years  of  age, 
of  a  hearty,  merry  countenance,  and  likely  to  live ' 
some  years.  He  bears  a  good  character  for  gcno- 
Tosity,  affability,  and  other  virtues  ^  and,  they  say, . 
wants  neither  knowledge  nor  capacity.  The  worst 
fide  of  him  is,  that  he  has  a  nephew  or  two ;  bc- 
ndea  a  certain  young  favourite,  called  Mclara,  who 
IS  said  to  have  had,  for  some  time,  the  arbitrary 
disposal  of  his  punio  and  family.  He  is  reported 
So  have  made  a  little  si)ecch  to  the  cardinals  in  the 
conclave,  while  they  were  undetermined  about  an 
election,  as  follows:  "Most  emmcnt  lords,  here 
are  three  Bolognese  of  different  characters,  but  all 
nfuaHv  proper  for  the  popedom.  If  it  be  your 
)*leasuro  to  pitch  upon  a  samt,  there  is  cardinal 


*Tlw  reader  will  And  this  Among  Mr.  Walpolo's  FugltlTs 

scm 

*  *'Cn  uio  Aouse  orTrarcDInf,"  by  Gilben  WssC  i 


Gotti ;  if  upon  a  politician,  there  is  A 
if  upon  a  booby,  here  am  I."  The  Ifali: 
more  expressive,  and,  indeed  not  to  be  I 
wherefore,  if  you  meet  with  any  body  t 
stands  it,  you  may  show  them  what  he 
language  he  spoke  it.  "  Eminnimi,  , 
siamo  trS^  diccrsi  «t,  md  tutti  idonei  i 
Se  ri  piaee  un  Sanio,  e  i  V Gotti;  we  \ 
testa  geattrOf  e  Potitiea^  e*  ^  tAldTOtat 
Coglione,  ecco  miT  Cardinal  Coscia : 
to  his  liberty,  and,  it  is  said,  will  be  to 
nefices.  Corsini  (the  late  pope's  nepl 
has  had  no  hand  in  this  election,  it  is  1 
be  called  to  account  for  all  his  vilbnom 
The  Preteiuler,  they  say,  has  resigned  i 
tensions  to  his  eldest  boy,  and  will  aoc 
grand  chancellorship,  which  is  thirty 
crowns  a-year ;  the  pension  he  has  at 
only  twenty  thousand.  I  do  not  afiSrn 
of  this  last  article;  because,  if  he  does, ; 
sary  he  should  take  the  eodesiastical  hi 
will  sound  mighty  odd  to  be  called  his  n 
chancellor. — So  ends  my  gazette. 


TO  HIS  FATHER. 

Fkireiioe,0 
The  l)eginning  of  next  spring  is  th 
terniined  for  our  return  at  furthest ;  possi 
be  l)eforc  that  time.  How  the  interim  t 
ployed,  or  what  route  we  shall  take,  is  i 
tain.  If  we  remain  friends  with  Fra 
leaving  thia  country  wc  shall  cross  over 
and  so  return  through  the  cities  north  ol 
Genoa ;  from  thence  take  a  felucca  to  7 
and  come  back  throutrh  Paris.  If  the  ce 
out,  wliich  seems  not  unlikely,  we  mus 
Milanese,  and  those  parts  of  Italy,  in  c 
Venice ;  from  thence  must  pass  through 
into  Germany,  and  come  home  by  the  L 
tries.  As  for  Florence,  it  has  t)een  g> 
onlinary  for  this  last  month,  being  one 
balls  and  entertainments,  occasioned  by  1 
of  a  great  Milanese  lady ;  for  the  only 
Italians  shine  in,  is  tlieir  reception  of 
At  such  times  every  thing  b  magnific 
more  remarkable,  as  in  their  ordinarv  coi 
they  are  parsimonious,  even  to  a  degrw 
nees.  I  saw  in  one  of  the  vastest  jtalnces 
that  of  prince  PamClio,  the  apartment 
himself  inhabited,  a  bed  that  most  servai 
gland  would  disdain  to  lie  in,  and  furnit 
Ukc  that  of  a  soph  at  Cambridge,  for  co 
and  neatness.  This  man  is  worth  SO.OOC 
a  year.  As  for  eating,  there  are  not  two 
in  Rome  that  allow  more  than  six  paoli 
three  shillings  a  day,  for  the  expense  o 
ble ;  and  you  may  imagine  they  are  sti 
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travagant  horc  tKaii  tlicrr.  Dut  when  they  rc- 
tviic  a  visit  from  any  friritd,  tlicir  hoiiscB  ami  |»cr- 
■ons  art*  m  t  out  tu  tlio  <rrro'est  iulvuntatrc,  and  a|>| 
pear  in  a!l  tlu-ir  aiiloiuluu*' ;  it  in,  ittdfcJ,  from  a 


iiess  of  the  Gvnit ;  liut  that  they  wrre  :ill  ruroil  it 
crrtaiii,  for  one  never  Iieard  any  niort'  uf  t!iom  tho 
nrxt  morning.  1  am  to-ni^hi  jnst  rrturnnl  frnm 
seeing  our  laily  make  her  exit  with  the  i<amc  b(k 
lemnities  she  entered.     Tlic  nhuw   h:id   a    liner 


motive  of  vanity,  ami  \Vith  the  ho|ie4  of  having  it' 

lepaid  them  witii  inttrest,  whenever  they  have  oc-  eflect  tlian  before;  for  it  was  dark,  and  evt-ry  body 


cation  to  n-turn  the  xiMt.  I  eall  vUitrt  i;oing  from 
one  rity  of  ituly  to  another;  for  it  in  not  8o  among 
acquaintance  of  tlie  same  place  on  eonmion  (Kca- 


(even  those  of  the  nioh  tliat  eould  afford  it)  bore  a 
white  wax  flamU'uux.  1  believe  there  were  at 
leaM  Ave  thousand  of  them,  and  tlie  mareh  waf 


rions.  The  new  iK>i)e  has  ret rrnelietl  the  charges  near  three  hours  in  pas^ing  U-fon?  the  window. 
of  his  own  table  to  a  nequin  (ten  sliillings)  a  meal.  <  The  subjet't  of  all  this  devotion  is  suii{K>sed  to  be 
The  apiilauHi^  which  all  he  fays  and  does  meet  a  large  tile  with  a  rude  figure  in  bas-relief  U|X>n 
with,  is  enough  to  encourage  him  rt-ully  to  deserve '  it.  I  say  su|»{K)si'd,  Uransc  bince  the  time  it  wai 
fame.  Tiiey  say  he  is  an  aMe  and  honest  man:' found  (for  it  was  found  in  tlie  eaitli  in  ploughing) 
ho  is  ri!ckoned  a  wit  too.  The  other  day,  when  only  two  {leojiU'  have  seen  it;  the  one  was,  bj 
the  aenator  of  Rome  came  towf.it  uiion  him,  at  the  good  luck,  a  saint;  the  other  was  struck  blind  for 
fintCtmiplimenUs  he  made  him,  the  {K){)e  pulled  olT  his  presnmptiuii.  Ever  since  she  has  lieencovcml 
his  cap.  His  master  of  the  een'inonies,  who  stood '  with  seven  veils ;  nevertheless,  those  w!io  approach 
by  his  siile,  tonclied  him  soflly,  as  to  warn  him  her  tulie made  c.-ii^t  their  eyes  down,  for  fear  they 
that  such  a  condescension  wat*  too  great  in  him,  should  spy  her  througli  all  her  veils.  Such  is  the 
and  out  of  all  ntanner  of  rule.  UiNm  which  he  history,  as  I  had  from  t!ic  lady  of  the  house  whcro 
turned  to  him,  and  huid,  "Oh  !  I  cry  you  mercy, :  I  stocMl  to  fu'e  Iut  jiass;  with  many  other  circum- 
foud  master:  it  is  true,  I  am  hut  a  novice  of  a  stances:  ail  of  which  hhe  finnly  Mievrs,  and  ten 
pope ;   I  have  not  yet  so  nmcli  as  learned  ill  man- .  thou<iand  iM'sides. 

We  siiall  go  to  Vi  nice  in  alniut  six  weekf,  or 
sooner.  A  immlier  of  Cierman  troo)is  are  U}x)ii 
their  march  into  this  htate,  in  caw  the  King  of 
Naples  thinks  pro|>er  to  attack  it.  It  is  certain 
that  he  asked  the  l^o|i<*'s  leave  for  his  troojis  to 
\Kua  through  his  country.  'I'he  Tuscans  in  gene- 
ral are  nmch  discontented,  and  foolish  enough  to 
wish  ftir  a  S{>anish  government,  or  any  rather 
than  this.  •    •     • 


«  *  « 


TO  HIS  FATHER. 


TO  MR.  WEST. 


Fkirenrc,  Jan.  12;  I74L 
IVc  still  continue  constant  at  Florence,  at  pre- 
sent one  of  Uic  dullest  cities  in  Italy.  Though  it 
im  the  middle  of  the  carnival,  there  are  no  public 
iliwrMons;  nor  is  nKistpierading  jiermitted  as  yet. 
Tlii?  cmjwror's  ol*se<]uies  are  to  In?  eelelirated  pub- 
ficly  on  tlie  IGth  of  this  month;  and  after  th:it,  it 
is  imagined  every  thiiii;  will  go  on  in  its  u^ual 

COUT9C.     In  the  meantime,  to  employ  llic  niinils  n'T.!..-**,  April  21, 1741. 

or  the  jiopulace,  tlie  giivtrnmenl  has  t!mui;l'.t  Ht  to  I  know  not  what  detune  i.f  s.iti-f.iction  it  will 
|>rin<*'  into  the  city  in  a  soh-mn  manner,  an  I  at  a  give  vmi  to  \*c  toM  t!t.it  we  ^!l:l!l  s>-t  out  from 
m^At  cxpensi',  a  famous  statue  of  the  Virgin,  call-  hence  the  01t!i  of  t!.is  nm'.-.t!:.  and  n.-!  *!«•;»  ril«n-o 
esJ  tlie  Stailonna  dell'  Impruncta,  from  tlic  place  a  fortnight  at  any  plice  in  our  w.tv.  This  I  feel, 
oThor  residence,  which  is  upon  a  mountain  siven  that  you  are  ll.c  psineijMl  jiliMstin-  I  lia\e  ti>  l.ojm 
miles  oir.  It  never  has  Uen  pr.iclisi-<l  but  at  times  f^-r  in  my  own  Ci'untry.  Try  ..t  K-.  ^t  t.i  !ii:ik-.'  me 
of  public  calamity;  ami  was  done  at  pn-.sent  to  im.igint»  mys«If  nut  in-iilVi  r.  nt  to  \.-u :  f.T  I  must 
■.▼crt  the  ill  effects  of  a  l.il«'  grej.t  inundation.  I  own  I  hCiVe  l!ie  vanity  of  il.-iri;::;  l.«  I>e  e-teenied 
^•■liicli  it  was  fean\l  ndght  causi»  .HMi.e  epiilcmical.  by  St>nirl».H!y,  and  v\o:iI.!  «-?:i--m*  ili  t  ^•'.luInHly 
It  was  intrmluced  a  fijftni^'lit  a;:o  in ' should  U*  one  wlio-n    I   i -leein  ..-t  mu.h  :•*  I  i?o 


dB»U-D)i>cr. 

pigxpc^^on,  attended  by  the  council  of  regency,  the 
Pf  nnte,  the  nobility,  and  all  the  religious  orders, 
on    foot  and  bare-headed,  and  so  carried  to  the 


vou.  As  I  am  rn'n:iinn  uiliirj  i:i\>'irti»  v»»nr  I'tve, 
n)i  thinks  I  luu'.tto  s«  nd  ynu  iu\  \  icijirc  ^!"iir  1  ^nl 
no  more  wliat  I  wa-*.  si'me  cirrn!::-l.i!i'T«*  e\i'ep|* 


•at  church,  where  it  was  fretpiented  by  an  in-!e<l,  whi.'h  I  Ik^j-c  I  ncid  m  t  partiiiil  .li/e  tu  m-u): 

finite    Ct>nrourse  of  people  fn»m  all  the  country  you  n.u-t  a«M  then,  to  veur  lorMu  r  i.Ie.i.  l\\«>  yeani 

YOUii*1.      Among  the  n*st,  I  pniti  my  devotions  aj-jof  age.  a  reas.mable  <piantJt\  ,>f  dulnt..»,  a  crenl 

r\i  ry  day,  and  saw  nundH rs  of  jHiipIe  |hw-  de;d  of  silence,  ami  st'r:;rt!.in^'  I'l  .t  r.  'her  vj^m- 

with  till"  devil,  w!io  w«Te  bnmjhl  to  be  ex-.blcs,  than  is,  thinking:  acoii!n-id  noti».n  of  many 

•d.      It  was  ind»M«d  in  the  eveninir,  and  tlie  stran:!''  a"d  line  t!.in:!s  ih  it  have  swum  Ufore 

church-divirs  were  always  shut  In'fore  theeep'mo-'my  eyes  for  s-mw  time,  a  want  of  love  foi  jjeneral 

nit**  were  finished,  so  that  I  couhl  not  W  eye-wit-'siiciety,  indivd,  an  in.ibility  to  iL     On    he  ix>»* 


GRATS  WORKS. 
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nde  yoi*  in&y  add  a  iscnsibility  for  what  others 
feel,  and  indulgence  for  their  faults  or  weaknesses, 
a  love  of  truth,  and  detestation  of  every  tlung  eljie. 
Then  you  are  to  deduct  a  little  impertinence,  a 
littlo  laughter,  a  great  deal  of  pride,  and  tome  spi- 
rits. These  are  all  the  alU^ations  I  know  of,  you 
perhaps  may  iind  more.  Think  not  that  I  have 
been  obliged  for  this  reformation  of  manners  to 
reason  or  reflection,  but  to  a  severer  school-mis- 
tress, experience.  One  has  Uttle  merit  in  learning 
her  lessons,  for  one  can  not  well  help  it;  but  they 
are  more  yseful  than  others,  and  imjirint  theni- 
■eivcs  in  the  very  heart.  1  find  I  have  been  ha- 
ranguing in  the  style  of  the  son  of  Sirach,  so  shall 
finish  here,  and  tell  you  that  our  route  is  settled 
as  follows :  first  to  Bologna  for  a  few  days,  to  hear 
tho  Viscontina  sing;  next  to  Reggio,  where  is  a 
fair.  Now,  you  must  know,  a  fair  here,  is  not  a 
place  wliere  one  eats  gingerbread  or  rides  upon 
hobby-horses;  here  are  no  musical  clocks,  nor 
tall  Leicestershire  women;  one  has  nothing  but 
masquing,  gaming,  and  singing.  If  you  love  operas, 
there  will  bo  the  most  splendid  in  Italy,  four  tip- 
top vdces,  a  new  theatre,  the  duke  and  dutchessin 
all  their  pomps  and  vanities.  Does  not  tliis  sound 
magnificent  1  Yet  is  the  city  of  Reggio  but  one 
step  above  old  Brentford.  Well;  next,  to  Venice 
by  the  llth  of  May,  there  to  see  the  old  Doge  wed 
the  Adriatic  whore.  Then  to  Verona,  so  to  Milan, 
so  to  Marseilles,  bo  to  Lyons,  so  to  Paris,  so  to 
West,  &.C.  in  aaxula  sccculorum.  Anion. 

Eleven  months,  at  din'orent  times,  have  I  passed 
at  Florence ;  and  y(;t  (God  help  mo)  know  not 
either  (K'ople  or  hmguage.  Yet  tlie  place  and  the 
charming  pros])octu  demand  a  poetical  farewell, 
and  here  it  is^ 

*    •    Oh  Fo^sul.'n  amoena 
Frigoribusjiiga,  nee  niiiiiuniFpirariiUiusauria, 
Aliua  (luibus  Tu.^ci  PallxsLk-ua  AiK'nnini 
Eswc  (letlil,  glaucaqiu*  «ua  c.in<»sr.cri:  tilva! 
Non  egi)  v«-«  posifi.ic  Arui  de  vallo  >iilel)o 
Ponli'.ibuj*  rlrcuin,  oi  r.-uulontl  cincta  corona 
ViUarun4  lonf  e  nitido  consurgerc  dorsu, 
AntUiuamvc  a-di'in,  ci  voierw  pncferre  cuprcstsua 
Mirabor,  tectiaquc  s\i\)cr  pendemia  tccto. 

I  will  send  YOU,  too,  a  pretty  liltle  sonnet  of  a 

Signer  Abbatc  Buoiidehnoiile,  with  my  imitation 

of  it. 

Spr5«o  Amor  potio  la  forma 
D\inii.>^  ridt%  c  s'ascondc: 
Poi  biiiilvJiia,  e?i  confonde 
Gm  lojnlirj^Mo,  c  col  rancor. 
In  Pletadc  r\  si  tran'rirmn; 
Pir  tra5iidl'»,  e  ivir  dw[)iHio: 
Ma  ml  Ml;*  di  wn^o  a^jHiiio : 
ficui[)rVjjli,  e  ri:>lfda!o  Amor. 

J.wni  iiniciiiee  iiitiTilinii  vclatii-i  nmiciu, 

E',  Une,  r.oin{»"..it;i  Vf-to  ft  llllil  Amor. 
Mox  inpa-'iim -'u  nilni'.  f.trnMivpjnmininterr., 

h\i[\\f  rxliuin  v.Ts'i*,  viMvij.-  ct  In  larrvnias* 
I  udr.ntrni  lii.r",  n-'i:  lairymami,  aui  crcde  lurcntl ; 

Ul^uiettiUdbiniUi  sumpcr  in  ore  I)cus. 


Here  c>3me8  a  letter  Irom  you.  —I  must  dcfet 
giving  my  opinion  of  Pausanios*  till  I  can  acv  tU 
whole,  and  only  have  said  whbt  I  did  in  olicdiciictf 
to  your  commands.  I  have  8]K>ken  wiih  tucli 
freedom  on  this  head,  that  it  seems  but  jort  you 
should  have  your  revenge;  and  therefore  I  seod 
you  the  beginning,  not  of  an  epic  poem,  but  of  a 
metaphysic  oue.t  Poeuis  and  nietaphy^irs  (saj 
you,  with  your  spectacles  ou)  are  inconusteot 
things.  A  metaphysical  poem  is  a  coiitradictioa 
in  terms.  It  is  true,  but  I  will  go  on.  It  isLalia 
too,  to  increase  the  absurdity.  It  will,  1  suppoM^ 
put  you  in  mind  of  tho  man  who  wrote  a  uc;itiH 
of  canon  law  in  hexameters.  Pray  help  me  Is 
the  description  of  a  mixed  mode,  and  «  bitle  ejii- 
sode  about  space. 


•Mr.  Walpole  and  Mr.  Gray  act  out  from  FI»- 
rencc  at  tlie  time  specified  in  the  foregoing  U-ttct. 
When  Mr.  Gray  left  Venice,  which  he  did  tla 
middle  of  July  following,  he  returned  hoot 
through  Padua,  Verona,  Milan,  Turin,  and 
Lyons;  from  all  which  places  he  writ  cither  to  hit 
father  or  mother  with  great  punetunlity :  but  men^ 
ly  to  inform  them  of  his  health  and  safely;  alcol 
which  (as  might  be  ex])ecttH])  they  were  now  veij 
anxious,  as  he  travelled  with  only  a  "  Ltaquaiii 
Voyage."  These  letters  do  not  even  mention  that 
he  went  out  of  his  way  to  make  a  S(*eond  vi^  It 
the  Grande  Chartreuse,  and  there  wrote  in  Ji^ 
Album  of  the  Fathers  the  Alcaic  Ode; 

Oh  Tu,  seven  Religio  loci,  <S.c. — See  Poeio*. 

He  was  at  Turin  the  loth  of  Auuust.  anJ  Wtnn 
to  cross  the  Alps  the  next  dny.  On  the  2jth  hi 
reached  Lyons;  therefore  it  must  have  Uvn  1»- 
twcen  these  two  dates  that  he  uiadc  tliis  \i»ii. 


FROM  MR.  WEST. 

I  WRITE  to  make  you  write,  for  1  have  i»>tmuc& 
to  tell  3'ou.  1  have  recovered  no  spirits  a*  vrt  I 
but,  as  1  am  not  displeased  with  my  ci>m)aav,  { 
sit  purring  by  the  fireside  in  my  arm-clizir  widi 
no  smuU  satisfaetion.  I  read  t«.H3  i-i.>tiu  ti.iH?.  jii 
have  l)egun  Tacitus,  but  have  not  yet  n'ad  eniiill 
to  judge  of  him ;  only  his  Paniii>iii:iii  ^iliii'.:!  in 
the  first  book  of  his  annals,  which  isi  ju»t  as  ur 


•  fkmc  part  of  a  Usgcdy  u.nJer  iliai  liile,  \v!ii.  J.  Mr.  W«* 
had  begun. 

T  The  bt'dnning  of  llie  flnt  Inwk  of  a  di.laciic  :..-■•.: .  "1* 
Princlpiis  Cogitandi."— 5fee  Poem*. 

J  Tlicdisiressi'siif  Mr.  West's  nitiid  h.ul  ulrr.nlv  i  >j  vj  J- 
fecial  a  bixly,  fiiun  ihc  finx  wuiU  .-uil  u-  li.vr...-.  }l<  "m-.J 
dtvlin.'d  d.iily,  anil,  tli.^ft"fi)r(»,  In-  kfi  in-.vn  in  M.tr.-I..  !7Ji  'J-^ 
fitrtho  U-m-fit  of  ihe  air,  went  lo  IXivid  M:%-;:v -I'-i.  Fjij  * 
Poi^s,  near  Ilatricld,  Ili-iUordslUre;  ai  w];v»a.'  I-.ouiv  .  .uNii 
the  Lsi  of  Juue  following 


■n 
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M  I  have  got,  spcmcd  to  me  a  little  tedious.   I  have  you  would  retrench  it.     Areronia,  you  may  ro- 


DO  more  to  say,  but  to  desire  you  will  write  letters 
of  a  handsome  length,  and  always  answer  me 
within  a  reasonable  space  of  time,  which  1  leave 
to  your  discretion. 

P.  S.  The  new  Dunciad!  qu*en  pcnsez  vous? 


TO  MR.  WEST.* 

I  TAUST  to  the  country,  and  that  easy  indolence 
yoa  say  you  enjoy  there,  to  reittore  you  your 
iiealth  and  spirits ;  and  doubt  not  but,  when  the 
■un  grows  warm  enough  to  tempt  you  from  your 
fimnde,  you  will  (like  all  other  things)  be  thel)et- 
tor  for  his  influence.  He  is  my  old  friend,  and  an 
excellent  nurse,  I  assure  you.  Had  it  not  been 
for  him,  life  had  been  often  to  nie  intolerable. 
Pray  do  not  imagine  that  Tacitus,  of  all  authors  in 
the  worlil,  can  be  tedious.  An  annalist,  you 
know,  is  by  no  means  master  of  his  subject;  and 
I  think  one  may  venture  to  say,  that  if  those  Pan- 
Donian  aifairs  are  tedious  in  his  hand:*,  in  another's 
tbey  woi»Ul  have  been  insupportable.  However, 
fear  not.  'hey  will  soon  Ix?  over,  and  he  will  make 
ample  arr*ends.  A  man,  who  could  join  the  bril- 
iianf  ot  wit  and  concise  sententiousness  peculiar 
to  that  age,  with  the  truth  anil  gravity  of  better 
Cimps,  aiHJ  the  deep  reflection  and  good  sense  of 
the  best  moderns,  can  not  choose  but  have  some- 
thing tc  strike  you.  Yet  what  I  admire  in  him 
above  ail  this,  is  his  detestation  of  tyranny,  and  the 
high  spirit  of  lil)erty  that  every  now  and  then 
breaks  out  as  it  were,  whether  he  would  or  no.  I 
remrmlwr  a  sentence  in  his  Agricola  that  (concise 
OS  it  is)  I  always  admired  fur  saying  much  in  a 
little  compa«.  He  sjieaks  of  Doniitinn,  who  u|)on 
•e«*ing  the  last  will  of  that  gcnt-ral,  whore  he  had 
made  him  coheir  with  his  wife  and  daughter, 
"  Satis  conatabnt  l<rtatum  eu7n,  telut  koiiore,  ju- 
dicioqve:  tarn  ctcca  et  corrupia  mens  assiduis  adit- 
laiionibiu  eratt  vt  ncsciret  a  bono  patrc  non  scribi 
httrtdem^  nisi  malum  principcm'* 

As  to  the  Duncind.  it  is  greatly  admired:  the 
{^nii  of  Ojieras  and  Schools,  with  ihoir  ntten<l.ints, 
the  pleas  of  the  Virtuosos  and  Florists,  and  thp 
jmwn  of  Dulness  in  the  end.  an*  as  fine  as  any 
thing  he  has  written.  The  Metaphysician's  part 
is  to  nie  the  worst;  and  here  and  tiiere  a  few  ill 
expresseil  lines,  and  some  hardly  intelliirihle. 

1  take  the  lilx^rty  of  sending  you  a  long  speech 
of  Agn|)pina;f  much  too  long,  hut  I  would  be  glad 


■  Mr  CSniy  ranic  lo  town  about  Ihr  1<  of  SrpjrmlKT,  1741. 
Rki  father  diMl  the  tith  of  NnvcTiibrr  follnwiri?,  ai  the  ii{;enf 
risty-five.  Tiic  l:iU'T  end  uf  the  8uIm-<|iipui  >vnr  lie  YtcxA 
IB  Cuiihriibc  Vi  Like  liLs  luchtlur's  dt  -jri-c  uv  c'w  il  law. 

t  iSMrueins 


member,  liad  l)een  giving  quirt  counst^ls.*  I  fancy, 
if  it  ever  be  finished,  it  will  be  in  the  nature  o. 
Nat.  Lee's  bedlam  tragedy,  which  had  twenty -five 
actS|  and  some  odd  scenes. 


FROxM  MR.  WEST. 

Popes,  April  4, 1742 
I  OWN,  in  general,  I  think  Agrippina's  speech 
too  long ;  but  how  to  retrench  it,  I  know  not :  but 
I  have  something  else  tos.iy,  and  that  is  in  relation 
to  the  style,  which  appears  to  me  too  antiquated. 
Racine  was  of  another  opinion :  he  no  where  givce 
you  the  phrases  of  Ronsard :  his  language  is  tho 
language  of  the  times,  and  that  of  the  purest  sort; 
so  that  his  French  is  reckoned  a  standard.  I  will 
not  decide  what  style  is  fit  for  our  English  stage : 
but  I  should  rather  choose  one  that  bordered  upon 
Cato,  than  U|»on  Shakspeare.  One  may  iinitato 
(if  one  can)  Sliaks{)ean''8  manner,  his  surprising 
strokes  of  true  nature,  his  expressive  force  in 
painting  charnrters,  and  all  his  other  lieauties;  pro- 
ser\"in<r,  at  the  same  time,  our  own  lan-iuane.  Were 
Shakspeare  alive  now,  he  would  write  in  a  diflfer* 
cnt  stvle  from  wh.'it  he  did.  These  arc  mv  senti- 
ments  upon  these  matters :  iK'rhajm  I  am  wrong, 
for  I  am  neither  a  Tarpa,  nor  am  I  quite  an  Arie- 
tarchus.  You  see  I  write  freely  both  of  vou  anil 
Shaks{N^are ;  but  it  is  os  good  as  writing  not  freely, 
where  you  know  it  'n  acceptable. 

I  have  Wvw  tormenteil  within  this  week  with  a 
most  \iolent  cough;  for  when  once  it  s«*ts  up  its 
note,  it  uill  go  on.  cough  after  cough,  siiaking  and 
tearing  me  for  half  an  hour  together;  and  then  it 
leaves  me  in  a  great  sweat,  as  much  fatigued  as  if 
1  had  been  laliouring  at  the  plough.  All  this  de- 
scription of  my  cough  in  pro:*e,  it  only  to  introduce 
another  description  of  it  in  verse,  j)erhaps  not  worth 
your  i)eru.4al ;  hut  it  is  very  short,  and  U'siJos  hac 
thi.4  remarkable  i:i  it,  that  it  w:is  the  production  of 
four  o'clock  in  the  mornintr,  while  1  lav  in  mv  bed 
tossing  and  coughing,  and  all  unable  to  5ltH*p. 

Ante  omiies  morU-w  iinp.muiii-*!«inia  tiiwl?, 
Qn.iiiiir.nn-  •!  r.iir,  ir.iXKiino  kii!;  ill.i  \\u:*  : 
Diini  otrniiM  vrrwn^  imo  'nh  pf^'f'jrc  rrirna, 
Pi-rpciuo  pxcrrd  ifix^ru*  luniiniii^  cchi.cs 
Oraque  diat<ip]iiot,  vureinqu*>  immuiat  aniiclam; 
Nee  cviKirt'  iDCUii:  Hcd  i^iL-vo  ronrit.i  inmu, 
Molic  doiiut  l.i'.us  el  corpiH  Liliur  oiniic  I'uiigai: 
Uii'li*  moI«'Ma  die:*,  n-vicnuius  iiu-siinniaiuilMnt. 
Ncc  Tiia,  si  inTusn  riiini-*  liir  juninili:!)i  niLijev^ 
Vrrt«  juvure  qucaiil,  hui  hunc  Iriiint  doIuMn 
8ufnci<iiit  lu%  vox  duk'tii,  ncc  vuUus  aniaius. 

Do  not  mistake  me,  I  do  not  coiidoum  Tacitus : 
I  was  then  incHned  to  liiid  hi:ii  tidious:  the  Cn^r- 
man  sedition  sutrn'iently  msuli'  up  for  it ;  and  the 
si|K*ech  of  rieriisiiniru'*,  by  whiih  he  rrrla'niis  liif 
soldiers,  is  quite  masterly.     Your  new  Dunciad  I 
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hhxe  no  conception  of.    I  shall  be  too  late  for  oor 

f  If ^  ^  m  9  •* ^y 

I 


dinner  if  I  write  anj  more.  Youn. 


TO  DR.  WHARTON.* 


TO  DR,  WHARTON. 


FeiMhooK,  April  TSi,  1744. 
Yor  write  to  feelingly  to  Mr.  Brown,  and  n»- 
prpsent  your  abandoned  condition  in  terms  so  touch- 


Cambridge,  December 27, 1742.      ing.  that  what  gratitude  couM  not  effect  in  several 
I  ocniiT  to  ha\-e  returned  you  my  thanks  a  loni;  'months,  compassion  has  bronvht  about  in  a  few 
time  ajrn.  for  the  iiIeaAurr,  I  «hnuli!  say  prodig}.',  of  dayn;  and  broke  that  strong  attachment,  or  rather 
yoar  letter;  for  mirh  a  thin;;r  han  not  happened  alleinRnce,  which  I  and  all  here  owe  to  our  so«e- 
above  twice  within  thin  last  age  to  mortal  man,  rri^n  lady  and  mistress,  the  president  of  presidents 
ami  no  one  here  ran  cnnn^ire  what  it  may  portend,  and  head  of  heads,  (if  I  may  be  permitted  to  pro- 
You  have  heanl.  I  »uppo«*.  how  I  have  lieen  em-  "nou»"ce  her  name,  that  ineffable  Octogrammaton) 
ployed  a  |iart  of  the  time;  how.  by  my  own  inde-  the  power  of  Laziness.     Yon  must  know  she  had 
fatigable  appliration  for  these  ten  yenra  past,  ami  been  pleased  to  appoint  me  (in  preference  to  ■> 
by  the  rare  and  \iirilanre  of  that  worthy  magia-  many  old  servants  of  hers  who  had  spent  their 
trate.  the  man  in  bluo.t  (who.  I  amure  you,  has  whole  lives  in  qualifying  themaelvei  fOTtheolIiee) 
not  spnrr<l  hit*  lalN)iir,  nor  rould  have  done  more  grand  |ticker  of  straws  and  push-pin  player  to  her 
for  his  own  son)  I  am  c<>t  half  way  to  the  top  of  su|iinity,  {far  that  is  her  title.)    The  first  is  much 
jurispradrnro,t  and  bid  a<i  fair  as  amithcr  boily  to  in  the  nature  of  lord  president  of  the  council;  and 
o{)en  a  caRe  of  im^xitrncy  with  all  dorency  and  rir-  the  other  like  the  groom-porter,  only  without  Um 
cumspertion.     You  tiec  my  aniliition.     I  do  not  profit ;  but  as  they  are  both  things  of  very  great 
doubt  but  Bomethirtv  vennt  honre  I  shall  ronvince  honour  in  this  countrr,  I  consider  with  mvielf  the 
the  world  and  you  that  I  am  a  very  pretty  young  load  of  envy  attending  such  great  charges;  and 
fellow;  and  may  roine  to  shine  in  a  profession,  l>esides  (between  you  and  me)  I  found  myself  una- 
perhaps  the  noblest  o(  nil.  rxrept  man-midwifery,  ble  to  supftort  the  fatigue  of  keeping  up  the  ap- 
As  for  you,  if  your  distrmfN'r  and  you  can  but  pearance  that  persons  of  such  dignity  must  do ;  so 
agree  about  cnintr  to  London,  1  may  reasonably  ex-  I  thought  proper  to  decline  it,  and  excused  myself 
pert,  in  a  much  shorter  time,  to  see  you  in  your  as  well  as  I  could.     However,  as  you  see  such  an 
three-cbrnerefl  villa,  doing  the  honours  of  a  well  affair  must  take  up  a  good  deal  of  time,  and  it  has 
furnished  table  with  as  much  dignity,  as  rich  a  always  been  the  i>olicy  of  this  court  to  proceed 
mien,  and  as  capacious  a  belly,  as  Dr.  Mead.  Me-  'slowly,  like  the  Imperial  and  that  of  Spain,  in  the 
thinks  I  see  Dr.  *  *,  at  the  lower  end  of  it,  lost  in  dispatch  of  business  you  will  on  this  account  the 
admiration  of  your  trtHviiy  i>er!;on  and  parts,  cram-  eauer  forgive  me,  if  1  have  not  answered  your  kt- 
minji  down  his  envy  (for  it  will  rise)  with  tlie  wing  ter  l)efore. 

of  a  pheasant,  anddrowninir  it  in  neat  Burgundy,  j  You  desire  to  know,  it  seems,  what  character 
But  not  to  tempt  your  asthma  too  much  with  such  the  poem  of  your  young  friend  bears  here.*  1 
a  prospect,  I  fhould  tliiiik  you  mijiht  l>e  almoiit  as  wonder  that  you  ask  the  o|nnion  of  a  nation,  where 
happy  anil  ns  iin'nt  as  tliis  c\cn  in  the  country,  .thoee,  who  pretend  to  judge,  do  not  judge  at  all; 
But  you  know  Utit,  and  I  should  l)r  sorry  to  say  i^nd  the  rest  (the  wiser  part)  wait  to  catch  the 
any  tliini;  that  ini>jht  Ktop  you  in  the  career  of  judgment  of  the  world  immediately  al>ove  them; 
glory;  far  l)e  it  from  me  to  hain])rr  the  wheels  of  that  is,  Dick's  and  the  Rainbow  Cofft^e-housoa.— 
your  gilded  chariot.  Go  on.  Sir  Thomas;  and  ;  Your  readier  way  would  be  to  ask  the  ladies  that 
when  you  die,  (n»r  even  physicians  must  die)  may  keep  the  bare  in  those  two  theatres  of  crittciim. 
the  faculty  in  War^vi(•k-lane  rn*ct  your  statue  in  However,  to  show  you  that  1  am  a  judge,  as  well 
the  very  niche  of  Sir  John  Cutler's.  |as  my  countrymen,  I  will  tell  you,  tliouch  I  have 
I  was  iTinmr  to  tell  y«Mi  how  sorry  I  am  for  your  rather  turned  it  over  than  read  it  (but  no  matter; 
illness,  but.  I  hoix'  it  is  too  late  now:  I  ran  only  jno  mure  have  they,)  that  it  seems  to  me  al>ove  the 
say  that  I  nvillv  was  very  sorrv.  May  you  live  a 'middling;  and  now  and  then,  for  a  little  while, 
hundrrd  ChristniMsrs,  and  eat  ns  many  collars  of  rises  even  to  the  licst,  particularly  in  description, 
brawn  stuck  with  rosiMUJiry.  Adieu.  &c.  It  is  ofbm  obscure,  and  even  unintelligible;  and 
too  much  infected  with  the  Hut(.*liinson  jar^jon.  In 
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Iraft  nine  years  to 3  early.  And  so  methinks  in  a 
few  words,  "  d  la  mode  du  TcmpU"  I  have  very 
pertly  dispatched  what  may  perhaps  for  several 
years  have  employed  a  \ciy  ingenious  man  worth 
fifty  of  myself. 

You  are  much  in  the  right  to  have  a  taste  for 
Socrates ;  ho  was  a  divine  man.  I  must  tell  you 
by  way  of  news  of  the  place,  that  the  otiicr  day  a 
certain  new  professor  made  an  apology  for  him  an 
lioar  long  in  the  schools ;  and  all  the  world  brought 
In  Socrates  guilty,  except  the  people  of  his  own 
college. 

The  muse  is  gone,  and  left  mc  in  far  wonte  com- 
pany ;  if  she  returns,  you  will  hear  of  her.  As 
to  her  child*  (since  you  are  so  good  as  to  inquire 
after  it)  it  is  but  a  puling  cliit  yet,  not  a  bit  grown 
to  speak  of;  1  believe,  poor  thing,  it  has  got  the 
worms,  that  will  carry  it  off  nt  last  Mr.  Trollopc 
and  I  are  in  a  course  of  tar- water;  ho  for  his  pre- 
■ent,  and  1  for  my  future  distempers.  If  you  think 
h  will  kill  mc,  send  away  a  man  and  horse  direct- 
ly ;  for  I  drink  like  a  fisii. 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE. 

C!unbridge,Fob.3,1746. 

Yon  are  so  good  to  inquire  ailer  my  usual  time 
of  coming  to  town :  it  is  at  a  season  when  even 
you,  the  perpetual  friend  of  London,  will,  I  fear, 
bordly  be  in  it — the  middle  of  June :  and  I  com- 
monly return  hither  in  Septeml)er ;  a  month  when 
I  may  more  proluibly  find  you  at  homo. 

Our  defeat  to  be  sure  is  a  rueful  affair  for  the 
honour  of  the  troops ;  but  the  duke  is  gone  it  seems 
with  the  rapidity  of  a  cannon-bullet  to  undefeat 
ns  again.  The  common  i)eople  in  town  at  least 
know  how  to  be  afraid  ;  but  we  are  such  uncom- 
mon people  here  as  to  have  no  nion^  sense  of  dan- 
ger, than  if  the  battle  had  been  fought  when  and 
where  the  battle  of  Canna»  was.  The  jwrception 
of  these  calamities  and  of  tlu'irronsequences,  that 
we  arc  sup[iosed  to  get  from  books,  is  8(>  faintly  im- 
pressed, that  we  talk  of  war,  famine,  and  pi'stilonce, 
with  no  more  apprehension  tlinn  of  a  broken  Iiead, 
or  of  a  coach  overturned  between  York  and  Edin- 
burgh. I  heard  tlm^e  jx'ople,  sensible  middle  aged 
men  (when  the  Scotch  were  said  to  be  at  Stanford, 
and  actually  were  at  Derliy,)  talking  of  iiiring  a 
chaise  to  go  to  Caxton  (a  place  in  the  high  road) 
to  sec  the  Pretender  and  the  highlandcrs  as  they 
passed. 

I  can  say  no  more  for  Mr.  Pojx*  (for  what  you 
keep  in  resen'c  may  l)e  worse  than  all  the  rest.)  It 
is  natural  to  wish  the  fniest  writer,  one  of  them. 
we  ever  had,  should  Ih?  an  honest  man.  It  is  for 
the  interest  even  of  that  virtue,  whose  friend  he 
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professed  himself  and  whose  beauties  be  sung,  that 
he  should  not  be  found  a  dirty  animal.  But,  how- 
ever, this  LB  Mr.  Warburton's  business,  not  mine, 
who  may  scribble  his  pen  to  the  stum^M  and  all  in 
vain,  if  these  facts  arc  so.  It  is  not  from  what  hf 
told  me  about  himself  tliat  I  thought  well  of  Mm, 
but  from  a  humanity  and  goodness  of  heart,  ay, 
and  greatness  of  mind,  that  runs  through  his  pri- 
vate correspondence,  not  less  apparent  than  are  a 
thousand  little  vanities  and  weaknesses  mixed  with 
those  good  qualities ;  for  nobody  ever  took  him  for 
a  philosopher. 

If  you  know  any  thing  of  Mr.  Mann's  state  of 
health  and  happiness,  or  the  motions  of  Mr.  Chute 
homewards,  it  will  be  a  particular  favour  to  inform 
mo  of  them,  as  I  have  not  heard  this  Ualf-yeoi 
from  them. 


TO  DR.  WHARTON. 

Cambridge,  December  11, 174& 
I  WOULD  make  you  an  excuse  (as  indeed  I  ought,^ 
if  they  were  a  sort  of  thing  I  ever  gave  any  credit 
to  myself  in  these  cases ;  but  I  know  they  are  ne- 
ver true.  Nothing  so  silly  as  indolence  when  it 
hopes  to  disguise  itwlf ;  every  one  knows  it  by  its 
saunter,  as  they  do  his  majesty  (God  bless  him) 
at  a  masquerade,  by  the  firmness  of  his  tread  and 
the  elevation  of  his  chin.  However,  somewhat  I 
had  to  say  that  has  a  little  shadow  of  reason  in  it 
I  have  been  in  town  (I  suppose  you  know)  flaunt- 
ing about  at  all  kind  cf  public  places  with  two 
friends  lately  returned  from  abroad.  The  world 
itself  has  some  attractions  in  it  to  a  solitary  of  six 
years'  standing :  and  agreeable  well-meaning  peo- 
ple of  seujie  (thank  heaven  there  are  so  few  of  them) 
are  my  {)eculiar  magnet.  It  is  no  wonder  then  if 
I  felt  some  n^luctance  at  parting  with  them  10 
sooo ;  or  if  my  spirits,  when  I  n'tum<Hl  back  to 
my  cell,  should  sink  for  a  time,  not  indeed  to  storm 
and  temp<*st,  but  a  good  deal  lielow  changeable. 
Heiiideit,  Seneca  snys  (and  my  pitch  of  ]>biIasophy 
docs  not  pretend  to  Iw  much  alwve  Seneca,)  "Sun^ 
quam  mores,  qno9  ertu!i,  rrfero.  Aliquid  ex  to 
quod  compotuiy  turbatur :  aliquid  ex  hiSj  qutej'w' 
gavi,  rcdit.**  And  it  will  liap|H>n  to  such  as  ui, 
mere  imps  of  science.  "Well  it  may,  when  wisdom 
herself  b  forced  often 

in  nwftn  rxiied  Mlitudo 
To  plume  her  ienthere,  and  let  grow  ber  winf^ 
That  In  the  various  bust^  of  resort 
Were  all  too  ru/Qod,  and  loiiietinies  Impdrsd 

It  is  a  foolish  thing  that  without  money  one  <*an 
not  either  live  as  one  })lenfies,  or  where  and  with 
whom  one  pleases.  Swifl  somewhere  says,  that 
money  is  liberty;  and  I  fear  money  is  fnendship 
too  and  society,  and  almost  every  external  blctsdng 
It  is  a  fEreat,  though  an  ill-natured,  comfort,  to 
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BK»t  of  those  who  ha\*o  it  in  plenty,  without  plca-j  rageouslonj;  «{>cech:  it  was  begun  alK>ut  four  yean 
Mire,  without  liberty,  and  without  friomls.  a^  (it  is  a  nnsfurtunc  you  know  my  a<;o,  eliv  { 

I  am  not  altogether  of  your  opinion  m  to  your  niigiit  have  added,  wlien  I  was  very  young.)  Pool 
historical  consolation  in  time  of  trouble:  a  calm  West  put  a  stop  to  that  tragic  torrent  he  sxvt 
melancholy  it  may  produce*,  a  stiller  sort  of  despair  breaking  in  upon  him : — have  a  care,  1  warn  yoa 
(and  that  only  in  some  circumstances,  and  on  some  not  to  set  oj)cn  the  flood-gate  again,  lest  it  druwo 
constitutions;)  but  I  doubt  no  real  comfort  or  con-  you  and  nte  and  the  bishop  and  all. 
tent  can  ever  arise  in  the  human  mind,  but  from  I  am  ver}'  sorry  lo  hear  you  treat  philoeophy  an^ 
hope.  her  followers  like  a  |>arccl  of  nwnks  and  hermits, 

I  take  it  very  ill  you  should  have  lK>en  in  the  and  think  mysi>If  obliged  lo  vindicate  a  profesu^Mi 
twentieth  year  of  thewur,*  and  yet  say  nothing  of  I  honour,  bkr  que  jc  n'en  ticnnc  paa  boutujue  (as 
the  retre;»»  before  Syracuse:  is  it,  or  is  it  not,  the  Madame  Sevign6  sajs.)  The  first  ninn  that  ever 
finest  thing  you  ever  read  in  your  life  7  And  how  bore  the  name,  if  you  remember,  used  to  say,  that 
does  Xcnophon  or  Plutarch  agree  with  you  7  For  life  was  like  the  Olympic  gaIIM^s  (the  jrrratest  pub- 
my  part  I  n-ad  Aristotle,  his  [witics,  {lolitics,  and  He  asseml)ly  of  his  age  and  country,)  where  some 
morals;  tliough  I  do  not  \vi>II  know  which  is  which,  came  to  show  their  strength  and  agility  of  body,  as 
In  the  first  pluce,  he  is  the  hardest  nutltor  by* far  I  the  champions;  others,  as  the  musicians,  orators, 
ever  meddled  witli.  Then  he  has  a  dry  concise-  poets,  and  historians,  to  sliow  their  excellence  io 
ness  tliat  maki^  one  imagine  one  is  {NTUslng  a  those  arts ;  the  traders  to  get  money ;  and  the  bet- 
table  of  contents  rather  tiian  a  Inx^k :  il  tasti^  for  ter  sort,  to  enjoy  the  sjiectacle,  and  judge  of  all 
til  the  world  like  chop{M\i  hay,  or  rather  like  these.  They  did  not  then  run  away  fi\>m  society 
c!iop))ed  logic;  for  he  has  a  viulent  afleetion  to  that  for  fear  of  its  tem])tutions:  they  passed  their  days 
art,  being  in  some  sort  his  own  invention;  so  that  in  the  midst  of  it :  conversation  was  their  business: 
he  often  loses  himsi'lf  in  little  trifiing  distinctions  they  cultivated  the  arts  of  {K'ntuasion,  on  pur|)0M 
and  verbal  nieetirs;  and,  what  is  worse,  leaves  to  show  men  it  was  their  interest,  as  well  as  their 
you  to  extricate  him  as  well  as  you  can.  Thirdly,  tluty,  not  to  be  foolish,  and  false,  and  unjust ;  and 
he  has  sufifered  vastly  fn>m  the  traiiscribblers, '  that  too  in  many  instances  with  success :  wliich  is 
9M  all  authors  of  great  brevity  necessarily  must,  not  very  strange ;  for  they  allowed  by  their  life  that 
Fourthly  and  lastly,  he  has  abundance  of  fine  their  lessons  were  not  impracticable;  and  that  pko- 
Bccommon  things,  which  makes  him  well  worth '  sures  were  no  temptations,  but  to  such  as  wanted 
the  pains  he  gives  one.  You  see  what  you  arc  to  a  clear  perw"ption  of  the  pains  annexed  to  tlicm.* 
expect  from  him.  But  1  Iiave  dtme  si^eaking  a  la  Grrcque.    Mr. 

RatcliflTet  made  a  shift  to  behave  very  rationally 
without  their  instructions,  at  a  season  which  thcv 
took  a  great  deal  of  ]iains  to  fortify  themsiMves  and 
others  ai^ainst :  one  would  not  desire  to  It^e  one^i 
January,  1747.  head  with  a  l»etter  grace.  I  am  particularly  satis- 
It  is  doubtless  an  encouragement  to  continue  fi<^d  with  the  humanity  of  that  last  embract*  to  all 
writing  to  you,  when  you  tell  me  you  answer  me  the  |)eople  about  him.  Surt^  it  must  l>e  somewhat 
with  pleasure:  I  have  anotlier  reason  which  would  embarrassing  to  die  before  so  much  gootl  comimny! 
make  mc  very  copious,  had  I  any  thing  to  say:  it  You  need  not  fear  but  posterity  will  lie  c\er glad 
IS,  that  I  write  to  you  with  e<iual  pleasure,  though  **>  know  the  absurdity  of  their  ancetitors ;  the  fool- 
not  with  equal  spirits,  nor  with  Ukc  plenty  of  ma-  ish  will  be  glad  to  know  they  were  as  fi>olish  as 
terials:  please  to  subtract  then  so  much  for  sj/irit,  they,  and  the  wise  will  Ik>  glad  to  find  themselves 
and  so  much  for  matter;  and  you  will  find  me,  I  wiser.  You  will  [»lease  all  the  world  then;  and 
hope,  neither  so  slow,  nor  so  short,  as  I  might  ^  y^^  recount  miracles  you  will  be  Micvcd  so 
otherwise  seem.  Besidi^,  I  had  a  mind  to  send  much  the  sooner.  We  are  pleased  when  we  won- 
you  the  remainder  of  Agrippina,  that  was  lost  in  tl<''*  I  a"J  wc  believe  Uxause  we  an»  phased.  Folly 
a  wilderness  of  papers.     Certainly  you  do  her  too  ^"J  wisdom,  and  wonder  and  ple.isure,  join  \vith 

much  honour:  she  seemed  to  mc  to  talk  like  an 

Oldboy,  all  in  figures  and  mere  po.>tr>-.  instead  of  \  . j^,,„^  ^.^^^p^  ^^ ,  ^„„  „j„^i^j,,^  ^.^^^ ^^^ ^ 
nature  and  t!ie  language  of  rt^al  passion.  Do  you  true  philoeophy  and  ii.*.  mil  atul  imjHutant  scrvjcita ;  sen-kcs 
lemember  Ajyprochez-rous^i  Neron. — Who  would  not  confiiMid  lo  the  epecuLuive  opini(nw»  of  Ow  stu'liiuia,  but 
not  rather  have  thought  of  that  half  line  than  all  adapied  tothe  ojmni'.iipurixwPonifi'.niHlproiaoiiogilKJgw. 
Mr.  Rowe's  flowers  of  eloquence?    However  vou  "®^'  happinowof  niai.kii.d;  not  ui)on  the  chimerical  tynsii 

^^u  r.    1  4i  •    1      1  *  *i  I-  ''   .     of  a  pywein,  but  on  the  Immmablo  foumlutluns  of  tni:h  and 

will  find  tlic  remainder  hero  at  the  end  in  an  out-  vlriue.    II.  "u.nwiu 

I  Ilroiher  to  the  caiI  of  Dorw^ntwaur.    lie  waa  executed 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE. 


' TIiucydidoA,  I,  vii.  at  Tyburn,  IX«cpn\lwr,  171G,  for  haviiig  been  coiiaiincd  ui ihs 

f  l^oppina,  in  Racine's  tragedy  of  Briiannicua.    R  rebellion  in  ScoUand.    ii 
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Bie  in  desiring  you  would  continue  to  entertain 
them:  refuse  us,  if  you  can.    Adieu,  dear  Sir! 


TO  MR.  WALPOLE. 

Cambrklge^  March  1, 1747. 
As  one  ought  to  be  particularly  careful  to  avoid 
idunders  in  a  compliment  of  condolence,  it  would 
be  a  senrible  satisfaction  to  me  (before  I  testify  my 
■orrow,  and  the  sincere  part  I  take  in  your  misfor- 
tune) to  know  for  certain,  who  it  is  1  lament.  I 
knew  Zara  and  Selima,  (Selima  was  it,  or  Fati- 
ma  ?)  or  rather  I  knew  them  both  together ;  for  I 
can  not  justly  say  which  was  which. — Then  as  to 
jour  handsome  cat,  the  name  you  distinguish  her 
by,  I  am  no  less  at  a  loss,  as  well  knowing  one's 
handsome  cat  is  always  the  cat  one  likes  best ;  or, 
if  one  be  alive  and  the  other  dead,  it  is  usually  the 
latter  that  b  the  handsomest.  Besides,  if  the  point 
mrerc  never  so  clear,  I  hope  you  do  not  think  me  so 
ill-bred  or  so  imprudent  as  to  forfeit  all  my  interest 
in  the  surviver :  Oh  no !  1  would  rather  seem  to 
mistake,  and  imagine  to  be  sure  it  must  be  the 
tabby  one  that  had  met  with  this  sad  accident. 
Till  this  affair  is  a  little  better  determined,  you  will 
excuse  me  if  I  do  not  begin  to  cry ; 

"TempiB  inane  peto,  requiem,  spatiumque  doloria" 

Which  interval  is  the  more  convenient,  as  it  gives 
time  to  rejoice  with  you  on  your  new  honours.'^ 
This  is  only  a  beginning ;  I  reckon  next  week  we 
■hall  hear  you  are  a  free-uiason,  or  a  gormogon  at 
least. — Heigh  ho !  I  feel  (as  you  to  be  sure  have 
done  long  since)  that  I  have  very  little  to  say,  at 
least  in  prose.  SomelHMly  will  be  the  better  for  it; 
I  do  not  mean  you,  but  your  cat,  feud  mademoi- 
■elle  Sclime,  whom  I  am  about  to  immortalize  for 
one  week  or  fortnight,  as  follows  :t  ♦  ♦  ♦ — There's 
a  poem  for  you;  it  is  rather  too  long  for  an  epi- 
Uph. 


TO  DR.  WHARTON. 

Stoke,  June  5, 174SL 

Your  friendship  has  interested  itself  in  my  af- 

fiun  80  naturally,  that  1  can  not  help  troubling 

you  a  little  with  a  dtHail  of  them.l  ♦♦♦♦•♦• 

And  now,  my  dear  Wharton,  why  must  I  tell  you 


*  Mr.  Walpole  was  about  this  time  elected  a  Fellow  of  the 
Royal  Society. 

1  The  reader  n(«d  hardly  he  tnid,  that  the  4  th  ode  In  the  col> 
lotion  of  hi!«  poems  was  in5crtc(i  In  the  pkrc  nf  theso  aster* 
MuL  Tlib  ktier  (a^  some  oihor  slight  ones  havu  been)  is  print- 
ed chipfly  to  iTLirlc  iho  date  ofoiic  ofhiiii  compopiiuinfl. 

jTlic  panigrapli  lirro  omiitrd  cnntnincd  an  account  of  Mr. 
Gray's  Insn  of  a  house  by  fim  In  C>>rnlull,  and  the  expense  he 
should  he  at  in  rebuilding  it.  Though  it  was  insured,  he 
could  at  i\\\^  time  ill  bear  tu  lay  out  llie  addtiioual  sum  neces- 
■ury  Ux  the  purpuM. 


a  thing  so  contrary  to  my  own  wishes  and  youral 
I  believe  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  see  you  in  tho 
north,  or  to  enjoy  any  of  those  agreeable  hours  a 
had  flattered  myself  with.  This  business  wiO 
oblige  me  to  be  in  town  several  times  during  tb« 
summer,  particularly  in  August,  when  half  the 
money  is  to  bo  paid ;  besides  the  good  people  here 
would  think  me  the  most  careless  and  ruinous  of 
mortals,  if  1  should  take  such  a  journey  at  thu 
time.  The  only  satisfaction  I  can  pretend  to,  is 
that  of  hearing  from  you,  and  particularly  at  this 
time  when  1  was  bid  to  expect  the  good  news  of  an 
increase  of  your  family.  Your  opinion  of  Diodoms 
is  doubtless  right ;  but  there  are  things  in  liim  very 
curious,  got  out  of  better  authorities  now  lost.  Do 
you  remember  tho  Egyptian  history,  and  particu- 
larly the  account  of  the  gold  mines  1  My  own 
readings  have  been  cruelly  interrupted:  what  I 
have  been  highly  pleased  with,  is  the  new  comedy 
from  Paris  by  Gresset,  called  le  Mechant ;  if  you 
have  it  not,  buy  his  works  all  together  in  two  littls 
volumes:  they  are  collected  by  tho  Dutch  book- 
sellers, and  consequently  contain  some  trasli ;  but 
then  there  are  the  Ververt,  the  epistle  to  P.  Bou- 
geant,  the  Chartreuse,  that  to  his  sister,  an  ode  on 
his  country,  and  another  on  mediocrity,  and  ths 
Sidnei,  another  comedy,  all  which  have  great 
beauties.  There  is  also  a  poem  lately  published 
by  Tliomson,  called  the  Castle  of  Indolence,  with 
some  good  stanzas  in  it.  Mr.  Mason  is  my  ac- 
quaintance; 1  liked  that  ode  much,  but  have  found 
no  one  elst*  that  did.  He  has  much  fancy,  little 
judgment,  and  a  good  deal  of  modesty ;  I  take  him 
for  a  good  and  well-meaning  creature ;  but  then 
he  is  really  in  simplicity  a  child,  and  loves  every 
Ixxly  he  meets  with :  he  reads  little  or  nothing; 
writes  abundance,  and  tliat  with  a  design  to  make 
his  fortune  by  it.  My  best  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Wliarton  and  your  family :  docs  that  name  include 
any  body  I  am  not  yet  acquainted  with  1 


TO  DR.  WHARTON. 

Cambridge,  August  8^  17M. 
I  promised  Dr.  Keene  long  since  to  give  you  an 
account  of  our  magnificence  hero  ;*  but  the  news- 
papers and  he  himself  in  person,  have  got  the  start 
of  my  indolence,  so  that  by  this  time  you  arc  well 
acquainted  with  all  the  events  that  adorned  that 
week  of  wonders.  Thus  much  I  may  venture  to 
tell  you,  becauM!  it  is  probable  nobody  else  has 
done  it,  that  our  friend  *  *'s  zeal  and  eloquence 
surpassed  all  power  of  description.  VeHU\io  in  an 
erui>tion  was  not  more  violent  than  his  utterance, 
nor  (since  I  am  at  my  mountains)  Pelion,  with  all 

*  The  Duke  or  Ncwcasfk's  jutallatioq  asChiDCsUor  nff  cos 
Universiiy. 


J^ 


gravs  works. 
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bn  pine-troei  in  a  itonn  of  wind,  moro  impetuous 
than  hb  action;  and  yet  the  lenate-houfle  Btill 
itands,  and  (I  thank  Qod)  we  are  all  safe  and  well 
at  your  service.  I  was  ready  to  sink  for  liim,  and 
scarce  dared  to  look  about  me,  when  I  was  sure  it 
was  all  over ;  but  soon  found  I  might  have  spared 
my  confusion ;  all  people  joined  to  applaud  him. 
Every  thing  was  quite  riglit ;  and  1  dare  swear  not 
three  people  here  but  tliink  him  a  model  of  oratory; 
for  all  tlie  duke's  little  court  came  with  a  resolu- 
tion to  be  pleased ;  and  when  the  tone  was  once 
given,  the  university,  who  ever  wait  for  the  judg- 
ment of  their  betters,  struck  into  it  with  an  ad- 
mirable harmony :  for  the  n'st  of  the  performances, 
they  were  just  what  they  usually  arc.  Every  one, 
while  it  lasted,  was  very  gay  and  very  busy  in  the 
morning,  and  very  owlish  and  very  tipsy  at  night: 
I  make  no  exceptions  from  the  chancellor  to  blue- 
coat.  Mason's  ode  was  the  only  entertainment 
that  had  any  tolerable  elegance ;  and,  for  my  own 
part,  I  think  it  (with  some  Utile  abutemcnts)  un- 
commonly well  on  such  an  occasion.  Pray  let  uic 
know  your  sentiments ;  fur  doublU'ss  you  have  seen 
it.  The  author  of  it  grows  apace  into  my  good 
graces,  as  I  know  him  more ;  he  is  very  ingenious, 
with  great  good-nature  and  simplicity;  a  little  vain, 
but  in  so  harmless  and  so  comical  d  way,  that  it 
does  not  of!cnd  one  at  all ;  a  little  ambitious,  but 
withal  so  ignorant  in  the  world  and  its  ways  that 
this  does  not  hurt  him  in  one's  opinion  ;  so  sincere 
and  so  undisguised,  that  no  mind  with  a  spark  of 
generoaty,  would  ever  think  of  hurting  him,  he 
lies  so  open  to  injury;  but  so  indolent,  that  if  lie 
can  not  overcome  thb  habit,  all  hie  good  qualities 
will  signify  nothing  at  all.  Afler  all,  I  like  him 
so  well,  I  could  wish  you  knew  liim. 


TO  HIS  MOTHER. 

Cambridge,  Nov.  7,  1719. 
The  unhappy  news  I  have  just  rccoivod  from 
you  equally  surprises  and  afilict^  nic.*  I  have  lu^t 
a  person  I  loved  very  much,  and  have  l>ccn  used  to 
from  my  infancy ;  but  am  much  more  concerned 
for  your  loss,  the  circumstances  of  which  I  forbear 
to  dwell  upon,  as  you  must  be  too  sensible  of  them 
yourself;  and  will,  I  fear,  more  and  more  neinl  a 
consolation  that  no  one  can  give,  except  He  who 
has  preserved  her  to  you  so  many  years,  and,  at 
last,  when  it  was  his  pleasure,  has  taken  her  from 
us  to  himself;  and  perljaps,  if  we  reflect  ujx)n  what 
she  felt  in  this  life,  we  may  look  U])on  this  as  an 

*  Th«  denth  of  hl«  aunt  Mre.  Mary  Antrobti^  who  died  the 
Mh  of  November,  nnd  was  buried  in  a  vault  in  i^oke  church- 
yard, near  tlie  chancel  dour,  in  wliich  alro  his  mother  and 
tiimaelf  (according  to  the  direction  in  his  will)  were  after 
marda  burled. 


instance  of  his  goodness  both  to  her,  and  to  thoss 
that  loved  her.  She  might  have  languished  many 
years  before  our  eyes,  in  a  continual  increase  ol 
pain,  and  totally  helpless;  she  might  have  long 
wished  to  end  her  misery  without  being  able  to  at- 
tain it ;  or  perhaps  even  lost  all  sense,  and  yet  con- 
tinued to  breathe ;  a  sad  spectacle  to  such  as  muse 
have  felt  more  for  her  than  she  could  have  done 
for  herself.  However  you  may  deplore  your  own 
loss,  yet  think  that  she  is  at  last  easy  and  happy: 
and  has  no  more  occasion  to  pity  us  than  we  her. 
I  hojw,  and  beg,  you  will  support  yourself  with 
that  resignation  we  owe  to  Him,  who  gave  us  our 
iKing  for  our  good,  and  who  depri^^s  us  of  it  for 
tlie  same  reason.  J  would  have  come  to  you  di- 
rectly, l)ut  you  do  not  say  whether  you  desire  I 
should  or  not ;  if  you  do,  I  beg  I  may  know  it,  for 
there  is  nothing  to  hinder  me,  and  I  am  in  verf 
<;ood  health. 


TO  MR.  WALPOLR 

Stoke,  Jims  12  1750L 
As  I  live  in  a  place,  where  even  the  ordinary 
tattle  of  the  town  arrives  not  till  it  is  stale,  and 
which  produces  no  events  of  its  own,  yoa  will  not 
desire  any  excuse  from  me  for  writing  so  seldom, 
especially  as  of  all  fteople  living  I  know  yon  an 
the  least  a  friend  to  letters  spun  out  of  one  s  own 
brains,  with  all  the  toil  and  constraint  that  accom- 
panies sentimental  productions.  I  have  been  hers 
at  Stoke  a  few  days  (where  I  sliall  continue  good 
part  of  the  summer;)  and  having  put  an  end  to  a 
thing,  whose  beginning  you  have  seen  long  ago, 
I  innnediately  sent  it  you.*  You  will,  1  hope,  lock 
upon  it  in  the  light  of  a  thing  tpith  an  end  to  tig 
a  merit  that  most  of  my  writings  have  wanted, 
and  arc  like  to  want,  but  which  this  epistle  I  am 
dotennincd  shall  nut  want,  when  it  tells  you  thai 
I  am  ever  Yours. 

Not  tliat  1  have  done  yet ;  but  who  could  avoid 
the  tem[)tation  of  finishing  so  roundly  and  so  cle- 
verly in  the  manner  of  good  Queen  Anne's  daysl 
Now  I  have  talkiHJ  of  writings;  1  have  seen  a  book, 
which  is  by  this  time  in  the  press,  against  Middle- 
ton  (though  without  naming  him,)  by  Asheton. 
As  far  as  I  can  judge  from  a  very  hasty  reading, 
there  are  things  in  it  new  and  ingenious,  but 
rather  too  prolix,  and  the  style  here  and  there  sa- 
vouring too  strongly  of  sermon.  I  imagine  it  will 
do  him  credit.  So  much  for  other  |H'ople,  now  to 
self  again.  You  are  dt^sired  to  tell  me  your  opinion, 
if  you  c^m  take  the  pains,  of  tliesc  lines.  I  am 
once  more. 


Ever  yours. 


'  This  was  the  Elegy  i  i  'he  ckurrh-yaxd-  -D. 


POEMS 


OP 


^^^fisiis  (&msr^. 


exitu. 


ODE  I. 


ON  THE  SPRIKG. 


Lo !  wlicre  the  rosy-boeomed  houn, 

Fair  Venu^*  train,  appear, 
Disclose  the  long-expecting  flowcn, 

And  wake  the  purple  year, 
The  attic  warbler  pours  her  throat 
Responsive  to  the  cuckoo's  note, 

The  untaught  harmony  of  spring, 
While,  whispering  pleasure  as  they  fly, 
Cool  zephjnrs  through  the  clear  blue  sky 

Their  gathered  fragrance  fling. 

Where cr  the  oak's  thick  branches  stretch 

A  broader,  browner  shade, 
Where'er  the  rude  and  moss-grown  beech 

OVr-canopics  the  glade.* 
Beside  some  water's  rushy  brink 
With  roe  the  Muse  shall  sit,  and  think 

(At  ease  reclined  in  rustic  state) 
How  rain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd, 
How  low,  how  little,  are  the  proud, 

How  indigent  the  great 

Still  is  the  toiling  hand  of  Care, 

The  panting  herds  repose, 
TeC  hark!  how  through  the  peopled  air. 

The  busy  murmur  glows! 
The  insect  youth  are  on  the  wing. 
Eager  to  taste  the  honeyed  spring. 

And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon;t 
Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  skim. 
Some  show  their  gayly-gilded  trim, 

Cluick-glancing  to  the  sun.t 


-a  bank 


Q^srcuopied  witli  laaclouswoodUne. 

Shaktp.  MiA,Drmm» 
r  Nare  per  Mtatem  Uquldam.     Virg.  Gearg.  lib,  4. 
I  iportlng  with  quick  glance^ 

flbow  ID  lbs  son  thdr  wared  ooais  dropt  with  gold. 

Mmon*9  ParadiM  Lam,  L  7. 
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To  contemplation's  sober  eyt^^ 

Such  is  the  race  of  man. 
And  they  that  creep  and  they  that  flly 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 
Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 
But  flutter  through  life's  little  day, 

In  fortune's  varying  colours  drest; 
Brushed  by  the  hand  of  rough  Mipchanee^ 
Or  chilled  by  Age,  their  airy  dance 

They  Icave^  in  dust  to  rest 

Methinks  I  hear,  in  accents  bw, 

The  sportive  kind  reply. 
Poor  moralist!  and  what  art  thoul 

A  solitary  fly ! 
Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets, 
No  hive  hast  thou  of  lioarded  sweets, 

No  painted  plumage  to  display ; 
On  hasty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown, 
Thy  sun  is  set,  thy  spring  is  gone— 

We  frolic  while  'tis  May. 


ODE  II. 

OK  THE  DEATH  OP  A  FATOURITE  CAT, 

Drowned  in  a  7Vi6  qf  Gold  PUkm. 

'TwAS  on  a  lofly  vase's  side. 
Where  China's  gayest  art  had  died 

The  azure  flowers  that  blow, 
Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind. 
The  pensive  Sclima,  reclined. 

Gazed  on  the  lake  below. 

Her  conscious  tail  her  joy  declared; 
The  fair  round  face,  the  snowy  beainL 

The  velvet  of  her  paws, 
Her  coat  that  with  the  tortoise  vies, 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes, 

She  saw,  and  purred  applause. 

*  VThDe  Insects  (torn  ths  threahoU  praach,  Ac. 
Mr.  GretH  in  tkt  Oroif.  JDodah^a  MUctM&mtm^ 
p.WL 
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Still  had  she  gaznlj  but,  'midst  the  tide, 
Two  angel  fcniis  were  seen  to  glide, 

The  Genii  of  the  rtream: 
Their  scaly  armour's  Tynan  hue, 
Through  richert  purple,  to  the  view 

Betrayed  a  golden  gleam. 

Tlie  haplestf  nymph  with  wonder  taw : 
A  wl.iskerfirBt,  and  then  a  claw, 

With  many  an  ardent  wish, 
She  stretched  in  vain  to  reach  the  prize: 
What  female  heart  can  gold  dcHpiiiel 

What  Cat's  averse  to  fish ) 

Presumptuous  maiil !  with  looks  intent, 
Again  she  stretched,  atrain  she  bent, 

Nor  knew  the  gulf  liet ween : 
(Malignant  Fate  sat  by  and  Rniiled,) 
The  slippery  verge  her  feet  beguiled ; 

She  tumbled  headlong  in. 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood. 
She  mewcfl  to  every  watery  god 

Some  speedy  aid  to  send. 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stirred, 
Nor  cruel  Tom  or  Sufuin  heard: 

A  fav'ritc  has  no  friend ! 

From  hence,  ye  Beauties!  undeceived. 
Know  one  false  step  is  ne'er  retrieved, 

And  be  with  caution  bold: 
Not  all  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes. 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawful  prize, 

Nor  all  that  glistens  gold. 

ODE  III. 

ON  A  DISTANT  PROSPECT  OP  ETON  COLLEGE. 

Ye  distant  Spires!  ye  antique  Towers! 

That  crown  the  watery  glade 
Where  grateful  science  still  adores 

Her  Henry's*  holy  shade; 
And  ye  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  Windsor's  heights  the  expanse  below 

Of  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead,  survey, 
Whose  turf,  whose  shade,  whose  flowers  among 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along 

His  silver-winding  way ; 

Ah  happy  hills!  ah  pleasing  shade! 

Ah  fields  beloved  in  vain! 
Where  once  my  careless  childhood  strayed, 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 
I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  blow 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow. 

As  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  sooth. 
And,  redolentt  of  joy  and  youth, 

To  breathe  a  8ec4)nd  spring. 

King  Henry  VL  founder  of  the  College. 
*  And  bees  their  honey  reilolent  of  spring 

Dryden**  F\ible  on  the  Pythag.  Syttem, 


Say,  father  Thames!  ibrthou  hait  aeec 

Fu!l  many  a  sprightly  race, 
Disporting  on  thy  margent  green, 

The  paths  of  pleasure  trace, 
Who  foremost  now  delight  to  cleave 
With  pliant  arm  thy  glassy  wave  1 

The  captive  linnet  which  enthrall 
What  idle  progeny  auoceed 
To  chase  the  rolling  circle's  speed, 

Or  urge  the  flying  ball  ? 

Wliiie  some,  on  earnest  business  nem, 

Their  murmuring  lalwurs  ply 
'Gainst  graver  hours,  that  bring  constraint, 

To  sweeten  liberty ; 
Some  bold  adventurers  disdain 
The  limits  of  their  little  reign. 

And  unknown  regions  dare  deeciy 
Still  as  they  run  tliey  look  behind. 
They  hear  a  voice  in  every  wind. 

And  snatch  a  fearful  joy. 

Gay  hope  is  theirs,  by  fancy  fix], 

Less  pleasing  when  possest; 
The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed, 

The  sunshine  of  the  breast; 
Their  buxom  health  of  rosy  hoe. 
Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new, 

And  lively  cheer  of  vigour  bom ; 
The  thoughtless  day,  the  easy  night, 
The  spirits  pure,  the  slumbers  light 

That  fly  the  approach  of  morn. 

Alas!  regardless  of  their  doom, 

The  little  victims  play ! 
No  sense  have  they  of  ills  to  come. 

Nor  care  l)eyond  to-day : 
Yet  sec  how  all  around  'em  wait 
The  ministers  of  human  fate. 

And  black  Misfortune's  Imlcful  train! 
Ah !  show  them  where  in  ambush  stand, 
To  seize  their  prey,  the  murderous  band  t 

Ah!  tell  them  they  are  men. 

These  shall  the  fury  passions  tear. 

The  vultures  of  the  mind; 
Disdainful  anger,  pallid  fear, 

And  shame  that  skulks  behind; 
Or  pining  love  shall  waste  their  youth, 
Or  jealousy,  with  rankling  tooth. 

That  inly  gnaws  the  siwret  heart; 
And  envy  wan,  and  faded  care, 
Grim-visaged,  comfortless  despair. 

And  sorrow's  piercing  dart. 

Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  rise. 
Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high. 

To  bitter  scorn  a  sacriflce. 
And  grinning  infamy, 

The  stings  of  falsehood  those  shall  try 

And  hard  unkindness'  altered  eye. 


ODES. 


» 


That  mocks  the  tear  it  furccd  to  flow; 
And  keen  remorse,  with  blood  defiled, 
And  moody  madness*  laughing  wild 

Amid  severest  wo. 

Lo !  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 

A  grisly  troop  are  seen, 
The  painful  family  of  death, 

More  hideous  than  their  queen: 
This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins, 
That  every  lal>'ring  sinew  stnuns, 

Those  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage ; 
Lo !  poverty  to  fill  the  liand, 
That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand, 

And  slow-consuming  age. 

To  each  his  sufferings ;  all  are  men 

Condemned  alike  to  groan. 
The  tender  for  another's  pain, 

Th'  unfeeling  for  his  own. 
f  ct  ah !  why  should  they  know  their  fate 
Since  sorrow  never  comes  too  late, 

And  happiness  too  swiflly  flies  1 
Thought  would  destroy  their  paradise, 
Ko  more ;  where  ignorance  u  bliss 

'Tis  folly  to  be  wise. 

ODE  IV. 

TO  ADVERSITY. 

Daughter  of  Jove,  relentless  power, 

Thou  tamer  of  the  human  breast. 
Whose  iron  scourge  and  torturing  hour 

The  bad  affright,  afilict  the  bcstl 
Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain, 
The  proud  are  taught  to  taste  of  pain. 
And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan 
With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied  and  alone. 

When  first  thy  sire  to  send  on  earth 

Virtue,  his  darling  child,  designed, 
To  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth, 

And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind ; 
Stern  rugged  nurse !  thy  rigid  lore 
With  patience  many  a  year  she  bore : 
What  sorrow  was  thou  bad'st  her  know, 
And  from  her  own  she  learned  to  melt  at  others* 
wo. 

Sacred  at  thy  frown  terrific  fly 

Self-pleasing  folly's  idle  brood. 
Wild  laughter,  noise  and  thoughtless  joy, 

And  leave  us  leisure  to  be  good. 
Juight  they  disperse ;  and  with  them  go 
The  summer  ^cnd,  the  flattering  foe : 
By  vain  prosperity  received, 
To  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  aro  again  be- 
lieved. 


Wisdom,  in  sable  garb  arrayed. 

Immersed  in  rapt'ruus  thought  profound, 

And  melancholy,  silent  maid. 

With  Icuden  eye,  that  loves  the  ground, 

Still  on  thy  solemn  ste^is  attend ; 

Warm  charity,  the  general  friend, 

With  justice,  to  herself  severe. 

And  pity,  dropping  sofl  the  sadly-pleasing  teir. 

Oh !  gently  on  thy  suppliant's  head, 

Dread  goddess !  lay  thy  chastcmng  hand, 
Not  in  thy  Gorgon  terrors  clad, 

Nor  circled  with  the  vengeful  band ; 
(As  by  the  impious  thou  art  seen,) 
With  thundering  voice  and  threatening  mien, 
With  screaming  horror's  funeral  cry, 
Despair,  and  fell  disease,  and  ghastly  poverty. 

Thy  form  benign,  O  Goddess !  wear, 

Thy  milder  influence  impart. 
Thy  philosophic  train  be  there. 

To  soflen,  not  to  wound  my  heart : 
The  generous  spark  extinct  revive ; 
Teach  me  to  love  and  to  forgive ; 
Exact  my  own  defects  to  scan, 
What  otiiers  aro  to  it'el,  and  know  myself  a  man. 


ODE  V. 


*  And  MsdnoB  laughing  In  lils  ireful  mood. 

Dryden't  F\Mt  iff  Palomon  and  AtcUm. 


the  progress  op  poesy. — PINDARIC. 

Advert  isement. 
When  the  author  firet  inihlbhcd  this  and  the  following  Ode^ 
he  was  advi-setl,  even  by  liis  fi  lends,  to  subjoin  eoinefew 
explanatory  notos  hut  liad  too  nmr.Ii  n:^)cct  for  Uie  under- 
standing of  his  readers  to  uike  tlut  liberty 

I.  1. 
Awake,  Julian  lyre !  awake,* 
And  give  to  rapture  all  thy  trcmnling  strings ; 
From  Helicon's  harmonious  springs 
A  thousand  rills  their  mazy  progress  take; 
The  laughing  flowers,  that  round  them  blow, 
Drink  life  and  fragrance  as  they  flow. 
Now  the  rich  stream  of  music  winds  along 
Deep,  majestic,  smooth,  and  strong. 
Through  verdant  vales  and  Cents'  golden  reign ; 
Now  rolling  down  the  steep  amain, 
Headlong,  impctous,  sec  it  pour ; 
The  rocks  and  nodding  grovi^s  relwUow  to  the  roar. 

•  Awakp,  my  glory  I  awakt,  lule  and  liarp. 

Davi'd'$  Paalnu. 

Pindar  i^yles  his  own  poetry,  with  Its  mtiHral  occonipard. 
ments^  iEolian  song.  Julian  strinins  the  breath  of  the  JBMan 
flute.  The  subject  and  rimlle,  as  iimia*  with  Pindar,  are  iicn 
united.  The  various  sourcn  of  poiKry,  waich  gives  fife  and 
lunro  to  all  it  touches,  are  here  descri^icd,  as  well  in  its  qul«s 
majestic  progresp,  enriching  every  subject  (otlierwisc  dry  \iri 
bairen)withaUthe  pomp  of  diction,  and  luzuriant  harrr»iny 
of  numbers,  as  in  its  more  niM  and  irreeiMible  coutsn  wtiso 
swollen  and  huirtod  away  by  the  coollia  of  tumultuoiii  pi» 
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1.2. 

Oil  soverei^*  of  tbe  willing  soul, 

Parent  of  sweet  and  solemn-breathing  airs, 

Enchanting  shell !  the  sullen  cares 

And  frantic  passions  hear  thy  soft  control. 

On  Thracia's  hills  Uic  lord  of  war 

Has  curbed  the  fury  of  his  car, 

And  dropped  liis  thirsty  lance  at  thy  command : 

Perching  on  the  sceptred  handt 

Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feathered  king 

With  ruffled  plumes  and  flagging  wuig ; 

Clucnchod  in  dark  clouds  of  slumber  lie 

The  terror  of  his  beak  and  lightning  of  his  eye. 

I.  3. 

Theet  the  voice,  the  dance  obey, 

Tempered  to  thy  warbled  lay : 

0*er  Idalia's  velvet  green 

The  rosy-crowned  loves  arc  seen, 

On  Cytherea's  day, 

With  antic  sports  and  blue-eyed  pleasures 

Frisking  light  in  frolic  measures : 

Now  pursuing,  now  retreating, 

Now  in  circling  troops  they  meet ; 

To  brisk  notes  in  cadence  beating 

Glance  tlieir  many-twinkling  feet. 

Slow-melting  strains  their  queen's  approach  declare; 

Where'er  she  turns  the  graces  homage  pay ; 

With  arms  sublime,  that  float  upon  the  air, 

In  gliding  state  she  wins  her  easy  way ; 

O  er  her  warm  check  and  risinji  bosom  move 

The  bloom  of  young  desire  and  purple  light  of  love. 

II.  1. 

Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await  U 
Labour  and  penury,  the  rack  of  pain. 
Disease,  and  sorrow's  weeping  train. 
And  death,  sad  refuge  from  the  storms  of  fate ! 
The  fond  complaint,  my  song !  disprove, 
And  justify  the  laws  of  Jove. 
Say,  has  he  given  in  vain  the  heavenly  muse  ? 
Night  and  all  her  sickly  dews, 
Her  si)ectres  wan,  and  birds  of  boding  cry, 
He  gives  to  range  the  dreary  sky. 
Till  down  the  eastern  cliffs  afarll 
Hyperion's  march  they  spy  and  glittering  shafts  of 
war. 

*  Power  of  hannony  to  calm  tho  turbulent  posaions  of  the  | 
•oul.    T]ie  thoughts  are  borrowed  from  the  first  Pythian  of 
Pindar. 

t  ThL<)  Is  a  weak  imitation  of  some  beautiful  lines  in  the 
■ime  Oih. 

I  Power  of  harmony  to  produce  all  the  graces  of  motion  in 
tl.e  boi\y. 

i  To  coiTipen^te  tfio  real  or  imaglairy  ilia  of  life,  tho  mu<« 
i%as  given  to  mankind  by  the  same  Providence  that  sends  tho 
day  by  \\s  cheerful  presence  to  dL«pel  the  gloom  and  terrors  of 
Uie  nigliL 

I  Or  seen  the  morning's  well-appointed  star, 
Come  marching  up  the  ea«exc  hills  fdai.— Cowley. 


II.  2. 

In  climes*  beyond  the  solar  road,t 

Where  shaggy  forms  o'er  ico-built  mountaiiift  ntj 

The  muse  has  broke  the  twUight-gloom 

To  cheer  the  shivering  native's  dull  abode : 

And  ofl  beneath  the  odorous  shade 

Of  Chili's  boundless  forests  laid, 

She  deigns  to  hear  the  savage  youth  repeat, 

In  loose  numbers,  wildly  sweet. 

Their  feather-cinctured  chiefs  and  doaky  lorn. 

Her  track,  where'er  the  goddess  rovca, 

Glory  pursue,  and  generous  shame, 

The  unconquerable  mind  and  freedom's  holy  flan 

U.  3. 

Woods  that  wave  o'er  Delphi's  8teep,t 
Isles  that  crown  the  £gean  deep. 
Fields  that  cool  Ilissus  laves. 
Or  where  Meander's  amber  waves 
In  lingrnng  labmnths  creep, 
How  do  your  tuneful  echoes  languish, 
Mute  but  to  the  voice  of  anguish  7 
Where  each  old  poetic  mountain 
Inspiration  breathed  around. 
Every  shade  and  hallowed  fountain 
Murmured  deep  a  solemn  sound, 
Till  the  sad  nine,  in  Greece's  evil  hour, 
Lefl  their  Parnassus  for  the  Latian  plains: 
Alike  they  scorn  the  pomp  of  tyrant  power 
And  coward  vice,  that  revels  in  licr  chains. 
When  Latium  had  her  lofty  spirit  lost, 
They  sought,  oh,  Albion!  next  thy  sca-endrd 
coast. 

III.  1. 

Far  from  the  sun  and  summer  gale, 

In  thy  green  lap  was  nature's  darlingS  laid, 

What  time,  where  lucid  Avon  straved 

To  him  the  mighty  mother  did  unvril 

Her  awful  face;  the  dauntless  child 

Stretched  forth  his  little  arms,  and  smiled. 

This  jK'ncil  take  (she  said)  whose  colours  clear 

Richly  i)aint  the  vernal  year ; 

Thine  too  these  golden  keys,  immortal  bov! 

This  can  unlock  the  gates  of  jov ; 

Of  horror  that,  and  thrilling  fears, 

Or  ope  the  sacred  source  of  sympathetic  tears. 


'  Extensive  influenceof  poetic  geniinorer  the reniousii 
most  uncivilized  n;uion3;  its  connexion  with  libcny,  aad  i 
virtuts  that  naturally  aiJend  on  iu  (See  the  Eiw,  Nomv^ 
and  W«!lsh  Fraffmcnt^,  the  Lnplaml  and  Americas  Soagiv 4 

t  Extra  anni  8oli?que  vias. —  VirgiL 
Tutla  lontana  dal  caniin  del  sole. — Peirurch^  CSaar.Z 

I  Progr««  of  poetry  from  Greece  to  IliN,  and  from  laly 
England.  Chaucer  was  not  unacquainted  with  iha  wrri 
of  Dante  or  of  Petrarch.  The  Eirl  of  Sunr y  and  Sir  Ttara 
Wyatt  had  travelled  in  Italy,  and  formed  ihcir  tasee  ther 
S|)encer  imiuied  the  Italian  writcre,  Milton  improved oa the: 
but  this  ochool  expired  soon  after  the  reeuwation,  aoJ  i  n 
one  arose  on  the  French  model,  which  has  sutauiod  e  v<v 

i  Sliakspeare. 


IIL  3. 

Rk  KCmd  he*  liaL  rnda  lublime 

Upon  the  vraph-ningi  o(  eatuj, 

Tba  aeettU  of  the  kh^M  to  t[iy, 

Be  pMvd  the  fluning  buundi  or  place  uid  time  :f 

The  liTing  Ihroiw,  tbe  upphire-blaze,t 

Wbiic  angel*  tremble  wbilo  they  gaic, 

Be  nw,  but,  blaitecl  nith  eicesa  of  tight, 

Ckaed  biaeynin  etidlra  night 

BeboU  where  Drjilen'a  kaa  pnsuidptDauj  car 

Wiilo  o'er  tbe  Gelila  of  glory  bear 

Two  GOUnera  of  ethereal  race,! 

WitlineckaiatbuiulGtclatbedUuiJ  long  naounil- 

III.  3. 
Uukl  hu  hand*  tbe  lyre  explore) 
Bright-cjeil  fancy,  hovering  o'er, 
Scttflcra  fiDm  her  pictured  urn 
TboughM  (hat  breathe  and  wonia  that  bum  if 
Bat  ah  t  '(it  heard  no  more** — 
Oh,  lyre  diiine!  wbat  daring  tpiril 
Wakea  Ibee  nool  though  be  inherit 
Nor  llie  priile  nor  amjile  pinion 
That  tbe  ThclHin  eagle  bc>r,f  t 
&aiUiig  with  auprpnic  dominion 
Througli  the  azure  deep  of  air, 
Yet  oft  before  liia  infsnt  eyca  would  run 
Such  bmiia  ■*  glittfr  in  the  mute'*  raj 
With  orient  huee,  unborrowed  of  the  tun; 
Yet  (ball  be  mount,  and  keep  hi)  dittanl  way 
Beyond  the  litaitt  of  a  vulgar  fate, 
Bmt'*'  the  good  how  far— hut  for  above  the  great 


Adttrlitement. 
Tha  IbUowInf  Odi  h  fjuDdcd  cm  a  uidJdon  cummlln  Wak^ 

Uiu  Edmid  L  whtn  he  cumplaal  ihi  comiiM  oC  Uu< 

courUTT,  ordcnd  aU  ihd  bank  duL  fdl  Lmo  hU  lundi  u  bt 

pBItodsalb. 

I.  1. 

Rnrx  leizc  tliee,  nithloM  king! 
Confusion  on  thy  bannera  wait; 
Though  fanned  by  conqueet't  crintion  wing, 
They  mock  (he  air  with  idle  itate* 
Relm  nor  haubcrk'it  twitted  mail, 
Nore'en  thy  virluca,  lyranl!  ahall  avail  • 

To  aave  thy  lerrct  toul  from  nightly  fcara; 
From  Cambria's  curse,  from  Canibria't  tearil" 
Such  were  tbe  toundi  that  o'er  the  creilcd  pridet 
Of  the  Gnt  EJjward  ■csltcrcd  wild  dismay, 

'n  tbe  iteep  of  Snowdon'i  thsggy  add 


nh  «■■  Ihfl  sppsanoce  of 

IMeuuioeipTtithtiuutT  maichanil  Bumllni  tm^/ 
•f  Drydtii^  rhjnin. 

I  BM  ihuii  fjabta  his  qisck  irilli  ihgnihrl— AA. 

1  Wonb  ihu  wiep  tnd  Imn  ihal  •pak.—Coalti/. 

"  Wi  havs  lisd  In  our  Isngus^  no  <Klier  odd  of  It 
bBmsMmlthandulofDrTikniin  ?(.  CHllli'idiv;  Tari 
tV,  wtn  had  his  merit,  rel  nnltd  jndgnvnt.  siyli,  end 
MBOJ,  1^  iDcha  laift.    ThunfPcppe  lenot  worth*  arie 

nsa  Mr.  Mitoi^  Indenl,  oriiledar*,  hsi  louched  ihi 
JwnK  BHt  wllb  a  muurly  hand,  lo  niu  of  hlsclwrw 

llsik  I  beard  >'a  noc  yaa  loouiep  dread  T  tec 
f1  FLidarcomparetlilinseiruLhal  bird,  and  hlsFDrni 


He  wound  with  tuilsi 


h  his  lor 


Stout  Glo'slerll  stood  aghast  in  spcechU-si 
To  arms,  cried  MorlimcrT,  and  couched  hli  quiT- 
ering  lance. 

1.3. 

On  a  rock,  vrliose  haughty  brow 
Frowns  o'er  oM  Conway 'e  foaming  flood, 
Robod  in  llic  sable  garb  of  Wfo, 
With  baggard  eyes  the  poet  rtood; 
{Jjiote  his  beard,  and  hoary  hair** 
Streamed  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  aiT,^) 
And  nit)t  a  master's  band  and  prophet's  lire 
Struck  the  de['[>  surrows  of  his  lyre. 


Ingof  ih 


which  the  Welnh  themsrim  ull  CralelaiKiJil  I 
■II  Uh  h<;hla»la  of  CBenurriinidilni  and  Xalo- 
ifireoaaiiliie  rinrCunn)'.  R.IIreden,irak- 
SKlE  of  Cooway,  Iwik  bj  KInf  Edward  L  an 
imait  Ceuvai/ ad  rliram  moitlH  Ertry;  (nd 
Mitlhew  oTWrMmliHrr,  (id  u»,  WOi  Apad  Ahtrtanuaf 
tiltnlajrdi  trigi  talrun/erU. 
rtumnl  ih>  Red,  Eeilof  (ilnurtaHraiil 
Hen/ml,  un-lii'liw  u  King  Edwaid. 

I  mniuwl  Ue  Nanlmcr,  l.iinl  uf  Wl^iore.  TlieJ  bAk 
were  iJitl  Mairhefm,  whose  laniA*  Lxjr  ori  the  honlrrs  of  Wi]e^ 
uldprobibl/oircompanledUn  klnj;  In  Ihli  eipedUlDTL 


M  mh-/i.r  ike  a  nuieor  iveamlnf  Lo  the  mrhL 


GRATS  WORELS. 


"  Haik  how  each  gunt  otk  and  dcarrt  caT« 

Sighs  to  the  torrent'*  awful  voice  beneath! 

O'er  thee,  oh  king!  their  hundred  arms  thej  wa^ 

Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarser  morfDura  breathe; 

Vocal  no  more,  since  Cambria's  fatal  daj, 

To  high-bom  Ifoel's  harp  or  soft  Llcwdlju'a  lay. 

1.3. 
"  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tonjpie, 
That  buslied  the  stormy  main ; 
Brave  Urien  iili-e[js  u{)on  Iiiscraiggj  bed: 
Moanuins!  }-emr>um  in  vain 
Mod  red,  whose  magic  song 
Made  liU£re  Plinlimiiion  bow  his  cloud-topped  head. 
On  dreary  Ar\onV  shore  thoy  lie, 
Bmearrd  with  gore  and  ghastly  pale; 
Far,  far  aloof  the  aflfrightpd  ravens  fail,  * 
The  fainislied  eaglet  scrranis  and  {msscs  by. 
Dear  lost  ooiniKinions  of  my  tuneful  art, 
Desrt  as  the  light  that  viiutii  thesic  sad  eyes, 
Dear  as  the  nuldy  drojm  that  warm  my  heart, 
Ye  died  amidst  vour  dvin*;  country's  cries 
No  more  1  weep.     Tliey  do  not  sleep: 
On  yonder  clifTn,  a  jrrisly  band, 
I  sec  them  nit:  thrv  Wwn^r  vet, 
Avengere  of  their  native  land ; 
"With  me  in  dn-adful  harmony  they  join, 
And  weaves  with  blooily  hands  the  tissue  of  thv 
Une." 

II.  1. 
*  "Weave  the  warp  and  weave  the  woof, 
The  winding-iiheet  of  F^dwani's  race: 
Give  ample  niom  and  ver<;c  enough 
The  characters  of  ht'll  to  trace. 
Mark  the  year  and  mark  t!ic  iiitrht 
When  Srvrrn  KJiall  ri'-erho  with  affright 
The  shrieks  of  death  through  Berkley  s  roofs  that 

Shrieks  of  an  agonizin;;  kini;!il 
She-wolf  of  France.ir  with  unn'lentinff  fan*^ 
That  teari'st  the  Iwwi-ls  of  thy  man;;led  mate, 
From  thee^*  l>c  Iwrn  who  oVr  thy  country  hangs 
The  scourge  of  heaven.     What  terrors  round  him 
wnil! 


Amaaemcnt  in  his  van,  with  ffight  oombioed. 
And  aorrow's  iaikd  Ibrm,  and  solitude  behind. 

II.  9l 
'  Mighty  victor,  mighty  lord, 
Low  on  his  funeral  coach  he  fini* 
No  pitying  heait,  no  eye,  aflbrd 
A  tear  to  grace  his  oLigqiucil 
Is  the  sable  waniort  lledt 
Thy  son  u  gone ;  ho  rests  among  the  dead. 
The  swarm  that  in  thy  noontide  beam  wem  boiB| 
Gone  to  salute  the  rising  mom : 
Fair  laughs  the  raom.t  and  soft  the  aephyr  Uow^ 
While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  aiaie  realm. 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  veaeel  goes. 
Youth  on  the  prow  and  pleaenre  at  the  hdm, 
Regardless  of  the  sweeping  whirlwind's  eway. 
That  hushed  in  grim  repon  ezpedi  hie  evcaii^ 
prey. 

II.  3. 

'  FiU  high  the  sparkling  bowl,« 

The  rich  repast  prepare ; 

Reft  of  a  crown,  he  yet  may  share  the  feait. 

Close  by  the  regal  chair 

Fell  thirst  and  famine  scowl 

A  baleful  smile  upon  the  baffled  guciL 

Heard  ye  the  din  of  battle  bray,D 

Lance  to  lance  and  horse  to  horse? 

Long  years  of  havoc  urge  their  destined  eonrK, 

And  through  tho  kindred  squadrons  mow  then 

wav. 
Ye  towers  of  Julius  !ir  London's  lasting  shame, 
With  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  led, 
Revere  his  consort  s**  faith,  his  fatber'stt  (ame^ 
And  s(iare  the  meek  usur|>rr'8tt  holy  head. 
Above,  below,  the  rose  of  snow,§§ 
Twined  with  her  blushing  foe,  we  spread; 
The  bristled  Boarllll  in  infant  gore 
Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  shade. 


*  llin  aiMtmi  i^fCVmarroiuiliIre,  nppoRitc  to  the  isle  of  An- 

\  VauuXvu  riiiil  jmIhts  oiKrrvc,  tliai  I'sisli-s  uwd  annually  to  Uory  of  hU  u4«a»»na;»on  by  Sir  Pien  of  Exon  bof  much  liter 
tailll  ilu'li  iii-iii*  niiioiif;  tl»'  nvks  of  Siuiwdon,  wliicli  from  dare 


*  Death  of  that  kin:;,  abandoned  bj  his  children,  aal 
robbnd  in  hb  Uut  moments  br  hie  ooonieri  andmtensa 

t  Edward  itie  Black  I*rince,  dead  some  time  befora  h'K  I 

t  MagniAcciice  of  Rkliard  U.^  xeign.  See  Prri— rd,  sai 
other  conirmporary  writers. 

§  Ricliard  11.  (as  we  are  told  by  Archbidiopgcxx)op;  andtte 
confcdcrnie  lonbs  in  their  mAnifcsto^  by  Thonuv  o^WoMif^ 
ham,  and  all  ilie  older  writers)  was  itanrcd  to  death.    Hm 


triri.iT  (.1(1  i-iiii«'  iliiuk)  Wire  ii;iiii<''l  by  rip-  WiLsh,  Cnilgian- 
•ryrl,  <ir  rln-  (  tum  «»f  ilii-  r  ij'Ir*.  At  ilii-i  day  (I  am  told)  the 
hi^liffii  ]wiliii  ••rSiiimilni  1:4  r.illi'd  Tli.*  Kiiylc'n  Nc^t.    Tliat 


i  Ruinous  civil  wars  of  York  and  Lincaster. 
Tir.nry  V\.,  Gcorqo  Duke  of  Clarcncf,  Edward  V.,  Ricbtid 
Puke  of  York.  &c,  hellp%'cd  to  ho  niurdenid  srrrvUjr  la  dM 


UirJ  Is  nit.iinly  n»  •uraii.'rr  i<i  ilii-*  isUml,  n.-*  the  Sooie,  ruid  j  Tower  of  London.    Tlic  oldcK  part  of  that  stniciuiv  fatywljML 
ineitciijilo  III  ("iiiiilnil.in<l,  W.-.stiinni  lii:il,  A:r.  canu^^u^y:  it   ly  uttriUuttd  to  Julius  Ua-.i.ir. 

'■•  "I  I>«i*l«y..liirv.    IrjccUT*-,     '*  M.ir;rini  of  Anji»i,  a  woman  of  hLToic  spirit,  who  slnif- 


even  111-  liui'.t  i'  •  III  -I  ill  (In-  I* 

;  A's  i'l  ir  III  111" :»« 'IP*  ili»»  riidily  dr«jH 

11i:it  vi-ii  my  sul  lifii:. — .S'^  '•'.-.tp.  JtiHun  Cipsar. 
«  >v  i>ii-N><i\\i-L'i.iii  ()<!(■  thai  iiiilow:*. 
(  Filw  ip'i  II.  I  III.  ii\  hiri  li,  n-il  ill  II  r«i-lry  Cistlc. 

■  l<l\  il  i-l  ri;..u-i-.   I!.lV..iri]  II.'    .ii!iil,i  ii'.L-  (j'l'.VX 

••  Triujii]i!j  of  IMiv.iiJ  III.  iu  l-'i.'.;ici.-. 


gild  h:ird  to  Kivc  licr  lius<xind  an.l  lirr  crown. 
tUI.Miry  V. 

::  lltiirj-  \T  very  near  Ninjj  canonized.    The  line  of  LsB- 
ca<>u  r  !i:id  nuriirht  of  iiihoritaiKo  luiiie  cruwii. 
'  .'■  Tl.t!  whiu-  and  red  Ilor<t-r<,  iIcvirtM  of  York  aihl  Lancasiea 
I.  I!..-  .ilNir  H«Kir  \n.i.-  ilu-  kilfje  of  Kicliard  III  whence hs 
i  '.va.s  u.>-u;iI1y  known  in  hi?  own  tiiiiu  by  iIm  nanie  oTTbe  Bear 


01>SS. 


If  cm,  bioJieni  1  bending  o'er  the  aocaned  loom, 
Stamp  we  oui  vengwdnce  Coep^  and  ratify  hia  doom. 

III.  1. 

'  Edward,  lo!  to  sudden  fate 
(Weave  we  the  woof;  the  thread  is  spfun) 
Half  of  thy  heart*  we  consecrate; 
(The  web  is  wove;  the  work  is  done/) 
"  Stay,  oh  stay  1  nor  thus  forlorn 
Leave  me  unblessed,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn. 
In  yon  bright  track,  that  fires  the  western  skies, 
They  melt,  they  vanish  from  my  eyes. 
But  oh!  what  solemn  scenes  on  Snowdon's  height. 
Descending  slow,  their  glittering  skirts  unrolll 
Visions  of  glory !  spare  my  aching  sight, 
Te  unborn  ages  crowd  not  on  my  soul ! 
No  more  our  kmg-lost  Arthurt  we  bewail : 
All  hail,  ye  genuine  kings  ;t  Britannia^i  issue, 
hail! 

III.  2. 

*  Gixi  with  many  a  baron  bold 
Sublime  their  starry  frants  they  rear, 
And  gorgeous  dames  and  statesmen  old 
In  bearded  majesty  appear ; 
In  the  midst  a  fi>rm  divine, 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line, 
Her  lion-port,  her  awe-commanding  face,$ 
Attempered  sweet  to  virgin  grace. 
What  strings  symphonious  tremble  in  the  air! 
What  strains  of  vocal  transport  round  her  play! 
Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Taliessinlll  hear! 
They  breathe  a  soul  to  animate  thy  clay. 
Bright  rapture  calls,  and,  soaring  as  she  sings. 
Waves  in  the  eye  of  heaven  her  many-coloured 
wings. 

III.  3. 

"  The  verse  adorn  again. 

war,  and  faithful  love,f 


*Etaanorof  OMtllsdM  a  few  yean  after  the  eonqaeit  of 
Walsa  The  heroic  prooA  she  gave  of  her  aflecUoa  for  her 
ktd  IS  ntn  knowD.  The  monuments  of  his  regret  and  wot- 
nnr  fer  the  Ion  of  her  are  still  to  be  seen  at  Nocthamptoo, 
OsAflngton  Wakham,  and  otner  places. 

T  It  was  (he  common  belief  of  the  Weleh  nation,  (hat  Ung 
Aitbar  was  stlU  alive  In  Fairyland,  and  should  reium  again 
ID  raign  over  Britain. 

I  Both  Merlin  and  Taliealn  had  prophesied  that  the  Weleh 
riwuld  regale  their  sorereignt  j  over  thia  Ldand,  which  seemed 
to  bo  accompttehed  In  the  house  of  Tudor. 

I  Speed,  relating  an  audience  given  by  queen  E3izabeth  to 
Faal  Dsialineki,  ambassador  of  Poland,  says,  "And  thus  ebe^ 
non-Uke  riang,  daunted  the  malapert  orator  no  less  with  her 
stately  port  and  majcstical  dcponure,  than  with  the  lanneai 
sf  her  princelie  cheekea." 

ITiliesrin,  the  chief  of  the  bardfi,  flourished  !n  the  6lh  cen- 
lary.  Hli  wcHics  are  etill  preserved,  and  Lis  memory  held  in 
U^  veneration  among  his  countrymen. 

IFIeroe  wars  and  liiidifut  loves  shall  moralize  my  song. 
SpenterU  Poem  to  the  Fairy  Qtieen. 


And  troJi  severe,  b^  fidry  ficwm  drest. 

In  burinaed  measures  move* 

Pale  grief,  and  pleasing  pain. 

With  horrror,  tyrant  of  the  Uirobbiiig  breast 

A  voioet  as  of  the  chemb-choir 

GWes  from  blooming  E^len  bear. 

And  distant  warbling^  lessen  on  my  ear, 

That  lost  in  long  fbturity  expire. 

Fond  impious  man!  think'st  thou  yon  ">"p^lnt 

cloud, 
Raisdcl  by  thy  breath,  has  quenched  the  orb  of  day  ? 
To-morrow  he  repairs  the  golden  flood, 
And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray. 
Enough  for  me:  with  joy  I  see 
The  different  doom  our  fates  assign. 
Be  tliine  despair  and  sceptred  care ; 
To  triumph  and  to  die  are  mine." 
He  spoke,  and,  headlong  from  the  moontain'a 

height. 
Deep  in  the  roaring  tide,  he  plunged  to  endle  % 

night. 


ADVERTISERIENT. 
The  Author  once  had  thoughts  (in  concert  with  a  frleod)  cf 
giving  a  history  of  English  poetry.  In  the  hitroductlon  to  k 
he  meant  to  have  produced  aome  specimens  of  the  style  (hat 
reigned  in  ancient  times  among  the  neighbouring  nattona^  or 
thoee  who  had  subdued  the  greater  pert  of  this  Uand,  and 
were  our  progenitors :  the  fnllovdng  three  imitations  made  a 
pan  of  ihcm.  lie  aA^n^-ards  dropped  his  design ;  especially 
aAerhe  had  heard  that  it  was  already  in  the  hands  of  a  pema 
well  qualified  to  do  it  justice  both  by  hla  taste  and  his  resoaxch- 
es  into  antiquity. 

ODE  VIL 

THE   FATAL  SISTERS. 

From  the  Norse  tongue. 

To  he  found  in  the  Orcadet  of  Tkermodue  Tor- 
foBus,  BqfhuBj  KSlOf  folio  ;  and  oho  in  Bartho- 
liniu.     vat  er  orpUfyrir  Va^falli,  ($<, 

PREFACE. 

In  the  eleventh  century,  Sigurd,  Eari  of  the 
Orkney  islands,  went  with  a  fleet  of  ships,  and  a 
considerable  body  of  troops,  into  Ireland,  to  the 
assistance  of  Sigtryg  with  the  silken  Beard,  who 
was  then  making  war  on  his  father-in-law,  Brian, 
king  of  Dublin.  The  earl  and  tdl  his  forces  wcr« 
cut  to  pieces,  and  Sigtryg  was  in  danger  of  a  to- 
tal defeat ;  but  the  enemy  had  a  greater  kMs  by 
the  death  of  Brian,  their  king,  w)io  fell  in  the  ao- 
tion.  On  Christmas-day  (the  day  of  the  battle)  a 
native  of  Caithness,  in  Scotland,  saw,  at  a  dia- 
tance,  a  number  of  persons  on  homeback  ridi^^ 
full  speed  towards  a  hill,  and  seeming  to  enter  into 


*  Shakspeare.  tJClton. 

}  The  auccesrioo  of  the  poeti  after  BfiltOQ**  tbn-% 


GRAT8  WORKS. 


iL  CmUtylBdymloftlloir  thaD,till,loQUqg 
through  an  opening  in  Um  ffock,  be  mwtwvlve  gi- 
gtntic  liganB,  wurnhfing  women:  thej  wen  all 
cmpkyed  aboot  a  loom;  and  aa  thej  wofte,  thej 
eong  the  following  dreadful  aong,  wUcii,  when  thflj 
had  finiahed,  they  ton  the  web  into  twelve  pieoea, 
and  each  taking  her  portion,  galloped  az  to  the 
north,  and  aa  man j  to  the  aouth. 


Now  the  atorm  begina  to  lower, 
(Haate,  the  loom  of  hell  prepare,)     ^ 

Iron-aleet  of  arrowy  ahowei* 
Hortleit  in  the  darkened  air. 

Glittering  lanoea  are  the  loom 
Where  the  dusky  warp  we  atraiui 

Weaving  many  a  aoldier'a  doom, 
Orkney'a  wo  and  Randver'a  bane. 

See  the  grisly  texture  grow, 
('Tie  of  human  entrails  made,) 

And  the  weights  that  play  below 
Each  a  gisping  warrior's  head. 

Shafta  for  shuttles,  dipt  in  gore, 
Shoot  the  trembling  cords  along: 

Sword,  that  once  a  monarch  bore. 
Keep  the  tissue  close  and  strong, 

Mista,  black  terrific  maid ! 

Sangrida  and  Hilda  see, 
Join  the  wayward  work  to  aid ; 

'Tis  the  woof  of  victory. 

Ere  the  ruddy  sun  be  set 
Pikes  must  shiver,  javelins  sing. 

Blade  with  clattering  buckler  meet, 
Hauberk  crash,  and  helmet  ring. 

(Weave  the  crimson  web  of  war) 

Let  us  go,  and  let  us  fly, 
Where  our  friends  the  conflict  share, 

Whero  tliey  triumph,  where  they  die. 

As  the  paths  of  fate  we  tread. 
Wading  through  the  ensanguined  field, 

Gondula  and  Geira  spread 
O'er  the  youthful  king  your  ahield. 

We  the  reins  to  slaughter  give, 

Ours  to  kill  and  ours  to  spare : 
Spite  of  danger  he  shall  live : 

(Weave  the  crimson  web  of  war.) 

JVofc— The  Valkyrlur  were  female  dirlnltlefl^  aerranta  of 
Odtn  (or  Wodin)  In  the  €kKlilc  mythology.  Their  name  rig. ' 
nlfles  chooaera  of  the  alain.  Tlray  were  mounted  oo  swift 
hones,  with  drawn  iwonls  in  their  handa^  and  in  tlw  throng 
of  battle  selected  nich  oa  were  destined  to  daughter,  and  con> 
ducted  them  t»  Valknll.t,  (the  hall  of  Olin,  or  paradise  of  the 
tware,)  where  they  attended  the  banquet,  and  oenred  the  da- 
parted  heroes  with  horns  o(  mead  and  ale. 

'  How  quick  they  wheeled,  and  fl>ing,  behind  them  ahoC 
Hliarp  sleet  of  arrowy  sliuwcr.— JI/t/L  Par.  Reg,  ' 

.  Tha  noise  of  balUe  hunled  in  the  air.— Shak,  JuL  Cm,  \ 


Thej  whom  oooe  toe  deeert  beacA 
Puit  within  ita  bleak  domain, 

Soon  their  ample  sway  shall  stretdi 
O'er  the  plenty  of  the  plain. 

Low  the  dauntless  earl  is  laid. 
Gored  with  many  a  gaping  wound 

Fate  dwnanda  a  nobler  bead; 
Soon  a  king  shaQ  bite  the  ground. 

Long  hb  loas  shall  Erin*  weep, 
Ne'er  again  hb  likeneas  aee ; 

Long  her  strains  in  aomw  ileep^ 
Stimina  of  immortality  1 

Horror  eovers  all  the  heath, 
Ckxida  of  carnage  blot  the  ran: 

Sisters  1  weave  the  web  of  death: 
Sisten  I  cease,  the  work  b  donsL 

Hail  the  taak  and  hail  the  hands! 

Songs  of  joy  and  triumph  sing ; 
Joy  to  the  victorious  hands, 

Triumph  to  the  younger  king. 

Mortall  thou  that  hearest  the  tale 
Learn  the  tenor  of  our  aong; 

Scotland  through  each  winding  Tale 
Far  and  wide  the  notes  prolong. 

Sirten !  hence  with  spurs  of  speed ; 

EUich  her  thundering  falehkm  widd; 
Elach  bestride  her  sable  steed: 

Hurry,  hurry  to  the  field. 


ODE  VIII. 

THE  DESCENT  OF  ODIN. 
Fkom  the  NocM  tooguo. 

T\)  be  found  in  BartkoHnuSf  decauHt  an 
ntnda  morlU  HaanicB^  1689,  Quarto. 

Upnii  Odina  AOda  gaotr,  Ac. 

Up  roee  the  king  of  men  with  speed, 
And  saddled  straight  hb  coal-black  steed; 
Down  the  yawning  steep  he  rode 
That  leads  to  Hcla'st  drear  abode. 
Him  the  dog  of  darkness  ^piisd ; 
Hb  shaggy  throat  ho  ojwncd  wide. 
While  from  hb  jaws,  with  carnage  filled. 
Foam  and  human  gore  distilled : 
Hoarse  he  brays  with  hideous  din, 
Eyes  that  glow  and  fangs  that  grin, 


*  Ireland. 

t  Niflhelmr,  tha  hell  of  the  Gothic  natkm^  consUted  < 
worlds,  to  which  were  devoted  all  such  as  died  of  ale 
old  age,  or  by  any  other  mcara  than  in  battle ;  over  Upr 
Ilela  the  goddeoi  of  Deaili. 
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And  long  punaei  with  fhiiUeMyell 

The  &ther  of  the  powerful  epelL 

Onward  still  his  way  he  takee, 

(The  groaning  earth  beneath  him  ahakei^) 

Till  full  before  his  fearlees  eyes 

The  portals  nine  of  hell  arise. 

Right  against  the  eastern  gate, 
By  the  moss-grown  pile  he  sate, 
Where  long  of  yore  to  sleep  was  laid 
The  dost  of  the  prophetic  maid. 
Facing  to  the  northern  dime, 
Thrice  he  traced  the  Runic  rhyme, 
Thrice  pronounced,  in  accents  dread. 
The  thrilling  verse  that  wakes  the  dead. 
Tin  firom  out  the  hollow  ground 
Slowly  breathed  a  sullen  sound. 

Proph,  What  call  unknown,  what  charms  pre- 
sume 
To  break  the  quiet  of  the  tomb  1 
Who  thus  afflicts  my  troubled  sprite, 
And  drags  me  from  the  realms  of  night? 
Long  on  these  mouldering  bones  have  beat 
The  winter's  snows,  the  summer's  heat, 
7*he  drenching  dews  and  driving  rain  I 
Let  me,  let  me  sleep  again.  « 

Who  is  he,  with  voice  unblest, 
That  calls  me  firom  the  bed  of  resti 

Odiii,  A  traveller,  to  thee  unknown, 
Is  he  that  calls,  a  warrior's  son. 
Thou  the  deeds  of  light  shalt  know; 
Tell  me  what  is  done  below. 
For  whom  yon  glittering  board  is  spread, 
Diest  for  whom  yon  golden  bed  1 

Pnifh,  Mantling  in  the  goblet  see 
The  pure  beverage  of  the  bee^ 
O'er  it  hangs  the  shield  of  gold ; 
'TIS  the  drink  of  Balder  bold : 
Raider's  head  to  death  is  given ; 
Pain  can  reach  the  sons  of  Heaven! 
UnwilBng  I  my  lips  unclose : 
lieave  me,  leave  me  to  repose. 

Odin.  Onoe  again  my  call  obey: 
FropheCeM  arise,  and  say. 
What  dangers  Odin's  child  await, 
Who  the  author  of  his  fate? 

Propk.  In  Hoder's  hand  the  hero's  doom; 
His  brother  sends  him  to  the  tomb. 
Now  my  weary  lips  I  dose ; 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repose. 

Odin.  Prophetess!  my  spell  obey; 
Once  again  arise,  and  say, 
Who  the  avenger  of  his  guilt 
By  whom  shall  Hoder's  blood  be  spilt? 

Proph.  In  the  caverns  of  the  west, 
By  Odin's  fierce  embrace  oomprest, 
A  wondrous  boy  shall  Kinda  bear, 
Who  ne'er  shall  comb  his  raven  hair, 
Nor  wash  his  visage  in  the  stream. 
Nor  see  the  sun's  departing  beam, 

P 


Till  he  on  Hoder's  corse  shall  smile 
Flaming  on  the  funeral  pile. 
Now  my  weary  lips  1  close; 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  repose. 

Odin.  Yet  a  while  my  call  obey: 
Prophetess!  awake,  and  say. 
What  virgins  these,  in  speechless  wo^ 
That  bend  to  earth  their  solemn  brow, 
That  their  flaxen  tresses  tear, 
And  iniowy  veils  that  float  in  air? 
Tell  me  whence  their  sorrows  rose. 
Then  I  leave  thee  to  repose. 

Proph.  Ha !  no  traveller  art  thou ; 
ELing  of  men,  I  know  thee  now ; 
Mightiest  of  a  mighty  line 

OdiTi.  No  boding  maid  of  skill  divine 
Art  thou,  no  prophetess  of  good. 
But  mother  of  the  giant-brood  I 

Proph.  Hie  ihee  hence,  and  boast  at  home, 
That  never  shall  inquirer  come 
To  break  my  iron^eep  again 
Till  Lok*  has  burst  hu  tenfi>ld  chain ; 
Never  till  substantial  night 
Has  re-assumed  her  ancient  right, 
Till  vmipped  in  flames,  in  ruin  hurled, 
Sinks  the  fiibric  of  the  world. 


ODE  IX. 


TBB  TBIUMPH  OF  OWBN: 
A  Fragment. 

fVom  Air.  Evan't  tpeeimen  of  the  Welsh  poetrff. 
London^  1764,  Quarto. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

OWEN  loccMded  his  ftther  GrUHn  In  ths  prlndpalU/  of 
Nonh  WalM^  A.  D.  1120:  this  tattls  WM  near  foty  JMB 
aftttwaids. 

Owen's  praise  demands  my  song, 
Owen  swift  and  Owen  strong. 
Fairest  flower  of  Roderick's  stem, 
Gwyneth'st  shidd  and  Britain's  gem. 
He  nor  heaps  his  brooded  stores, 
Nor  on  all  profusdy  poun^ 
Lord  of  every  regal  art, 
Liberal  hand  and  open  heart. 


*  Lok  Is  ths  svU  befall;  who  oaodnoes  In  dttins  tffl  ths  fM<. 
l(fM  ^<to  ^ede  sppnsdMi^  when  he  diaU  teesk  his  bonds; 
the  homan  laee^  the  eian^  the  eon,  ibell  dieeppeer,  (he  esith 
rink  In  the  sbm^  and  flreeooeinne  the  iUee;e?en  Odin  hlm> 
eeU;and  htaUndreddBldei^riiallpeileh.  For  aikrther  ex* 
plenetioD  of  thle  mTthologj,  eee  JnindueiioH  a  P  Histoid 
d»  Dan9mar%  par  Men*.  MaOai.  \7b5,  Ho;  or  lather  a 
rruulaUan  of  h  pnbllihed  In  1770^  endenmlea  y»rthem  Ai^ 
Hqttiliu,  fak  which  eoms  mlKakee  bi  the  orlglnBi  an  fvil* 
dowl/ eonected. 

tNonhWaka 
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Big  with  hoiti  of  mighty  n&ma, 
SqaadroTui  three  against  him  cams; 
Thi>  the  force  of  Eirin  hiding; 
Side  by  ude  as  proudly  riding ; 
On  her  shadow  long  aiid  gay 
Lochlin*  ploughs  the  watexy  way; 
There  the  Norman  sails  afar, 
Catch  the  winds  and  join  the  war; 
Black  and  huge  along  they  sweep, 
Burthens  of  the  angry  deep. 

Dauntless  on  his  native  sands 
The  dragon  sont  of  Mom  stands; 
In  glittcrring  arms  and  glory  drest, 
High  ho  rears  his  ruby  crest : 
There  the  thundering  strokes  begin, 
There  the  press  and  there  the  din, 
Talymalfra's  rocky  shore 
Echoing  in  the  battle's  roar. 
Checked  by  the  torrent-tide  of  blood, 
Backward  Mcinai  roUs  his  flood, 
While,  heaped  his  master's  feet  around, 
Prostrate  warriors  gnaw  the  ground. 
Where  his  glowing  eyeballs  turn, 
Thousand  banners  round  him  bum ; 
Where  he  points  his  purple  spear. 
Hasty,  hasty  rout  is  there; 
Marking,  with  indignant  eye, 
Fear  to  stop  and  shame  to  fly: 
There  confusion,  terror's  child, 
Conflict  fierce  and  ruin  wild, 
Agony,  that  pants  for  breath, 
Despair  and  honourable  death. 


ODE  X. 


THE  DEATH  OF  BOEL. 


ftom  OmWcUi  of  Aneurim,  Styled  The  Bfonarch  of  thsBaidi 

UeJUmrished  about  the  time  of  TaliesstTij  A.  D.  570. 
This  Ode  is  extracted  from  the  Gododin. 

[See  Mr.  Eran^a  spedxnera^  pp.  71, 7X] 

Had  I  but  the  torrent's  might, 

With  headlong  rage,  and  wild  aflright. 

Upon  Deira's  squadrons  hurled, 

To  rush  and  sweep  them  from  the  world  1 

Too,  too  secure  in  youthful  pride, 

By  them  my  friend,  my  Hoel,  died. 

Great  Cian's  son ;  of  Madoc  old. 

He  asked  no  heaps  of  hoarded  gold ; 

Alone  in  nature's  wealth  arrayed. 

He  asked  and  had  the  lovely  maid. 

To  Cattraeth's  vale,  in  glittering  row, 
Twice  two  bundled  warriors  go ; 

*OeDnuu-k. 

1  The  red  Dragon  Is  the  dcrlce  of  CadwaUader,  which  all 
ftia  descendants  bore  on  iheir  bannen 


Every  warrior's  manly  neck 
Chains  of  regal  honour  deck, 
Wreathed  in  many  a  golden  link : 
From  the  golden  cup  they  dnnk 
Nectar  that  the  bees  produce, 
Or  the  grape's  ecstatic  juice. 
Flashed  with  mirth  and  hope  thety  biin\ 
But  none  from  Cattraeth's  vale  ntam. 
Save  AAron  brave,  and  Conan  sIxoDg, 
(Bursting  through  the  bloody  throng,) 
And  I,  the  meanest  of  them  all. 
That  live  to  weep  and  sing  their  fiilL 


ODE  XI. 
[for  music.] 

Pariormed  In  the  Senate-house^  Cambridge,  ld|y  1, 1M^ 
the  Inaiallation  of  hia  Giace  Angiwwa-Hify'yidBpy,  Dil 
of  Grafioi^  ChanceUorof  the  UolvsFrilj. 

I. 

"Hence,  avaunt!  (*Us  holy  ground,) 

Comus  and  his  midnight  crew. 
And  ignorance  with  looks  profound. 

And  dreaming  sloth  of  pallid  hoa, 
Mad  sedition's  cry  profane, 
Servitude  that  hugs  her  chain. 
Nor  in  these  consecrated  bowers. 
Let  painted  flattery  hide  her  seipent-titin  fa 

flowers, 
Nor  envy  base,  nor  creeping  gaii^ 
Dara  the  muse's  walk  to  stain, 
While  bright-eyed  science  watches  round: 
Hence  away  I  'tb  holy  ground." 

II. 

From  yonder  realms  of  empyrean  daj 

Bursts  on  my  ear  th'  indignant  lay; 

There  sit  the  sainted  sage,  the  burd  divme, 

The  few  whom  genius  gave  to  shine 

Through  every  unborn  age  and  undiscovered  dim 

Rapt  in  celestial  transport  they, 

Yet  hither  oft  a  glance  from  high 

They  send  of  lender  sympathy 

To  bless  the  place  where  on  Uieir  caning  Mml 

First  the  genuine  ardour  stole. 

'Twas  Milton  struck  the  dccp-toned  shell 

And,  as  the  choral  warblings  round  him  swell. 

Meek  Newton's  self  bends  from  his  state  subliffi 

And  nods  his  hoary  head,  and  listens  to  the  rhym 

III. 

**  Ye  brown  o'er-arching  groves ! 

That  contemplation  loves, 
Where  widowy  Camus  lingers  with  delight, 

Ofl  at  the  blush  of  dawn 

I  trod  your  level  lawn. 
Oft  wooed  the  gleam  of  Cynthia  nlver-bright 
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In  cJoliten  dim,  for  from  the  haunts  of  folly, 
With  freedom  by  my  ode  and  soft-eyed  melan- 
choly." 

IV. 

Bat  hark  (  the  portals  sound,  in  pacing  forth, 

With  solemn  steps  and  slow. 
High  potentates,  and  dames  of  royal  biith, 

And  mitred  fathers,  in  long  order  go : 
Ghvat  Edward,  with  the  lilies  on  his  brow^ 
From  haughty  Qallia  torn, 
And  sad  Chatillon,t  on  her  bridal  mom, 
That  wept  her  bleeding  love,  and  princely  Clare,t 
And  Anjou*s  heroine,)  and  the  paler  ro8c,ll 
The  rival  of  her  crown,  and  of  her  woes, 
And  either  HenrylT  there, 
The  muide*^  saint,  and  the  majestic  lord. 
That  broke  the  bonds  of  Rome. 
(Their  tears,  their  little  triumphs  o*er, 
Their  human  passions  now  no  more, 
Save  charity,  that  glows  beyond  the  tomb) 
AU  that  on  Granta*s  fruitful  plain 
Rich  streams  of  regal  bounty  poured. 
Anil  bade  those  awful  fanes  and  turrets  rise 
To  hail  their  Fitzroy's  festal  morning  come ; 
And  thus  they  speak  in  soft  accord 
The  liquid  language  of  the  skies: 

V. 
"  What  is  grandeur,  what  is  power? 
Heavier  toil,  superior  pain, 

*  Edwaid  DL  who  added  tho  Pleur  de  fy»  of  France  (o  the 
■RIM  of  England.    He  founded  Trinlty-Coltege. 

t  Ifary  de  Valenda,  Coomeas  of  Pembroke,  daughter  of  Guy 
ds  ChaiUkx^  Comte  de  8l  Paul  in  Ftance,ofwhointisdItioQ 
■iji  that  her  huiband,  Aodemanle  de  Valemio,  earl  of  Pern* 
hnka^  was  akin  at  a  tournament  on  the  day  of  his  nuptiala. 
flbe  waa  the  Ibundreas  of  Pembroke-College,  or  Ilall,  under  the 
mmi  of  Aula  Maria  de  Valentla. 

{  EUsabeth  de  Burg,  counteasof  dore^  was  wife  of  Jolin  de 
Bng^  son  and  heir  of  the  earl  of  Ubur,  and  daughter  of  Oil* 
biti  da  Cbra,  earl  of  CSloucester,  by  Joan  of  Acres,  dao^ter 
sf  EiSwaid  L  hence  the  poet  gives  her  the  epithet  of  princely. 
Bha  Ibanded  ClarB-hilL 

I  Maigam  of  Anjoo,  wife  ofHenzy  VL  founditsi  of  Queeni 
ObOege.  Hie  poei  has  celebrated  her  conjugal  fldellqr  In  a 
fecincr  ode. 

I  Blliabeth  Widrille,  wife  of  Edwardrv.  (hence  caDed  the 
pskrftasi^asbelrgofthehoaBBofYoriL)  She  added  to  the 
fcandailon  of  Blaigaret  of  Anjoa 

ff  Henry  VL  and  vnL  the  fanner  the  founder  of  King^  the 
the  graatest  benefactor  to  Trinity-College. 


What  the  bright  reward  we  gain  ? 
The  grateful  memory  of  the  good. 
Sweet  b  tho  breath  of  vernal  shower, 
The  bee's  collected  treasures  sweet, 
Sweet  music's  melting  fall,  but  sweeter  yet 
The  still  small  voice  of  gratitude." 

VI. 

Foremost,  and  leaning  from  her  golden  cloud, 

Tho  venerable  Margaret*  see! 
"  Welcome,  my  noble  son !"  she  cries  aloud, 

"  To  this  thy  kindred  train  and  me : 
Pleased  in  thy  lineaments  we  trace 
A  Tudor'st  fire,  a  Beaufort's  grace: 
Thy  liberal  heart,  thy  judging  eye. 
The  fiowcr  unheeded  shall  descry, 
And  bid  it  round  heaven's  altars  shed 
The  fragrance  of  its  blushing  head; 
Shall  raise  from  earth  the  latent  gem 
To  glitter  on  the  diadem. 

VII. 

"  Lo !  Granta  waits  to  lead  her  blooming  bond ; 

Not  obvious,  not  obtrusive,  she 

No  vulgar  pnuse,  no  venal  incense  flings. 

Nor  dares  with  courtly  tongue  refined 

Profane  thy  inborn  royalty  of  mind: 

She  reveres  herself  and  thee. 

With  modest  pride  to  grace  thy  youthful  brow 

The  lauroat  wrcatht  that  Cecil  wore  she  brings, 

And  to  thy  just,  thy  gentle  hand 

Submits  the  fasces  of  her  sway; 

While  spirits  blest  above,  and  men  bebw. 

Join  with  glad  voice  the  loud  symphonious  lay. 

VIII. 

"  Through  the  wild  waves,  as  they  roar, 
With  watchful  eye,  and  dauntless  mien, 
Thy  steady  course  of  honour  keep, 
Nor  fear  the  rock  nor  seek  the  shore : 
The  star  of  Brunswick  smiles  serene. 
And  gilds  the  horrors  of  the  deep." 


*  Counten  of  Richmond  and  Derfty,  the  mother  of  Ileniy 
VIL  foundress  of  8l  John's  and  Christ's  CoDegesL 

t  The  Counten  was  a  Deaufort,  and  married  to  a  Tudor, 
hence  the  apfdicatloo  of  this  line  to  the  duJce  of  Graflca  wlis 
claims  deacent  from  both  theas  iamiUp^ 

t  Lord  utaaurer  Burleigh  was  chancelkir  of  the  Vnivrnay 
In  the  reign  of  queen  EUsabeth. 
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S^UKtlUinittt. 


A  LONG  STORY. 


ADTCRTISEMENT. 

Mr.  Qnj*B  Elegy,  prevkMi  to  Its  publication, 
■bout  In  Ma  and  had,  amongK  other  admiral^  the  lady  Cbb- 
ham,  who  rerided  In  the  manalon-hooae  at  Stoke-Fcfdai  The 
performance  indudng  her  to  whh  for  the  author^  acqndnt* 
ance,  laily  Hchaub  and  Mln  Speed,  then  at  her  houaa^  under- 
took to  ImnNluce  her  to  It  Thew  two  ladiea  waited  upon  the 
autlior  at  liia  aunt'i  aoliuuy  habltadon,  where  he  at  that  time 
realded,  and  not  finding  liim  at  home,  they  left  a  card  behind 
lliem.  Mr.  Gray,  eurprieed  at  auch  a  compliment,  returned 
the  Tieit ;  and  oi  the  fcieginnins  of  thia  Interooum  bora  aome 
appearance  of  romance^  he  gave  tlie  humocoua  and  Urdy 
aooount  of  It  wliich  the  Long  Story  containa. 

In  Britain*8  isle,  no  matter  where, 
An  ancient  pile  of  building  stands;* 

The  Huntingdons  and  Ilattons  there 
Elmployed  the  power  of  fairy  hands. 

To  raise  the  ceilings  fretted  height, 
Each  panncl  in  achievements  clothing, 

Rich  windows  that  exclude  the  light, 
And  passages  that  lead  to  nothing. 

Full  oft  within  the  spacious  walls. 
When  he  had  fifty  winters  o'er  him, 

My  grave  lonl-keepert  led  the  brawls: 
The  seal  and  maces  danced  before  him. 

His  bushy  henxd  and  shoe-strings  green. 
His  high-crowned  hat  and  satin  doublet, 

Moved  the  stout  heart  of  England's  queen, 
Though  pope  and  Spaniard  could  not  trouble  it 

What,  in  the  very  first  beginning, 

Shame  of  the  versifying  tribe! 
Your  history  whither  are  you  spinning? 

Can  you  do  nothing  but  describe  1 

A  house  there  is  (and  that's  enough) 
From  whence  one  fatal  morning  issues 

A  brace  of  warriors,t  not  in  buff". 
But  rustling  in  their  silks  and  tissues. 

*  The  mansion-house  at  Stolce-Pogela,  then  in  poaaeaaion  of 
vlacounteflB  Cobham.  The  style  of  building  which  we  now 
can  queen  Elizabeih'a^  b  here  admirably  dncribed,  both  with 
regard  to  Its  beauties  and  defects;  and  the  third  and  fourth 
gumaas  delineate  the  (kntastic  manners  of  her  time  with 
equal  truth  and  humour.  The  house  formerly  belonged  to 
the  earis  of  Huntingdon  and  the  family  of  Hattoa 

t  Sir  ChrUnophcr  Hatton,  promoted  by  Queen  Elizabeth  for 
bis  graceful  person  and  flne  dancing.  Brawls  were  a  sort  of 
a  fieure-dance  then  in  vogue,  and  probably  deemed  as  elegant 
m  our  modem  cotillions,  or  still  more  modem  quadriUea, 

tThe  reader  is  alreadv  apprised  who  theae  ladies  were;  the 


The  first  came  eap-d-pie  from  Fnnoe^ 
Her  conquering  destiny  fulfilling. 

Whom  meaner  beauties  eye  askance, 
And  vainly  ape  her  art  of  killing. 

The  other  Amazon  kind  Heaven 
Had  armed  with,  spirit,  wit,  and  satire; 

But  Cobham  had  the  polish  given. 
And  tipped  her  arrows  with  good-nature. 


her; 
httl 


To  celebrate  her  eyes,  her  air^ 
Coarse  panegyrics  would  but 

Melina  is  her  nom  de  gverrtt 
Alas!  who  would  not  vrish  to 


With  bonnet  bliie  and  capuchine, 
And  aprons  long,  they  hid  their  armour, 

And  veiled  their  weapons  bright  and  keen 
In  pity  to  the  country  farmer. 

Fame  in  the  shape  of  Mr.  P — t,^ 
(By  this  time  all  the  parish  know  it) 

Hiid  told  that  thereabouts  there  luriLed 
A  wicked  imp  they  called  a  poet. 

Who  prowled  the  country  far  and  near, 
Bewitched  the  children  of  the  peasants, 

Dried  up  the  cows  and  lamed  the  deer, 
And  sucked  the  eggs  and  killed  the  phcasani 

My  lady  heard  their  joint  petition, 
Swore  by  her  coronet  and  ermine, 

She*d  issue  out  her  high  comnusmon 
To  rid  the  manor  of  such  vermin. 

The  heroines  undertook  the  task ; 

Through  lanes  unknown,  o*er  stiles  they  ve 
tured. 
Rapped  at  the  door,  nor  stayed  to  ask, 

But  bounce  into  the  parlour  entered. 

The  trembling  family  they  daunt, 

They  flirt,  they  sing,  they  laugh,  they  tattle. 
Rummage  his  mother,  pinch  his  aunt, 

And  up  stairs  in  a  whirlwind  rattle. 

Each  hole  and  cupboard  they  explore. 
Each  creek  and  cranny  of  his  chamber. 


two descriptlona  are  pretUly  contrasted;  and  nothing  can 
more  happily  turned  than  the  compliment  to  lady  Gohbasa 
the  dghth  atanza. 

*  I  liave  been  told  that  thia  gentleman,  a  neighbour  sad 
qalntance  of  Mr.  Gray's  In  the  country,  was  much  dlapIsM 
at  the  liberty  here  taken  with  his  name^  yet  surely  iriila 
any  great  reaaoo. 


MISCELLANIES. 


Ran  hanj  wcanj  round  the  floor, 
And  o'er  the  bed  and  teeter  clamber; 

Into  the  drawers  and  china  pry, 
Papers  and  books,  a  huge  imbrogtio  I 

Under  a  tea-cup  ho  might  lie, 
Or  creased  like  dog's  ears  in  a  folio. 

On  the  first  marching  of  the  troops, 
The  muses,  hopeless  of  his  pardon. 

Conveyed  him  underneath  their  hoops 
To  a  small  closet  in  the  garden. 

So  rumour  says,  (who  will  believe  1) 

But  that  they  left  the  door  a-jar, 
Where  safe,  and  laughing  in  his  deeye 

He  heard  the  distant  din  of  war. 

Short  was  Ms  joy ;  he  little  knew 
The  power  of  magic  was  no  fiible ; 

Out  of  the  window  wisk  they  fiew, 
But  left  a  spell  upon  the  table. 

The  words  too  eager  to  unriddle. 
The  poet  felt  a  strange  disorder; 

Transparent  birdlime  formed  the  middle, 
And  chains  invisible  the  border. 

80  cunning  was  the  apparatus. 

The  powerful  pothooks  did  so  move  him, 
rhat  will  he  nill  to  the  great  house 

He  went  as  if  the  devil  drove  him. 

Vet  on  his  way  (no  sign  of  grace, 

For  folks  in  fear  are  apt  to  pray) 

ToPhcsbus  he  preferred  hiscaA, 

And  begged  his  aid  that  dreadful  day. 

• 

The  godhead  would  have  backed  his  quarrel: 
But  with  a  blush,  on  recollection, 

Owned  that  his  quiver  and  his  laurel 
'Ghiinst  feur  such  eyes  were  no  protection. 

The  court  was  sat,  the  culprit  there : 
Forth  from  their  gloomy  mansions  creeping, 

The  lady  Janes  and  Jones  repair. 
And  from  the  gallery  stand  peeping; 

Such  as  in  silence  of  the  night 

Come  (sweep)  along  some  winding  entry, 
(Styack*  has  often  seen  the  sight) 

Or  at  the  chapel-door  stand  sentry; 

In  peaked  hoods  and  mantle  tarnished, 
Sour  visages  enough  to  scare  ye. 

High  dames  of  honour  once  that  garnished 
The  drawing-room  of  fierce  queen  Maryl 

The  peeress  comes:  the  audience  stare. 
And  doff  their  hats  with  due  submission; 

61ie  courtesies,  as  she  takes  her  chair, 
To  all  the  people  of  conditbn. 


'  Tho  house  keeper. 

8»* 


The  bard  with  many  an  artful  fib 

Had  in  imagination  fenced  him. 
Disproved  the  arguments  of  Squib,* 

And  all  thatGroomt  could  urge  agunst  itha. 

But  soon  his  rhetoric  forsook  him 
When  he  the  solemn  hall  had  seen ; 

A  sudden  fit  of  ague  shook  him ; 
He  stood  as  mute  as  poor  Macleane.t 

Yet  something  he  was  heard  to  mutter, 
**  How  in  the  park,  beneath  an  old  tree, 

(Without  design  to  hurt  the  butter, 
Or  any  malice  to  the  poultry,) 

He  once  or  twice  had  penned  a  sonnet. 
Yet  hoped  that  ho  might  save  his  bacon : 

Numbers  would  give  their  oaths  upon  it. 
He  ne'er  was  for  a  conjuror  taken." 

The  ghostly  prudes,  with  haggedf  face, 
Already  had  condemned  the  dnner : 

My  lady  rose,  and  with  a  grace 
She  smiled,  and  bid  him  come  to  dinner.ll 

"  Jesu-Maria !  Madam  Bridget, 
Why,  what  can  the  viscountess  mean !" 

Cried  the  square  hoods,  in  woful  fidget ; 
**  The  times  are  altered  quite  and  clean  I 

"  Decorum's  turned  to  mere  civility  I 
Her  air  and  all  her  manners  show  it : 

Commend  me  to  her  affability ! 
Speak  to  a  commoner  and  poet  1" 
[Here  500  stanzas  are  lost.] 

And  so  Grod  save  our  noble  king. 
And  guard  us  from  long-winded  lubbers, 

That  to  eternity  would  sing, 
And  keep  my  lady  from  her  rubbers. 


ELEGY 
WRIITEN  IN  A  CX)UNTRY  CHURCnTARa 

The  curfew  tollsIT  the  knell  of  parting  day. 
The  lowing  herd  wind  slowly  o'er  the  lea, 

The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way, 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 

"TheMewaid.  tOroom  of  the  chamber. 

X  A  famoua  highwayman,  hanged  the  week  befbie. 

I  Bagged,  {.e.  the  face  of  a  witch  or  hag.  The  epithet  Aof^ 
gard  has  heen  aometi Jiea  mistaken  as  conveying  the  auns 
idea,  hut  It  meana  a  veiy  diflerent  thing,  viz.  wlU  and  CkTouch^ 
and  li  taken  from  an  unrrdalmed  hawk  called  a  haggard. 

I  Hera  the  «ory  finiahea;  the  ezclaroatkm  of  the  g^oM^ 
which  foUow%  li  characteriailc  of  the  Spanlrii  mannera  of  Uis 
age  when  they  an  luppoied  to  hare  U*ed,  and  *iie  GflO  ita» 
SM  Mid  to  beloet,  may  be  Imagined  to  contain  the  remalnd* 
of  their  long-winded  ezpoitalatlon . 

f  — «iuUadlkmtaDO 
Cbs  paial  gkxno  planger,  cfaaai  mnoi^ 

Dante  FurgoL It 


GRAY'S  WORKS. 


Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  tight, 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stUIncss  holda, 

Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  ffight. 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  iblds ; 

Save  that  firom  yonder  ivy-mantled  tower 
The  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 

Of  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower, 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  ycw-4ree*s  shade, 
Where  heaves  the  turfin  many  a  mouldering  heap, 

E^h  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 

The  breezy  call  of  incense-breathing  mom, 
The  swallow  twittering  from  the  straw-built  shed, 

The  cock's  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn. 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 

For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hearth  shall  bum. 
Or  busy  housewife  ply  her  evening  care ; 

No  children  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return, 
Or  climb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  share. 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  their  sickle  yield. 
Their  furrow  od  the  stubborn  globe  has  broke ; 

How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  team  afield  1 
How  bowed  the  woodsbeneaththcir  sturdy  stroke. 

Let  not  ambition  mock  their  useful  toil. 
Their  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure : 

Noi  grandeur  hear  with  a  disdainful  smile 
The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  poor. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth,  e'er  gave, 

Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour : 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  ye  proud  1  impute  to  these  the  fault. 
If  memory  o'er  their  tomb  no  trophies  raise, 

Where  thro'  the  long  drawn  aisle  and  fretted  vault, 
The  pealing  anthem  swells  the  note  of  praise. 

Can  storied  um  or  animated  bust 

Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  1 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 

Or  flattery  sooth  the  dull  cokl  ear  of  death  1 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire ; 

Hands  tiiat  the  rod  of  empire  might  have  swayed. 
Or  waked  to  ccstacy  the  living  lyre. 

But  knowledge  to  their  eyes  her  ample  page. 
Rich  with  the  spoils  of  tune  did  ne'er  unroll ; 

Chill  penury  repressed  their  noble  rage. 
And  froze  tlie  genial  current  of  the  soul. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene 
The  dark  unfathomed  caves  of  ocean  bear; 

Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen, 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 


Some  village-IIampden,  tlud  with  dauntlea  brau 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood, 

Some  mute  inglorious  Milton,  here  may  rest, 
Some  Cromwell,  guiltless  oi  his  country's  blood 

The  applause  of  listening  senates  to  commaiMl, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise. 

To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiling  land, 
And  read 'their  history  in  a  natioD's  eyes^ 

Their  lot  forixide ;  nor  circumscribed  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confined 

Forbade  to  wade  through  slaughter  to  a  throney 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind ; 

Tlie  struggling  pangs  of  conscious  truth  to  hids^ 
To  quench  the  blushes  of  ingenooos  shamfl^ 

Or  heap  the  shrine  of  luxury  and  pride 
With  incense  kindled  at  the  muse's  flame. 

Far  from  the  madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife,* 
Their  sober  wishes  never  learned  to  stray ; 

Along  the  cool  sequestered  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  waj. 

Yet  e'en  these  bones,  from  insult  to  protect 
Some  frail  memorial  still  erected  nigh, 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapdess  sculptur 
decked 
Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 

Their  name,their  ycars,8pclt  by  the  unlettered  nniH 
The  place  of  fame  and  elq^  >upply, 

And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strews, 
That  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 

For  who  to  dumb  forgctfulncss  a  prey 
This  pleasing  anxious  being  e'er  resigned. 

Left  the  warm  precincts  of  the  cheerful  day. 
Nor  cast  one  longing  lingering  look  behhid  1 

On  some  fond  breast  the  parting  soul  roUes, 
Some  pious  dro{)s  the  closing  eye  requires; 

E'en  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  naturo  cries. 
E'en  in  our  ashest  live  their  wonted  fires. 

For  thee,  who,  mindful  of  the  unhonoured  dead, 
Dost  in  these  lines  their  artless  tale  relate, 

If  chance,  by  lonely  contemplation  led. 
Some  kindred  spirit  shall  inquire  thy  fate, 

Haply  some  hoary-headed  swain  may  say, 
"  Oft  have  we  seen  him,  at  the  peep  of  dawn, 

Brashing  with  hasty  steps  the  dews  away, 
To  meet  the  sun  u)>on  the  upland  lawn. 


*  This  port  of  the  elegjr  differs  fh>m  the  fint  copy,    Tb 
following  stanza  was  excluded  with  the  other  alteruions : 
Ilarlc  I  how  the  mcml  calm,  tliat  breathes  around, 

Bids  every  fleroe  tumultuous  paa^o  ceasi^ 
In  Ktill  small  accents  whispering  from  the  ground 
A  grateful  eameet  of  eternal  peace, 
r  €7h'i  veggio  nel  pen^ier,  dolce  mio  fuocov 
Fredda  una  lingua,  et  due  begli  occhi  chiufl 
lUmaner  droppo  noi  pien  diikville.— PefrareA^  9on,  261 
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*  Then,  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  heach, 
That  wieatha  its  old  fantastic  root  so  high, 

Hmb  listless  length  at  noon-tide  would  he  stretch, 
And  pore  apon  the  brook  that  babbles  by. 

"  Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  in  scorn, 
Mattering  his  wayward  fimcies,  he  woald  zore ; 

Kow  drooping,  woftd  wan !  like  one  forlorn, 
Or  crazed  with  care,  or  crossed  in  hopeless  love. 

"*  One  mom  I  missed  him  on  the  accastomed  hill, 
Along  the  heath,"*  and  near  his  fiiv'rite  tree; 

Another  came ;  nor  yet  beside  the  rill, 
Nor  ap  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood,  was  he : 

*  The  next,  with  diiges  dae,  in  sad  array, 

Slow  throagh  the  charchway-path  we  saw  him 
borne: 
Approach,  and  read  (for  thoa  canst  read)  the  lay 
Graved  on  the  stone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn.'*! 

EPITAPH. 

Herk  rests  his  head  apon  the  lap  of  earth, 
A  yoath  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown : 

Fair  science  frowned  not  on  his  humble  birth, 
And  melancholy  marked  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  hb  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere ; 

Hea?»ui  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send ; 
Bfl  gave  to  misery  all  he  had,  a  tear; 

He  gained  fiom  Heaven  ('twas  all  he  wished)  a 
friend. 

No  further  seek  his  merits  to  disclose. 

Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 

(There  they  alike  in  trembUng  hope  reposel) 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 


EPITAPH. 

ON  tfR&  BIARY  CLARKE.I 

liol  where  *his  silent  marble  weeps, 
A  friend,  a  wife,  a  mother,  sleeps ; 


*  Mr.  Gray  fbrgot,  when  he  displaced,  by  the  prBoecfing 
sunm,  hie  beniUftil  deecrlptlon  of  the  evoolng  haxmt,  the 
isfciiimi  10  H  which  he  had  here  left: 

BIm  bavs  we  seen  the  greenwood  dde  along, 

WhQe  o'er  the  heath  we  hied,  our  labour  done^ 
Oft  as  the  woodlarfc  piped  her  (are well  eoDg, 
Wkh  wtatful  eyea  pursue  the  aettlng  sun. 
t  In  ths  earlj  editlom  the  following  lines  were  added^  bat 
As  psrantheali  was  thought  too  long: 

There  acattered  oft,  the  earlier  of  the  year, 

By  handa  onaeen,  are  ahowcre  of  riolets  fimnd; 
Ita  redbreast  lores  to  build  and  warble  there^ 
And  little  ibotsteps  lightly  print  the  ground, 
f  — —  PaTentoea  spema.    Pttrarch,  Son, 
^TVb  hdy,  the  wife  of  Dr.  Clarke,  phjralclan  at  Epaon, 
AprU  2rt]i,  1707,  and  la  burled  In  the  church  of  BaeksD* 


A  heart,  within  whose  sacred  ceU| 

The  peaceful  virtues  loved  to  dwell: 

AffecUon  warm,  and  faith  sincere. 

And  soft  humanity  were  there. 

In  agony,  in  death,  resigned. 

She  felt  the  wound  she  left  behind. 

Her  infant  image  here  below 

Sits  smiling  on  a  father's  wo. 

Whom  what  awaits  while  yet  he  strays 

Along  the  lonely  vale  of  days  1 

A  pang,  to  secret  sorrow  dear, 

A  sigh,  an  unavailing  tear. 

Till  time  shall  every  grief  remove 

With  life,  with  memory,  and  with  bve 


TRANSLATION  FROM  STATIUa 

Third  in  the  labours  of  the  disc  came  on. 
With  sturdy  step  and  slow,  Hippomedon; 
Artful  and  strong  he  poised  the  well-known  weight 
By  Phlegy  as  warned,  and  fired  by  Mnestheos*  fate^ 
That  to  avoid,  and  this  to  emulate. 
His  vigorous  arm  he  tried  before  he  fiung. 
Braced  all  his  nerves  and  every  sinew  strung. 
Then  with  a  tempest's  whirl  and  wary  eye 
Pursued  his  cast,  and  hurled  the  orb  on  high ; 
The  orb  on  high,  tenacious  of  its  course. 
True  to  the  mighty  arm  that  gave  it  force. 
Far  overleaps  all  bound,  and  joys  to  seo 
Its  ancient  lord  secure  of  victory : 
The  theatre's  green  height  and  woody  wall 
Tremble  ere  it  precipitates  its  fall ; 
The  ponderous  mass  sinks  in  the  cleaving  ground, 
While  vales  and  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound, 
As  when  from  Etna's  smoking  summit  broke, 
The  eyeless  Cyclops  heaved  the  craggy  rock, 
Where  ocean  frets  beneath  the  dashing  oar. 
And  parting  surges  round  the  vessel  roar ; 
'Twas  there  he  aimed  the  meditated  harm. 
And  scarce  Ulysses  'scaped  his  giant  arm. 
A  tiger's  pride  the  victor  bore  away, 
With  native  spots  and  artful  labour  gay, 
A  shining  border  round  the  margin  rolled, 
And  calmed  the  terrora  of  his  claws  in  gold. 
Gambridge^  Uay  8th,  173tt. 


GRAY  OF  HIMSELF. 

Too  poor  for  a  bribe,  and  too  proud  to  importiint| 
He  had  not  the  method  of  making  a  fortune : 
Coold  love  and  could  hate,  so  was  thought  somo* 

thing  odd; 
No  very  great  wit,  he  believed  in  a  God : 
A  post  or  a  pension  he  did  not  desire, 
But  left  chcirch  and  state  to  Charles  Townsenl 

and  Squire. 
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Kixt  Hffe  of  9tr*  3^Mta  Hejittie* 


DvL  Jameb  Beattie  was  bom  at  Laurencekirk, 
fat  the  county  of  Kincardine,  Scotland,  on  the  25th 
day  of  October,  1735.  His  father,  who  was  a 
fiurmer  of  no  considerable  rank,  is  said  to  have  had 
a  turn  for  reading  and  for  versifying :  but,  as  he 
died  in  1742,  when  his  son  James  was  only  seven 
years  of  age,  he  could  have  had  no  great  share  in 
forming  his  mind. 

James  was  sent  early  to  the  only  school  his  birth- 
place afforded,  where  he  passed  his  time  under  the 
instruction  of  a  tutor  named  Milne,  whom  he  used 
to  represent  "  as  a  good  grammarian,  and  tolerably 
dulled  in  the  Latin  language,  but  destitute  of  taste, 
as  well  as  of  some  other  qualifications  essential  to 
a  good  teacher."  Ho  is  said  to  have  preferred 
Ovid  as  a  school-author,  whom  Mr.  Beattie  after- 
wards gladly  exchanged  for  Virgil.  Virgil  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  read  with  great  delight  in 
Ogilvy*s  and  Dryden's  translations,  as  he  did  Ho- 
mer in  that  of  Pope ;  and  these,  with  Thomson's 
Seasons  and  Milton's  Paradise  Lost,  of  all  which 
he  was  very  early  fond,  probably  gave  him  that 
taste  for  poetry  which  he  afterwards  cultivated  with 
■o  much  success.  He  was  already',  according  to 
his  biographer,  inclined  to  make  verses,  and  among 
his  school-fellows  went  by  the  name  of  the  Poet. 

At  this  school  he  made  great  proficiency,  by 
unremitting  diligence,  which,  he  was  sensible,  was 
the  only  stock  he  could  command ;  and  he  appear- 
ed to  much  advantage  on  his  entering  Marischal 
College,  Aberdeen,  in  1749,  where  he  obtained  the 
lint  of  those  bursaries  left  for  the  use  of  students, 
whoee  parents  are  unable  to  support  the  entire 
expenses  of  academical  education.  Here  he  first 
■tndied  Greek  under  principal  Thomas  Blackwell, 
author  of  the  Inquiry  into  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  Homer ;  Letters  concerning  Mythology ;  and 
Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  Augustus ;  a  teacher, 
who,  with  much  of  the  austerity  of  pedantry,  was 
Kind  to  his  diligent  scholars,  and  found  in  Mr. 
Beattie  a  disposition  worthy  of  cultivation  and  of 
patronage.  The  other  professor,  with  whom  Mr. 
Beattie  was  particularly  connected,  was  Dr.  Alex- 
ander Gerard,  author  of  the  Genius  and  Eviden- 
ces of  Christianity ;  Essays  on  Taste  and  Genius ; 
and  other  works.  Under  these  gentlemen,  his 
f  iroficicncy,  both  at  college  and  during  the  vaca- 
tions, was  very  exemplary,  and  he  accumulated  a 
much  more  varioun  stock  of  general  knowledge 
than  is  usual  with  young  men  whoso  destination 


is  the  church.  The  delicacy  of  his  health  lequir 
ing  amusement,  he  found,  as  he  supposed,  all  that 
amusement  can  give  in  cultivating  his  musical  ta- 
lents, which  were  very  considerable.  But  then 
is  reason  to  think  that  his  hours  of  relaxation  were 
too  few,  and  that  tlie  earnestness  with  which  he 
dissuaded  his  son  from  excessive  study,  arose  from 
his  repenting  that  he  had  not  paid  more  attention 
to  the  exercises  which  promote  health. 

The  only  science  in  which  he  made  no  extraor- 
dinary proficiency,  and  to  which  he  even  seemed 
to  have  a  dislike,  was  mathematics.  In  this,  in- 
deed, he  performed  the  requisite  tasks,  but  waa 
eager  to  return  to  subjects  of  taste  or  general  lite* 
raturo.  In  every  other  branch  of  academical  stu- 
dy, he  never  was  satisfied  with  what  he  learned 
within  the  walls  of  the  college. 

In  1753,  having  gone  through  every  preparatory 
course  of  study,  he  took  the  degree  of  master  of 
arts,  the  only  one  attainable  by  students  (except 
of  medicine)  in  any  of  the  universities  of  Scotland. 
The  first  degree  of  bachelor  is  not  known,  and 
tliat  of  doctor  of  laws  or  divinity  is  usually  bo- 
stowed  on  application,  at  any  time  of  life  after 
leaving  college,  without  the  necessity  of  keeping 
tcnns.  Mr.  Beattie,  therefore,  at  this  time  tech- 
nically finished  his  education,  and  had  a  profession 
to  seek.  He  had  hitherto  been  supported  by  the 
generous  kindness  of  an  elder  brother ;  bat  he  waa 
anxious  to  exonerate  his  family  from  any  farther 
burden.  With  this  laudable  view,  there  being  a 
vacancy  for  the  office  of  schoolmaster  and  porisb* 
clerk,  to  the  parish  of  Fordoun,  adjoining  to  Lau- 
rencekirk, he  accepted  the  appointment  August  6^ 
1753.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  he  performed 
the  duties  of  this  situation  with  punctuality,  but  it 
was  neither  suited  to  hb  disposition,  nor  advan- 
tageous to  his  progress  in  life.  The  emolumenta 
were  very  scanty,  the  site  remote  and  obscure ;  and 
there  was  nothing  in  it  to  excite  emulation  or  gra- 
tify the  ambition  which  a  young  man,  conscioub  as 
he  must  have  been  of  superior  powers  and  know- 
ledge, might  indulge  without  presumption.  He 
obtained  in  this  place,  however,  a  few  friends,  par- 
ticularly Lord  Gardcnstown,  and  Lord  Monbod- 
do,  who  distinguished  him  with  encouraging  no- 
tice ;  and  his  imagination  was  delighted  by  the 
beautiful  and  sublime  scenery  of  the  place,  which 
he  appears  to  have  contemplated  with  the  eye  of  a 
poet.    tliB  leisure  hours  he  employed  on  some 
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poetical  attein|)U,  which,  as  they  were  publislied  in 
the  Scots  Magazine,  witli  hin  initials,  and  some- 
times with  his  {ilaco  of  aboile,  must  have  contri- 
buted to  make  him  yet  more  known  and  rr8))ected. 

The  church  of  Scotland  was  at  this  time  the 
usual  resource  of  well  educated  young  men,  and 
with  tlieir  academical  stores  in  full  memory,  there 
were  few  diflicultiea  to  be  surmountetl  before  tlieir 
entrance  on  the  sacred  oflicc.  Although  this 
church  ])rescnts  no  temptations  to  ambition,  Mr. 
Beattie  ap{)ears  to  have  regarded  it  as  the  only 
means  by  which  he  could  obtain  an  independent 
rank  in  life ;  and  with  his  diligence,  was  confident 
that  tlie  transition  from  the  studies  of  philosophy 
and  ethics  to  that  of  divinity,  would  \>e  easy.  He 
returned,  therefore,  during  tlie  winter  to  Marischal 
College,  and  attended  the  divinity  U>ctures  of  Dr. 
Robert  Pollock,  of  that  college,  and  of  professor 
John  Lumsden,  of  King's,  and  (lerformed  the  ex- 
ercises required  by  the  rules  of  Itoth.  One  of  his 
fellow-students  inforuMxl  Sir  Willi;^un  Forties,  that 
during  their  attendance  at  the  divinity-hall,  he 
heard  Mr.  Beattie  deliver  a  discourse,  which  met 
with  much  commendation,  but  of  which  it  was  re- 
marked by  the  audience,  that  he  spkc  )X)etry  in 
prose. 

While  the  church  seemed  his  only  proi«pect,  and 
one  which  he  never  contemplated  with  satisfaction, 
although  few  young  men  lived  a  more  pious  and 
regular  life,  there  occurred,  in  1757,  a  vacancy  for 
one  of  the  masters  of  the  grammar-school  of  Alier- 
deen,  a  situation  of  considerable  inifKirtance  in  all 
respects.  The  school,  which  \»  a  i:ublic  founda- 
tion, is  conducted  by  a  rector,  or  head  master,  and 
three  subordinate  masters;  the  whole  Is  in  the 
patronage  of  the  magistrates  of  the  city,  who  are, 
however,  governed  in  their  choice  by  the  issue  of 
a  Tcry  severe  trial  of  the  candidate's  ability,  ear- 
ned on  by  the  professors  of  the  university.  On 
this  occasion,  ^Ir.  Beattie  was  advised  to  l»ecome ' 
a  candidate;  but  he  was  diffident  of  his  qualifica- 
tions, and  did  not  think  himself  so  fully  possessed . 
of  the  grammatical  niceties  of  the  Latin  language,^ 
as  to  be  able  to  answer  readily,  any  queiition  that' 
might  be  put  to  him  by  older  and  more  exi)erienced 
judges.  In  every  part  of  his  life,  it  may  be  here 
observed,  Beattie  ap{)ears  to  have  formed  an  exact 
estimate  of  his  own  talents;  and  in  the  present 
inslunet*  he  failecl  just  where  he  exp(»ct<^d  to  fail, 
rather  in  the  circumstantial  than  tlie  es.sential  re- 
qniiiitert  lor  the  situation  to  which  he  aspired.  The 
othei  cnndiilute  was  accordintrly  ])referred.  But 
Beaitie's  attempt  was  attcndiHl  with  so  little  loss 
of  n-putation,  that  a  si'cond  vacancy  occurring  a 
Irw  months  {il\er,  and  two  caiuIiiKites  npiH'aring, 
U4h  nnqiiiilirii'tl  tor  the  otVice,  it  w.is  prc-^i'iitod  to' 
him  hv  liie  in.uMstrates  in  themost  hanilNome  man-' 
net.  ^^lllll•lll  lhi<  Torm  of  a  tri.d,  and  he  imniedi- 
^\i'\\  ritii  II  il  u|Ki|i  ii  ni  juni',  KJ»S.     1  le  was  now 


in  the  midst  of  literary  society,  and  had  easy  u5» 
cess  to  bodLs,  and  his  colloquial  talents  daily  in* 
creased  the  nuiuber  of  his  friends.  His  emda- 
ments  were  not  great,  but  his  situation  had  a  con- 
sequence in  the  opinion  of  the  public,  which  to  so 
young  a  man  was  not  a  little  flattering. 

He  had  not  long  been  an  usher  at  this  school  be- 
fore he  published  a  vdume  of  poems.  An  author*! 
first  ap{)earancc  is  always  an  imjwrtant  era.  Mr. 
Bcattie's  was  certainly  attended  with  circumstances 
that  are  ndt  now  common.  This  volume  was  an- 
nounced to  the  public  in  a  more  humble  manner 
than  the  present  state  of  Uterature  is  thought  to 
demand  in  similar  cases.  On  the  10th  of  March. 
1760,  not  the  volume  itself,  but  Proposals  for  print* 
ing  original  Poems  and  Translations  were  issued. 
The  ]K>ems  appeared  accordingly  on  the  16th  of 
February,  1761,  and  were  published  both  in  Lon- 
don and  Edinburgh.  They  consisted  partly  of 
original  composition,  and  })artly  of  the  pieces  ibf- 
merly  ])rinted  in  the  Scots  Magazine,  but  altered 
and  corrected;  a  practice  which  Beattie  carried 
almost  to  excess  in  all  his  poetical  works. 

The  praise  bestowed  on  this  volume  was  xaj 
flattering.   The  English  critics  who  then  diaipensed 
the  rewards  of  literature,  considered  it  as  an  to- 
quisition  to  the  repubhc  of  letters,  and  pronounced 
that,  since  Mr.  Gray  (whom  in  their  opinion  Mr. 
Beattie  had  chosen  for  ha  model)  they  had  not  met 
with  a  ]x)et  of  more  harmonious  numbers,  ntora 
])Ieasing  imagination,  or  more  spirited  expression. 
This  verdict  they  endeavoured  to  confirm  by  ex- 
tracts from  the  Ode  to  Peace,  and  the  Triumph  of 
Melancholy.     But  notwithstanding  praises  which 
so  evidently  tended  to  give  a  currenc3'to  the  poems, 
and  which  were  probably  re[>eated  with  eage^ 
ness  by  the  friends  who  had  encouraged  the  )rub- 
lication,  the  author,  u()on  more  serious  consident- 
tion,  was  so  dissatisfied  with  this  volume  as  to 
destroy  every  copy  he  could  procure.     Nor  wsi 
this  a  sudden  or  splenetic  humour  in  BinLttie. 
Some  years  afler,  when  Ids  taste  and  judgment 
liecame  fully  matured,  he  refused  to  acknowledge 
above  four  of  them;  namely,  Retirement,  Ode  to 
Hojie,  Elegy  on  a  Lady,  and  the  Hares,  and  these 
he  almost  re- wrote  before  he  would  permit  them 
to  be  printed  with  the  Minstrel. 

But  notwithstanding  the  lowly  opinion  of  thi 
author,  these  poems,  during  their  first  circulation, 
which  was  chiefly  in  manuscript,  contributed  st 
much  to  the  general  reputation  he  acquired,  that 
he  was  considered  as  an  honour  to  his  countr}', 
and  deserving  of  a  higher  rank  among  her  fa- 
voured sons.  Accordingly  a  vacancy  happening 
in  Marischal  College,  his  friends  made  such  earn- 
est applications  in  his  behalf,  that  in  Seplend)er; 
1700,  he  was  apfwinted  by  the  royal  patent  pro- 
fessor of  philosophy.  His  department  in  this  ho- 
nourable oflicc  extended  to  moral  xihilosophy  and 
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^;  and  it  tdded,  in  his  mind,  a  very  affecting 
importance  to  it,  that  his  was  the  last  couree  of  in- 
ftruction  previous  to  the  students  leaving  college, 
and  dispersing  themselves  in  the  world. 

This  promotion  was  sudden  and  unexpected; 
and  it  may  be  supposed  that  a  youth  of  twenty- 
five  must  have  been  ill  prepared  to  give  a  course 
of  lectures,  and  a  train  of  instructions  on  subjects 
which  had  been  but  imperfectly  treated  by  veteran 
philosophers.  Yet  it  b  evident  from  Ids  printed 
works,  that  most  of  the  subjects  wliich  belong  to 
his  province,  had  been  familiarized  to  him  by  a  long 
course  of  reading  and  thinlpng,  and  that  he  had 
ytjy  early  accustomed  himself  to  composition;  and 
it  is  highly  probable  that  he  brouglit  into  the  pro- 
fessor's chair,  such  a  mass  of  materials,  as  could 
with  very  little  trouble  be  moulded  into  shape  for 
his  immediate  purpose.  It  is  certoin,  however, 
that  such  was  his  diligence,  and  such  his  love  of 
those  studies,  that  within  a  few  years  he  was  not 
only  enabled  to  deliver  an  admirable  course  of  lec- 
tures on  moral  philosopliy  and  logic,  but  also  to 
prepare  for  the  press  those  works  on  which  his 
tune  rests;  all  of  which,  there  is  some  reason  to 
think,  were  written,  or  nearly  written,  Iwforc  he 
gave  the  world  the  result  of  his  philosophical  stu- 
dies in  the  cMebrated  Ensay  or.  Truth.  It  may  be 
added  likewise,  that  the  rank  he  had  at  this  time 
attained  in  the  university  entitled  him  to  associate 
more  on  a  level  with  Roid  and  with  Cantpbell,  with 
Gerard  and  with  Gregory,  men  whose  opinions 
were  in  many  points  congenial,  and  who  have  all 
bsen  hailed  by  the  sister  country  among  the  revi- 
vers of  Scotch  literature.  With  the  gentlemen 
already  mentioned,  and  a  few  others,  he  formod  a 
aodety,  or  club,  for  the  discussion  of  literary  and 
philooophical  subjects.  A  part  of  their  entertain- 
VMnt  was  the  reading  a  short  essay,  composed  by 
jiich  member  in  his  turn.  It  is  supposed  that  the 
warlu  of  Reid,  Campbell,  Beattie,  Gregory,  and 
Gerard,  or  at  least  the  outlines  of  them,  were  first 
fiscoased  in  this  society,  cither  in  the  form  of  es- 
askjs,  or  of  a  question  for  familiar  conversation. 

In  1765,  Mr.  Beattie  published  the  Judgment 
of  Paris,  a  poem,  in  4to.  Its  design  was  to  prove 
that  virtue  alone  is  capable  of  affording  a  gratifica- 
tion adequate  to  our  whole  nature ;  the  pursuits 
of  ambition  or  sensuality  promising  only  partial 
happiness,  as  being  adapted  not  to  our  whole  con- 
atitution,  but  only  to  a  part  of  it.  The  reception 
of  this  poem,  however,  was  unfavourable,  and  al- 
though ho  added  it  to  a  new  addition  of  his  poems 
in  1766,  yet  it  was  never  again  reprinted,  and  even 
nis  biographer  has  declined  reviving  its  memory 
by  an  extract. 

Although  he  had  acquired  a  station  in  which 
his  talents  were  displayed  with  great  advantage, 
and  commanded  a  very  high  degree  of  respect,  the 
Miblication  of  the  E^ay  on  Truth  was  the  great 
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era  of  his  life;  for  this  work  carried  his  fame  far 
beyond  all  local  bounds  and  local  partialities.  U  is 
not,  however,  necessary  to  enter  minutely  into  the 
history  of  a  work  so  well  known. 

When  this  work  was  completed,  so  many  diffi- 
culties occurred  in  procuring  it  to  he  published| 
that  his  friends,  Sir  William  Forbes  and  Mr.  Ar- 
buthnot,  were  obliged  to  become  the  purchasers, 
unknown  to  him,  at  a  pric«  with  which  they 
thought  he  would  bo  satisfied.  Sir  William  ac- 
cordingly wrote  to  him  that  the  manuscript  was 
sold  for  fifty  guineas,  as  the  price  of  the  first  edi- 
tion. In  a  very  grateful  letter  addressed  to  his 
friends,  he  answered  that  "  the  price  really  ex- 
ceeded his  warmest  expectations." 

The  first  edition  of  this  essay  was  published  in 
an  octavo  volume,  in  1770,  and  bought  up  with 
such  a\idity  that  a  second  was  called  for,  and  pub- 
lished in  the  following  year.  The  interval  was 
short,  but  as  the  work  had  excited  the  public  at- 
tention in  an  extraordinary  degree,  the  result  of 
the  public  opinion  had  reached  the  author's  ear, 
and  to  this  second  edition  he  added  a  postscript,  in 
vindication  of  a  certain  degree  of  warmth  of  which 
he  had  been  accused. 

The  Essay  on  Truth,  whatever  objections  weis 
made  to  it,  (and  it  met  with  very  few  public  oppo- 
nents,) had  a  more  extensive  circulation  than  pro- 
bably any  work  of  the  kind  ever  published.  This 
may  be  partly  attributed  to  the  charms  of  that 
popular  style  in  which  the  author  conveyed  his 
sentiments  on  subjects  which  his  adversaries  had 
artfully  disguised  in  a  metaphysical  jargon,  the 
meaning  of  which  they  could  vary  at  [tleasure;  but 
the  eagerness  with  which  it  was  sought  arosa 
chiefly  from  the  just  praise  bestowed  upon  it  by 
the  most  distinguished  friends  of  religion  and  learn- 
ing in  Great  Britain.  With  many  of  these,  of 
high  rank,  both  in  church  and  state,  the  author 
had  the  satisfaction  of  dating  his  acquaintance 
from  the  publication  of  this  work.  There  appear- 
ed, indeed,  in  the  public  ih  general,  an  honourable 
wish  to  grace  the  triumph  of  sound  reasoning  over 
pernicious  sophistry.  Hence,  in  less  than  four 
years,  five  large  editions  of  the  Essay  were  sold. 
It  was  translated  into  several  foreign  languages, 
and  attracted  the  notice  of  many  eminent  persons 
in  France,  Germany,  Holland,  Italy,  and  other 
parts  of  the  continent. 

Among  other  marks  of  respect,  the  University 
of  Oxford  conferred  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws 
on  the  author ;  and  on  his  second  arrival  in  Lon- 
don, he  was  graciously  received  by  the*  king,  wlk# 
bestowed  a  pension  on  him,  and  admitted  him  i%P 
a  private  conference.  It  was  in  July,  1771,  that 
Dr.  Beattie  first  visited  London,  and  commenced 
a  personal  acquaintance  with  men  of  the  highest 
eminence,  with  Lord  Mansfield  and  Lord  Lyttel- 
ton,  Drs.  Hurd,  Portcus,  Johnson,  Mr   Bnxkm 
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Uce  of  it.  It  was  objected,  alao,  that  the  senti 
ment  of  the  first  stoiiza  appealed  too  close  a  copj 
from  a  ]«Magc  in  Gray*s  celebrated  elegy;  and  le- 
veral  linos  were  pointed  out  as  unequal,  and  in- 
consistt^nt  with  the  general  mevure,  or  with  the 
dignity  of  the  subject  These  objections  appear 
to  have  coincided  with  tlie  author  s  reconsideration: 
and  he  not  only  ado{)ted  various  alterations  re- 
commended by  his  friends,  particularly  by  Mr. 
Gray,  but  intn»duced  others,  which  made  the  sub- 
Hequrnt  editions  of  his  poems  far  more  perfect  than 
the  first.  > 

The  Minstrel,  however,  in  its  first  form,  con- 
tained so  many  passages  of  genuine  poetry,  the 
(Kictry  of  nature  and  of  feeling,  and  was  so  eagerly 
applaudtnl  by  those  whose  right  of  opinion  was  in- 
cuiitcstaMe,  that  it  soon  ran  through  four  editions; 
and  in  177-1,  tlic  author  produced  t!ie  second  book. 
This,  although  of  a  more  ]ihilosophicaI  cast,  and 
less  ricli  in  those  descriptions  which  appeal  to 
with  a  view  to  promotion :  and  he  was  likewido !  every  heart,  yet  contained  imagery  so  noble,  and 
of  opinion  that  it  might  have  the  apijcarance  of  so  many  proofs  of  the  "  lively,  jJastic  iraagination,' 


uid,  indeed,  the  whole  of  the  literary  society, 
whose  oonversations  have  been  so  pleasantly  de- 
tailed by  Mr.  Boewell.  He  return&d  to  Scotland 
with  a  mind  elevated  and  cheered  by  the  praise, 
the  kindness,  and  the  patronage  of  the  good  and 
gwat. 

Soon  after  his  visit  to  London,  he  was  solicited, 
by  a  very  flattering  proposal,  sent  through  the 
hands  of  Dr.  Porteus,  to  enter  into  the  church  of 
England.  A  similar  oifer  had  been  made  some 
time  before,  by  the  Archbishop  of  York,  but  de- 
clined. It  was  now  renewed  with  more  imjmrtu- 
nity,  and  produced  from  him  the  inifiortant  reasons 
which  obliged  him  still  to  decline  an  offer  wliich 
he  could  not  but  consider  as  "  great  and  generous." 
By  tlicsc  reasons,  conmmnicatetl  in  a  letter  to  Dr. 
l*orteus,  we  fuid  that  he  was  a|)])n?hriisive  of  the 
injury  that  might  he  done  to  the  cause  he  had  es- 
poused, if  his  enemies  should  liave  any  ground  for 
;rting  tliat  he  had  written  his  l^ssay  on  Truth, 


levity  and  insincerity,  and  even  of  want  o(  princi- 
ple, were  he  to  quit,  without  any  other  apparent 


as  to  [)lacc  the  author  in  the  first  ranks  of  modem 
l)oetry.    As  the  success  of  the  second  book  was 


motive  than  that  of  l)cttering  his  circumstances,  j  not  inferior  to  that  of  the  first,  it  was  the  general 
the  church  of  which  ho  had  unifurnily  lx%n  a  wish  that  the  author  would  fulfil  bis  promise  by 
member.  Other  reasons  he  assignetl,  on  this  oc-  completing  the  interesting  subject ;  but  the  in- 
casion,  of  some,  but  less  weight,  all  whicli  pre-  creasing  business  of  education,  the  cares  of  a 
vailed  on  his  friends  to  desist  from  fartlier  soUcita-  family,  and  the  state  of  his  health,  originally  deii- 
tion,  while  they  honoured  the  motives  by  wliich  cate,  and  never  robust,  deprived  him  of  the  timt 


he  was  infiucneed.  In  the  same  year  he  refused 
the  offvj  of  a  ])rofeR8or*8  chair  in  the  University 
of  Edinburgh,  considering  his  present  situation  as 
best  adapted  to  his  habits  and  to  his  usefulness, 


and  thought  which  he  conndcred  as  requisite.  In 
1777,  however,  he  was  induced  to  publish  the  two 
parts  of  the  Minstrel  together,  and  to  add  a  lew 
of  his  juvenile  poems.     In  his  advertisement  he 


and  appn-heniliiig  that  the  formation  of  a  new  so-  informs  us,  that  "  they  are  all  of  which  he  is  will- 
eiety  of  friends  might  not  be  so  easy  or  agreeable ;  ing  to  be  considered  as  the  author."  About  this 
In  a  place  where  the  enemies  of  his  princi[ilos  were  time  some  |K>ems  wero  ascrilxxl  to  him  which  he 


numerous.     To  some  of  his  friends,  however,  these 
reasons  did  not  appear  very  sound. 

Although  Mr.  Beattie  had  seemingly  withdrawn 
his  claims  as  a  poet,  by  canceling  as  many  co[)ies 


never  wrote ;  and  those  pieces  which  he  wished  to 
consign  to  oblivion,  were  publislied  by  persons  who 
hoix'd  to  profit  by  tho  established  fiune  of  the 
author. 


of  his  juvenile  attempts  as  he  could  procure,  he  During  the  preceding  year,  (1776)  he  prepaird 
was  not  so  unconscious  of  his  talents,  as  to  relin-  fur  the  press  a  new  edition  of  the  Essay  on  Troth^ 
quish  what  was  an  early  and  favourite  pursuit,  i  in  a  more  elegant  form  than  it  had  hitherto  worn, 
and  in  which  ho  had  probably  passed  some  of  his  and  attended  with  circumstances  of  public  estcen 
most  delightful  hours.  A  few  months  after  the  which  were  very  flattering.  The  subscription  nKV 
appearance  of  the  Essay  on  Truth,  he  published :  ney  was  a  guinea,  but  we  arc  not  certain  that  sub* 
the  first  book  of  the  Minstrel,  in  4to,  but  without  scrilvrs  were  Hinited  to  that  sum.  The  list  of  sub- 
his  name.  In  consequence  of  tliifl  omission,  the  scrilw»rs  amounted  to  four  hundred  and  seventy- 
poem  was  examined  with  all  that  rigour  of  criticism  •  six  nami^,  of  men  and  woiw^n  of  the  first  rank  in 


which  may  ]>e  expected  in  the  case  of  a  work,  for 
"^hich  the  author's  name  can  neither  afford  protec- 
tion  nor  apology.     He  was  praiseil  for  having 


life,  and  of  all  the  distinguished  literary  cbaracteis 
of  tlie  time.  The  copies  pubscril)ed  for  amounted 
to  srven  hundre«l  and  thirty  two,  so  that  noineon- 


adopted  the  measure  of  Sj^nser,  because  he  had  siderablc  sum  must  have  accrued  in  this  delicate 
tho  happy  enthusiasm  of  that  writer  to  support  i  manner  to  the  author.  Dr.  Beattie  was  by  no 
SJid  render  it  agreeable ;  but  objections  were  made  I  means  rich ;  liis  pension  was  only  two  hundrca 
Uy  the  limitation  of  his  plan  to  the  profession  of  the  |  pounds,  and  the  annual  amount  of  his  professor- 
Minstrel,  when  so  much  superior  interest  might 'ship  never  reached  that  sum. 
be  excited  by  carrying  him  m  through  the  prac^ '     The  Essays  added  to  this  volume,  and  which 
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ho  afterwards  printed  eeparatelj  in  octavo,  were 
on  Poetry  and  Munc:  on  Laughter  and  Ludi- 
crous Composition ;  and  on  the  Utility  of  Classical 
Ijeaming.  The  first,  which  was  written  in  1762, 
Irhen  the  author  had  only  reached  his  twenty- 
seventh  year,  evinces  a  great  fund  of  reading,  and 
such  acquaintance  with  ancient  and  modem  litcrar 
toze,  and  such  discrimination  in  objects  of  criticism, 
ts  are  rarely  found  in  persons  of  that  age. 

During  a  visit  to  the  metropolis,  in  1784,  Dr. 
Beattie  submitted  to  the  Bishop  of  London,  with 
whose  friendship  he  had  long  been  honoured,  a 
part  of  a  work  which  at  that  prelate's  desire  he 
published  in  178G,  entitled,  Evidences  of  the  Chris- 
tian Religion  briefly  and  plainly  stated,  2  vols. 
ISmo.  This  likewise  formed  part  of  his  con- 
cluding lectures  to  his  class,  and  he  generally  dic- 
tated an  abstract  of  it  to  them  in  the  course  of  the 

In  the  preface  to  his  Dissertations,  he  intimated 
a  design  of  publishing  the  whole  of  Ids  Lectures 
on  Moral  Science,  but  from  this  he  was  diverted. 
He  was  encouraged,  however,  to  present  to  the 
public,  in  a  correct  and  somewhat  enlaiged  form, 
tb/t  abstract  which  he  used  to  dictate  to  his  scho- 
laiB.  Accordingly,  in  1790;  he  published  Mb  Ele- 
ments of  Moral  Science,  vol.  i.  8vo. 

In  vol.  ii.  there  occurs  a  dissertation  against  the 
dave  trade,  which  the  author  informs  us  he  wrote 
in  1778,  with  a  view  to  a  separate  publication. 
He  exposed  the  weak  defences  set  up  for  that 
abominable  traffic  with  great  acutencss,  and  thus 
hid  the  honour  to  contribute  to  that  mass  of  con- 
liction,  which  at  length  became  irresistible,  and 
delivered  the  British  nation  from  her  greatest  ro- 
proach. 

To  the  second  volume  of  the  Transactions  of 
(he  Royal  Society  of  Edinbu^h,  published  in  1790, 
be  contributed  Remarks  on  some  Passages  of  the 
Sixth  Book  of  the  .£neid.  This  was,  in  fiict,  a 
dissertation  on  the  Mythology  of  the  Romans^  as 
poetically  described  by  Virgil,  in  the  episode  of 
llie  descent  of  .£neas  into  hell;  and  his  object 
m»  to  vindicate  his  favourite  poet  from  the  charge 
of  impiety,  &c  brought  against  him  by  Warburton 
and  others.  In  the  same  year  he  is  said  to  have 
aoperintended  an  edition  of  Addison's  periodical 
papers,  published  at  Edinburgh,  in  4  vols.  8vo. 
In  this,  however,  he  contributed  only  a  few  notes 
to  Tickell's  Life  of  Addison,  and  to  Dr.  Johnson's 
nmarks.  It  were  to  be  wiihed  he  had  done  more; 
Addison  never  had  a  warmer  admirer,  nor  a  more 
mocessful  imitator.  He  always  recommended 
Addison's  style  to  his  pupils,  and  it  is  evident 
firom  the  whole  of  his  works  that  it  was  his  own 
model. 

In  1794,  appeared  the  lost  work  our  author  oom- 
pQMd,  and  its  history  requires  some  notice  of  his 
family.    In  1767,  he  married  Miss  Maiy  Dun, 


daughter  of  Dr.  James  Dun,  rector  or  head  mastei 
of  the  grammar  school  of  Aberdeen,  a  man  ol 
great  personal  worth,  and  an  excellent  classical 
scholar. 

With  this  lady  Dr.  Beattie  enjoyed  for  many 
years  as  much  felicity  as  the  married  state  can  af- 
ford; and  when  she  visited  London  with  him,  she 
shared  amply  in  the  respect  paid  to  him,  and  in 
the  esteem  of  his  illustrious  friends.  By  her  ho 
had  two  sons,  James  Hay,  so  named  from  the  Earl 
of  Errol,  one  of  his  old  and  steady  friends;  and 
Montague,  from  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Montague,  in 
whose  house  Dr.  Beattie  frequently  resided  when 
in  London.  While  these  cliildren  were  very 
young,  Mrs.  Beattie  was  seized  with  an  indiBposi- 
tion,  which,  in  spite  of  all  care  and  skill,  termi- 
nated in  the  painful  necessity  of  separation  from 
her  husband.  The  care  of  the  children  now  de- 
volved on  the  father,  whose  sensibility  received 
such  a  shock  from  the  melancholy  insanity  alluded 
to,  as  could  only  be  aggravated  by  an  apprehen- 
sion that  the  consequences  of  Mrs.  Beattic's  dis- 
order might  not  be  confined  to  herself.  This 
alarm,  which  often  preyed  on  his  spirits,  proved 
happily  without  foundation.  His  children  grew 
up  without  the  smallest  appearance  of  hereditary 
evil;  but  when  they  had  just  begun  to  repay  his 
care  by  a  display  of  early  genius,  sweetness  of  tem- 
per and  filial  affection,  he  was  compelled  to  re- 
sign them  both  to  an  untimely  grave.  His  eldest 
son  died  November  19,  1790,  in  his  twenty-second 
year;  and  his  youngest  March  14,  1796,  in  his 
eighteenth  year.  The  death  of  the  latter  was  oc- 
casioned by  a  rapid  fever.  The  suddenness  of  the 
shock  made  it  more  deeply  felt  by  the  father,  as 
he  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  loss  of  the  eld- 
est, who  was  taken  from  him  by  the  "slow  process 
of  consumption. 

Soon  after  the  death  of  James  Hay,  his  father 
drew  up  an  account  of  his  Life  and  Character;  to 
which  were  added,  Elssays  and  Fragments,  written 
by  this  extraordinary  youth.  Dr.  Beattie  was  tS" 
terwards  induced  to  permit  the  Life  and  some  of 
the  Essays  and  Fragments  to  be  printed  for  pub- 
lication. The  Life  is  a  mo^  interesting  and  af- 
fecting narrative.  It  is  impoMible,  indeed,  to  con- 
template without  emotion  the  exquisite  tendemeai 
of  an  affectionate  and  mourning  parent,  soothing 
himself  by  the  remembrance  of  filial  piety  and 
departed  excellence,  and  humbly,  yet  fondly,  en- 
deavouring to  engage  the  sympathies  of  the  world 
of  a  genius  that  might  have  proved  one  ot  ita 
brightest  ornaments. 

After  the  loss  of  this  amiable  youth,  who  la 
1787  had  been  appointed  successor  to  his  father,  and 
had  occasionally  lectured  in  the  professor's  chair, 
Dr.  Beattie  resumed  that  employment  himself,  and 
continued  it,  although  with  intervals  of  sicknesi 
and  depresrion,  until  tho  imex^ted  death  of  hif 
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Kcond  and  \aM  child,  in  1796.  Hit  bopei  of  a 
luooeHor  of  hia  name  and  family,  had  probably 
been  re^'ived  in  this  youth,  who  exhiMtcd  many 
proolf  of  eariy  genius,  and  for  some  tiooe  bcfi^re  his 
death  had  proeecuted  his  studies  with  great  aai- 
duity.  But  here  too  he  was  compcnod  again  to 
fubscribe  to  the  uncertainty  of  all  human  proa* 
pects.  Great,  however,  as  the  affliction  was,  it 
would  be  pleasing  to  be  able  to  add  that  he  ac- 
quiesced with  pious  rrfignation,  and  laid  hold  on 
the  hopes  he  knew  so  well  how  to  recommend,  and 
which  yet  might  have  cheered,  if  not  gladdened 
his  declining  life.  But  from  this  period  he  began 
to  withdraw  from  society,  and  brooded  over  the 
sorrows  of  his  family,  tintil  they  overpowered  his 
feelings,  and  alistnirted  him  from  all  the  comforts 
of  friendnhip  and  all  powers  of  consolation.  Of 
the  state  of  his  mind,  Sir  William  Forbes  has 
given  an  instance  so  touching,  that  no  apology 
can  be  necessary  for  introdudng  it  here. 

'*  The  death  of  his  only  surviving  child  com- 
pletely unhinged  the  mind  of  Dr.  Beattie,  the  first 
symptoms  of  which,  ere  many  days  had  elapsed, 
was  a  temporary  but  almost  total  loss  of  memory, 
respecting  his  son.  Many  times  he  could  not  re- 
collect what  had  become  of  him:  and  after  search- 
ing in  every  room  in  the  house,  he  would  say  to 
his  neice,  Mrs.  Glcnnie,  *  You  may  think  it  strange, 
but  I  must  ask  you  if  I  have  a  son,  and  where  he 
bl"  She  then  felt  herself  under  the  painful  ne- 
cesrity  of  bringing  to  his  recollection  his  son  Mon- 
tague's suiTcrings,  which  always  restored  him  to 
reason.  And  he  would  often,  with  many  tears, 
express  his  thankfulness  that  he  had  no  child,  say- 
ing, *  How  could  I  have  borne  to  see  their  elegant 
minds  mangled  with  madness!"  When  he  looked 
for  the  last  time,  on  the  dead  body  of  his  eon,  he 
said  *  I  have  now  done  with  the  world  :*  ho  ever 
after  seemed  to  act  as  if  he  thought  so." 

The  last  three  years  of  his  life  were  passed  in 
hopeless  solitude,  and  he  even  relinquished  his 
correspondence  with  many  of  those  remote  friends 
vnth  whom  he  had  long  enjoyed  the  soothing  in- 
terchange of  elegant  sentiment  and  friendly  at- 
tachment. His  health,  in  this  voluntary  confine- 
ment, gradually  decayed,  and  extreme  and  pre- 
mature debility,  occasioned  by  two  paralytic 
strokes,  terminated  his  good  and  useful  life  on  the 
Idth  day  of  August,  1803.  His  reputation  was  so 
well  founded  and  so  extensive,  that  he  was  uni- 
versally lamented  as  a  loss  to  the  republic  of  let- 
ters, and  particularly  to  the  University  to  which 
he  had  been  so  long  a  public  benefactor  and  an 
honour. 

Of  his  general  character  a  fair  estimate  maybe 
formed  from  his  works,  and  it  is  no  small  praise 
'fiat  his  life  and  writings  were  in  strict  conformity 
with  each  other. 

Whatever  reputation  Dr.  Beattie  enjoyed  firom 


his  philosophical  and  critical  woika,  his  praise  was 
yet  higher  in  all  the  personal  ?elatioDB  of  pubfic 
and  private  lifis.  His  exoelleQce  as  an  instructor 
may  be  gathered  firom  his  printed  works ;  but  it  re- 
mains to  be  added,  that  few  men  have  exceeded 
him  in  anxious  and  kind  attentions  to  his  pupils. 
It  was  hb  practice,  while  they  were  under  hb  care, 
to.invite  them  by  small  parties  to  hb  house,  and 
unbend  hb  mind  in  gay^onversation,  encouraging 
them  to  speak  with  familiarity  on  common  topics, 
and  to  express  their  doubts  with  freedom  on  any 
subjects  connected  with  their  studies. 

None  were  more  affected  by  hb  melancholy  re- 
treat from  society,  than  those  who  could  recollect 
him  in  hb  happier  days  of  health  and  hope.  Ha 
I  had  a  keen  relish  for  sodal  intercourse,  and  was 
I  n.*markably  cheerful  and  communicative.  It  has 
not  yet  been  mentioned,  but  it  noay  be  obacrved 
from  various  parts  of  hb  writings,  that  he  had  a 
turn  for  humour,  and  a  quick  sense  of  the  ridico- 
bus.  Thb,  however,  was  so  chastened  by  the  ele- 
gance of  hb  taste,  and  the  benevolence  of  hb  dis- 
|xwition,  that  whatever  fell  firom  him  of  that  kind 
was  devoid  of  coarseness  or  asperity.  In  conv^ 
sation  he  never  endeavoured  to  gain  superiority, 
or  to  compel  attention,  but  contrived  to  take  his 
just  share,  without  seeming  to  interrupt  the  loqua- 
city of  others.  He  had,  however,  what  most  men 
have  who  are  jealous  of  their  reputation,  a  degree 
of  reserve  in  promiscuous  company,  which  he  en- 
tirely discarded  among  those  whom  he  loved  and 
in  whom  he  confided. 

In  London  it  b  yet  remembered  that  hb  collo- 
quial talents  were  much  admired,  and  no  doubt 
procured  him  a  long  continuance  of  those  friend- 
ships with  men  of  rank,  which  are  rarely  to  be 
preserved  without  something  more  than  the  mere 
possession  of  genius.  Hb  modest  and  engaging 
manners  rendered  him  equally  acceptable  to  the 
courtly  and  elegant  Mansfield,  and  to  the  rough 
and  unbending  Johnson.  To  Mrs.  Montague's 
literary  parties  he  was  ever  most  acceptable ;  and 
he  lived  with  the  then  bbhop  of  London,  with  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds,  and  with  Mr.  Burke,  on  terms 
of  the  easiest  intimacy.  If  flattery  could  have 
spoiled  him,  he  had  enough ;  as  in  England,  for 
whatever  reason,  hb  character  always  stood  high- 
er even  than  in  hb  own  country. 

Dr.  Beattie's  person  was  rather  above  the  mid- 
dle size.  Hb  countenance  was  very  mild,  and  his 
smile  uncommonly  placid  and  benign.  Hb  eyes 
were  remarkably  piercing  and  expressive,  and 
there  was  a  general  composure  in  hb  features 
which  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  has  given  admirabl; 
in  the  picture,  which  has  been  engraven  for  hb 
life  by  Sir  WiUiam  Forbes. 

Hb  frame  was  apparently  stout,  and  even  ro- 
bust, but  thb  certainly  was  not  the  case.  Its  ori- 
ginal conformati0n  may  have  been  that  of  strength 
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IX 


and  vigour;  but  ha  had  frequent  interruptions 
fimn  ricknen,  at  a  verj  early  period  of  life.  As 
lie  advanced  he  discovered  aU  the  delicate  and  va- 
letodinary  temperament  of  genius.  At  the  age 
of  forty-five  he  had  the  walk  and  manner  and  pre- 
cautions that  are  usually  observable  at  sixty,  and 
was  much  afflicted  with  head-ache,  and  other 
ijymptoms  that  are  commonly  called  nervooiL 


The  Life  of  Dr.  BeaUie  published  by  Sir  Wil- 
liam Forbes,  exhibits  him  in  the  character  of  an 
epistolary  writer.  His  letters  embrace  a  very  large 
portion  of  the  literary  history  of  his  time,  but  it 
may  be  doubted  whether  they  have  always  the  ease 
and  vivacity  which  are  expected  in  this  department 
of  composition. 
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THE  PROGRESS   OF   GENIUS 


PREFACE. 

The  design  was,  to  trace  the  progrcn  of  a  poeti- 
riJ  genius,  born  in  a  rude  ago,  from  the  first  dawn- 
ing of  fancj  and  reason,  till  that  period  at  wliich 
be  may  be  supposed  capable  of  appearing  in  the 
world  as  a  Minstrel,  that  is,  an  itinerant  Poet  and 
Musician: — a  character  which,  according  to  the 
notions  of  our  forefathers,  was  not  only  respecta- 
ble, but  sacred. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate  Spenser  in  the 
measure  of  his  verse,  and  in  the  harmony,  simpli- 
city, and  variety  of  his  composition.  Antique  ex- 
pressions I  have  avoided;  admitting,  however, 
some  old  words,  where  they  seemed  to  suit  the 
■abject:  but  I  hope  none  will  bo  found  that  are 
now  obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  not  intelligible  to 
a  reader  of  English  poetry. 

To  those  who  may  be  disposed  to  ask,  what 
could  induce  mo  to  write  in  so  difficult. a  mea- 
sure, I  can  only  answer,  that  it  pleases  my  ear, 
and  seems,  from  its  Gothic  structure  and  original, 
to  bear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  spirit  of 
the  Poem.  It  admits  both  nmplicity  and  magnifi- 
cence of  sound  and  of  language,  beyond  any  other 
Ktanza  that  I  am  acquainted  with.  It  allows  the 
scntontiousness  of  the  couplet,  as  well  as  the  more 
complex  modulation  of  blank  verse.  What  some 
critics  have  remarked,  of  its  uniformity  growing 
at  last  tiresome  to  the  ear,  will  be  found  to  hdd 
true  only  when  the  poetry  is  faulty  in  other  rc- 
^pnrts. 


THE  MINSTREL. 


Me  #«ro  primum  duloes  ante  omnia  Musa^ 
Quorum  men  tno,  ingeti  percnlsuaaBion^ 
AocipiaoL—  Virg. 


BOOK  I. 

I. 

Ah  !  who  can  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 
The  steep  where  Famous  proud  temple  shines 

afar; 
Ah!  who  can  tell  how  many  a  soul  sublime 
Has  felt  the  influence  of  malignant  star, 
And  waged  with  Fortune  an  eternal  war 
Checked  by  the  scoff  of  Pride,  by  Envy's  frown, 
And  Poverty's  unconquerable  bar, 
In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pined  alone, 
Then  drop'd  into  the  grave,  unpiticd  and  unknown. 

XL 

And  yet,  the  languor  of  inglorious  days 
Not  equally  oppressive  is  to  all : 
Him,  who  ne'er  li&tcned  to  the  voice  of  praise^ 
The  silence  of  neglect  can  ne'er  appal. 
There  arc,  who  deaf  to  mad  Ambition's  call, 
Would  shrink  to  hear  the  obstreperous  trump  of 

Fame; 
Supremely  blessed,  if  to  their  portion  fall 
Health,  competence,  and  peace.  Nor  higher  aiii\ 
Had  ke  whose  simple  tale  these  artless  lines  iwo^ 
claim. 
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III. 
The  lolb  of  fame  I  will  not  now  explore; 
Nor  need  I  here  describe  in  learned  lay, 
How  forth  the  minstrel  fared  in  days  of  yore, 
Right  glad  of  heart,  though  homely  in  array; 
His  waving  locks  and  beard  all  hoary  gray: 
While,  from  his  bending  shoulder,  decent  hung 
His  harp,  the  sole  companion  of  his  way, 
Which  to  the  whistling  wind  responsive  rung; 
And  ever,  as  he  went,  some  merry  lay  he  sung. 

IV. 

Fret  nut  thyself,  thou  glittering  child  of  pride. 
That  a  poor  villager  inspires  my  strain; 
With  thee  let  Pageantry  and  Power  abide: 
The  gentle  Muses  haunt  the  sylvan  reign; 
Where  through  wild  groves  at  eve  the  lonely 

swain 
Enraptured  roams,  to  gaze  on  Nature's  charms? 
They  hate  the  sensual,  and  scorn  the  vain. 
The  parasite  their  influence  never  warms. 
Nor  him  whose  sordid  soul  the  love  of  gold  alarms. 

V. 

Though   ricliest   hues   the   peacock's  plumes 

adorn, 
Yet  horror  screams  from  his  discordant  throat. 
Rise,  sons  of  harmony,  and  hail  the  mom. 
While  warbling  larks  on  russet  pinions  float; 
Or  seek  at  noon  the  woodland  scene  remote, 
Where  the  gray  linnets  carol  from  the  hill: 
O  let  them  ne'er,  with  artificial  note. 
To  please  a  tyrant,  strain  the  little  bill. 
But  sing  what  heaven  inspires,  and  wander  where 

they  wilL 

VI. 

Liberal,  not  lavish,  is  kind  Nature's  hand; 
Nor  was  perfection  made  for  man  below : 
Y<^  all  her  schemes  with  nicest  art  are  planned, 
G^uod  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  wo. 
With  gold  and  gems  of  Chilian  mountains  glow; 
If  bletJL  and  barren  Scotia's  hills  arise: 
Tnere  plague  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grow: 
Here  peaceful  are  the  vales,  and  pure  the  skies, 
And  frMdom  fires  the  soul,  and  sparkles  in  the 
eyes. 

vn. 

Then  grieve  not  thou,  to  whom  the  indulgent 

Muse 
Vouclisafes  a  portion  of  celestial  fire ; 
Nor  blame  the  partial  Fates,  if  they  refuse 
The  imperial  banquet,  and  the  rich  attire: 
Know  tiiine  own  worth,  and  reverence  tlie  lyre. 
Wilt  thou  debase  the  heart  whicti  God  refined  1 
No;  let  thy  heaven-taught  soul  to  heaven  aspire, 
To  fancy,  freedom,  harmony,  resigned ; 
Ambition's  groveling  crew  for  ever  left  behind. 


VIIL 

Canst  thou  forego  the  pure  ethereal  soul 
In  each  fine  sense  so  exquifutely  keen, 
On  the  dull  couch  of  Luxury  to  loU, 
Stung  with  disease  and  stu}^ed  with  spleen; 
Fain  to  impk>re  the  aid  of  Flattery's  screen. 
E'en  from  thyself  thy  loathsome  heart  to  hidei, 
(The  mansion  then  no  more  of  joy  serene) 
Where  Fear,  Distrust,  Malevolence,  abide. 
And  impotent  Desire,  anfl  dinppointed  Piidel 

IX. 

O,  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  slon 
Of  charms  which  Nature  to  her  rotary  yieldsl 
The  warbling  woodland,  the  resounding  shon, 
The  pomp  of  groves,  and  garmturs  of  fields; 
All  that  the  genial  ray  of  morning  gilds, 
And  all  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even, 
All  that  the  nwuntain's  sheltering  bosom  shield^ 
And  all  the  dread  magnificence  of  heaven, 
O  how  canst  thou  renounce,  and  hope  to  be  fi»- 
given! 


These  charms  shall  work  thy  souTsetemal  health, 
And  love,  and  gentleness,  and  joy,  impait: 
But  these  thou  must  renounce,  if  lust  of  wealth 
E'er  wins  its  way  to  thy  corrupted  heart; 
For,  ah!  it  poisons  like  a  scorpion's  dart; 
Prompting  the   ungenerous  wish,  the  sdfish 

scheme. 
The  stem  resolve,  unmoved  by  pity's  smart, 
The  troublous  day,  and  long  distressful  dresm^ 
Return,  my  roving  Muse,  resume  thy  purposed 

theme. 

XI. 

There  lived  in  gothic  days,  as  legends  tell, 
A  shepherd-swain,  a  man  of  low  degree : 
Whose  sires,  perchance,  in  fairy-land  might 

dwell, 
Sicilian  groves,  or  vales  of  Arcady. 
But  he,  I  ween,  was  of  the  north  oountrie:^ 
A  nation  famed  for  song,  and  beauty's  charms; 
Zealous,  yet  modest;  innocent,  though  free; 
Patient  of  toil;  serene,  amidst  alarms; 
Inflexible  in  faith ;  invincible  in  arms. 

XII. 

The  shepherd-swain  of  whom  I  mention  mads, 
On  Scotia's  mountains  fed  his  little  flock; 
The  sickle,  scythe,  or  plough,  he  never  swayed; 
An  honest  heart  was  almost  all  liis  stock ; 


*  There  Is  hardly  an  a.)cient  ballad,  or  romance,  whtiein 
a  mimtrel  or  harper  appears,  but  he  is  characterized,  by  way 
ofeminence,  to  have  been  "  of  the  north  countxle.**  k  b  pn>> 
bnble,  thai  under  this  appellation  were  formerlj  coinprehraiW 
ed  all  the  provinces  to  the  north  of  the  Trent.-  Sn  i^crry'i 
Euay  on  the  English  MinttrtU. 
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Hk  drink  the  living  water  from  the  rock: 
The  milk  J  dams  soppUed  his  hoard,  and  lent 
Their  kindly  fleece  to  baffle  winter's  shock; 
And  he,  though  oft  with  dust  and  sweat  be- 
sprent, 
Did  guide  and  guard  their  wanderings,  wheresoe'er 
they  went. 

XIIL 

From  labour  health,  from  health  contentment 

springs. 
Contentment  opes  the  source  of  every  joy: 
He  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of,  kings; 
Nor  from  those  appetites  sustained  annoy; 
That  chance  may   frustrate,    or   indulgence 

cloy: 
Nor  Fate  his  calm  and  humble  hopes  beguiled; 
He  mourned  no  recreant  friend,  nor  mistress 

coy, 
For  on  his  vows  the  blameless  Phoebe  smiled. 
And  her  alone  he  loved,  and  loved  her  from  a  child. 

XIV. 

No  jealousy  their  dawn  of  love  o'ercast, 

Nor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife; 

.    EUu:h  season  looked  delightful  as  it  past, 
To  the  fond  husband  and  the  faithful  wifii: 
Beyond  the  lowly  vale  of  shepherd-life 
They  never  roamed;  secure  beneath  the  storm 
Which  in  ambition^s  lofty  land  is  rife. 
Where  peace  and  love  are  cankered  by  the 
worm 

€>f  pride,  each  bud  of  joy  industrious  to  deform. 

XV. 

The  wight,  whose  tales  these  artless  lines  unfold, 
Was  all  theoflspring  of  this  humble  pair: 
His  birth  no  oracle  or  seer  foretold: 
No  prodigy  appeared  in  earth  or  air. 
Nor  aught  that  might  a  strange  event  declare. 
You  guess  each  circumstance  of  Edwin's  birth; 
The  parent's  transport,  and  the  parent's  care; 
The  gosnp's  prayer  for  wealth,  and  wit,  and 

worth; 
And  one  long  summer-day  of  indolence  and 

mirth. 

XVI. 

And  yet  poor  Edwin  was  no  vulgar  boy; 
Deep  thought  oft  seemed  to  fix  his  infimt  eye : 
Dainties  he  heeded  not,  nor  gaude  nor  toy, 
Save  one  short  pipe  of  rudest  minstrelsy. 
Silent,  when  glad;  affectionate,  though  shy; 
And  now  his  look  was  most  demurely  sad, 
And  now  he  laughed  aloud,  yet  none  knew  why; 
The  neighbours  stared  and  sighed,  yet  blessed 
the  lad ; 
8ome  deemed  him  wondrous  wise,  and  some  be- 
lieved him  mad 


xvn. 

But  why  should  I  his  childish  feats  display? 
Concourse,  and  noise,  and  toil,  he  ever  fled; 
Nor  cared  to  mingle  in  the  clamorous  fray 
Of  squabbling  imps,  but  to  the  forest  sped, 
Or  roamed  at  large  the  lonely  itoountain's  head 
Or,  where  the  maze  of  some  bewildered  stream 
To  deep  untrodden  groves  his  footsteps  led, 
There  would  he  wander  wild,  till  Phoebus'  bean^ 
Shot  from  the  western  cliff,  released  the  weary  team. 

XVIII. 

The'  exploit  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed, 

To  him  nor  vanity  nor  joy  pould  bring: 

His  heart,  from  cruel  sport  estranged,  wotild 

bleed 
To  work  the  wo  of  any  linng  thing, 
By  trap  or  net ;  by  arrow  or  by  sling ; 
These  he  detested,  those  he  scorned  to  wield: 
He  wished  to  be  the  guardian,  not  the  king. 
Tyrant  far  less,  or  traitor  of  the  field : 
And  sure  the  sylvan  reign  unbloody  joy  might 

yield. 

XIX. 

Lot  where  the  stripling,  wrapt  in  wonder,  xovm 
Beneath  the  precipice  o'erhung  with  pine ; 
And  sees,  on  high,  amid  the'  encircling  groves, 
^rom  cliff  to  cliff  the  foaming  torrents  shine : 
MThile  waters,  woods,  and  winds,  in  concert  jdn. 
And  Echo  swells  the  chorus  to  the  skies. 
Would  Edwin  this  majestic  scene  resign 
For  aught  the  huntsman's  puny  craft  supplies? 
Ah!  no:  he  better  knows  great  Nature's  chaAni 
to  prize. 

XX. 

And  oft  he  traced  the  uplands,  to  survey. 
When  o'er  the  sky  advanced  the  kindling  dawn, 
The  crimson  doud,  blue  main,  and  moontaia 

And  lake,  dim  gleaming  on  the  smoky  lawn ; 
Far,  to  the  west  the  long  long  vale  withdrawn, 
Where  twilight  loves  to  linger  for  a  while; 
And  now  he  faintly  kens  the  bounding  fawn, 
A  villager  abroad  at  early  toil. — 
But  k)  I  the  son  appears !  and  heaven,  earth,  oeeen, 
smile. 

XXI. 

And  oft  the  cra^y  cliff  he  loved  to  climb, 
When  all  in  mist  the  world  below  vras  lost: 
What  dreadful  pleasure!  there  to  stand  subhmo, 
Like  shipwrecked  mariner  on  desert  coast, 
And  view  the'  enormous  waste  of  vapour  tost 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  the'  horizon  round, 
Now  scooped  in  gulfs,  with  mountains  nowi 
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And  hear  the  voice  of  mirth  and  long  rebound, 
Flocks,  herds,  and  waterfalls,  along  the  hoar  pro- 
fimnd! 

XXII. 

In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  wayward  wight, 
Fond  of  each  gentle,  and  each  dreadful  scene: 
In  darkness,  and  in  storm,  he  found  delight; 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ooean-waTe  serene 
The  southern  sun  diifused  his  dazzling  shene. 
E'en  sad  Ticissitude  amused  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene, 
And  down  his  cheek  a  tear  of  pity  roll, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  so  sweet,  he  wished  not  to  control. 

XXIII. 

"  O  ye  wild  groves,  O  where  is  now  your  bloom  1" 
(The  Muse  interprets  thus  his  tender  thought) 
**  Your  fkwers,  your  verdure,  and  your  balmy 

gloom. 
Of  late  so  grateful  in  the  hour  of  drought? 
Why  do  the  birds,  that  song  and  rapture  brought 
To  all  your  bowers,  their  mansions  now  forsake? 
Ah !  why  has  fickle  chance  this  ruin  wrought? 
For  now  the  storm  howls  mournful  through  the 

brake, 
And  the  dead  foliage  fiiei  in  many  a  shapeless  flake. 

XXIV. 

"  Where  now  the  rill,  melodious,  pure,  and  cool, 
And  meads,  with  life,  and  mirth,  and  beauty 

crowned  I 
Ah!  sec,  the'  unsightly  slime,  and  sluggish  pool, 
Have  all  the  solitary  vale  imbrowned ; 
Fled  each  fair  form,  and   mute  each  melting 

sound, 
The  raven  croaks  forlorn  on  naked  spray: 
And,  hark!  the  river,  bursting  every  mound, 
Down  the  vale  thunders;  and  with  wasteful 

sway, 
Uproots  the  grove,  and  rolls  the  shattered  rocks 

away. 

XXV. 

"  Yet  such  the  destiny  of  all  on  earth ; 
So  flourishes  and  fades  majestic  Man ! 
Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  morn  brings  forth, 
And  fostering  gales  a  while  the  nursling  fan: 
O  smile,  yc  heavens,  serene;  ye  mildews  wan, 
Ye  blighting  whirlwinds,  spare  his  balmy  prime, 
Nor  lesson  of  his  life  the  little  span : 
Borne  on  the  swift,  though  silent,  wings  of  Time, 
Uld  age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  all  the  clime. 

XXVI. 

-  And  be  it  so.     Let  those  deplore  their  doom, 
Whose  ho])e  still  grovels  in  this  dark  sojourn : 
But  lofty  souls,  who  Icvok  l>cyond  the  tomb. 
Can  smile  at  Fate,  and  wonder  how  they  mourn. 


Shall  spring  to  these  sad  aofsnesnomore  ictmnl 
Is  yoiKkr  wave  the  sun's  eternal  bed  t — 
Soon  shall  the  orient  with  new  lustra  bom, 
And  spring  shall  soos:  her  vital  influenMsbnl, 
Again  attune  the  grove,  again  adorn  ths  mead. 

xxvn. 

**  Shall  I  be  left  abandoned  in  the  dust, 
When  Fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive 
Shall  Nature's  voice,  to  man  akme  m^jnst, 
Bid  him,  though  doomed  to  perish,  hope  to  fiisl 
It  is  for  this  fair  Virtue  oft  must  strive 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  paint^ 
Nm  Heaven's  immortal  spring  shall  yet  aiofi 
And  man's  majestic  beauty  bkram  again, 
Bright  through  the'  eternal  year  of  Love's  triumpk- 
ant  reign." 

xxvm. 

This  truth  sublime  his  simple  sire  had  tan^ 
In  sooth,  'twas  almost  all  the  shepheid  knsii^ 
No  subtle  nor  superfluous  lore  he  sought, 
Nor  ever  wished  his  Edwin  to  pursue: — 
^  Let  man's  own  sphere,"  (quoth  he)  "eoofiai 

his  view ; 
Be  man's  peculiar  work  his  sole  ddight* 
And  much,  and  oft,  he  warned  him  to  esdiew 
Falsehood  and  guile,  and  aye  maintain  the  righ^ 
By  pleasure  unseduccd,  unawed  by  lawless  mighli 

XXIX. 

"And  from  the  prayer  of  Want,  and  plaint  of  Wo, 
O  never,  never  turn  away  thine  car ; 
Forlorn  in  this  bleak  wilderness  below, 
Ah !  what  were  man,  should  Heaven  refuse  tc 

hear! 
To  others  do  (the  law  is  not  severe) 
What  to  thyself  thou  wishe^t  to  be  done : 
Forgive  thy  foes ;  and  love  thy  parents  doar, 
And  friends,  and  native  land ;  nor  those  aknie 
All  human  weal  and  wo  learn  thou  to  uiakc  thici 


own. 


» 


XXX. 


Sec  in  the  rear  of  the  warm  sunny  sliowcr, 
The  vLsionary  hoy  from  shelter  fly  ! 
For  now  the  storm  of  summer- rain  is  o'er. 
And  cool,  and  fresh,  and  fragrant,  is  the  skvl 
And,  lo!  in  the  dark  east,  expandetl  higli, ' 
The  rainbow  brightens  to  the  setting  siin: 
Fona  rool,  that  deem'st  the  streaming  glory  nu) 
How  vain  the  cliase  thine  anlour  has  KnTun ! 
'Tis  fled  afar,  ere  half  thy  purjH>sccl  race  lie  run. 

XXXI. 

Yet  couldst  thou  Icam,  that  thus  it  fjjcs  wit 

age, 
When  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power,  the  bosoc 

warm. 
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Tlw  bftffled  hopo  might  tame  thy  manhood's 

rage, 
And  diaappomtment  of  her  eting  disarm.^- 
But  why  ahonld  fomtght  thy  fond  heart  alarm  1 
Perkh  the  lore  that  deadens  young  desire ! 
Pursao,  poor  imp,  th'  imaginary  charm, 
Indulge  gay  Hope,  and  Fancy's  pleasing  fire : 
Fancy  and  Hope  loo  soon  shall  of  themselves  ex- 
pire. 

XXXII. 

When  the  lofng-eounding  curfew  from  afar 
Loaded  with  lood  lament  the  lonely  gale, 
Young  Edwin,  lighted  by  the  evening  star, 
Lingering  and  listening,  wandered  down  the 

vale: 
There  would  he  dream  of  graves,  and  corses  pale : 
And  ghosts,  that  to  the  chamel-dungoon  throng, 
And  drag  a  length  of  clanking  chain,  and  vrail, 
Till  silenced  by  the  owl's  terrific  song, 
Or  blasts  that  shrieks  by  fits  the  shuddering  isles 
along. 

xxxin. 

Or,  when  the  setting  moon,  in  crimson  dyed, 
filing  o'er  the  dark  and  melancholy  deep, 
To  haunted  stream,  remote  from  man  he  hied, 
Where  fiiys  of  yore  their  revels  wont  to  keep ; 
And  there  let  Fancy  roam  at  Urge,  till  sleep 
A  vision  brought  to  his  intranccd  sight : 
And  first,  a  wildly-murmuring  wind  'gan  creep 
Shrill  tn  his  ringing  car;  then  tapers  bright, 
"With  instantaneous  gleam,  illumed  the  vault  of 
Night 

xxxnr. 

Anon,  in  view  a  portal's  blazoned  arch 
Arose ;  the  trumpet  bids  the  valves  unfold ; 
And  forth  an  host  of  little  warriors  march, 
Griaaping  the  diamond  lance,  and  targe  of  gold : 
Their  look  was  gentle,  their  demeanor  bold, 
And  green  their  helms,  and  green  their  silk  attire; 
And  here  and  there,  right  venerably  old. 
The  long  robed  minstrels  wake  the  warbling 

wire^ 
^nd  some  with  mellow  breath  the  martial  pipe 

in8|4re. 

XXXV. 

With  merriment,  and  song,  and  timbrels  dear, 
A  troop  of  dames  from  myrtle-bowers  advance; 
The  little  warriors  doff  the  targe  and  spear. 
And  loud  enlivening  strains  provoke  the  dance: 
They  meet,  they  dart  away, they  wliecl  askanoe ; 
To  right,  to  left,  they  thrid  the  flying  maze ; 
Now  bound  aloft  with  vigorous  spring,  then 

glance 
Rapid  along:  with  many-coloured  rays 
Of  tapers,  gems,  and  gold,  the  echoing  forests  blaae. 


XXXVI. 
The  dream  is  fled.    Proud  harbinger  of  day, 
Who  scar'dst  the  vision  with  thy  clarion  shril^ 
Fell  chanticleer !  who  oft  has  reft  away 
My  fiuficied  good,  and  brought  substantial  illl 
O  to  thy  cursed  scream,  discordant  still, 
Let  EUurmony  aye  shut  her  gentle  ear, 
Thy  boastful  mirth,  let  jealous  rivals  spill, 
Insult  thy  crest,  and  glossy  pinions  tear. 
And  ever  in  thy  dreams  the  ruthless  fox  appear. 

XXXVII. 

Forbear,  my  Muse.    Let  Love  attune  thy  line. 
Revoke  the  spell.    Thine  Edwin  frets  not  so  :— 
For  how  should  he  at  wicked  chance  repine. 
Who  feels  from  every  chance  amusement  flow  1 
E'en  now  his  eyes  with  smiles  of  rapture  glow, 
As  on  he  wanders  through  the  scenes  of  mora, 
Where  the  fresh  flowers  in  Uving  lustre  blow, 
Where  thousand  pearls  the  dewy  lawns  adorn, 
A  thousand  notes  of  joy  in  every  breeze  are  bom. 

xxxvni. 

But  who  the  melodies  ot  mom  can  tell? 

The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain 

dde; 
The  lowing  herd ;  the  sheepfold's  simple  bell ; 
The  pipe  of  early  shepherd  dim  descried 
In  the  lone  valley;  echoing  far  and  wide 
The  clamorous  horn  along  the  clifis  above; 
The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean-tide ; 
The  hum  of  bees,  and  linnet's  lay  of  love. 
And  the  full  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grovA. 

XXXIX. 

The  oottageKSurs  at  early  pilgrim  bark ; 
Crowned  with  her  pail  the  tripping  milkmaid 

sings; 
The  whistling  ploughman  stalks  afield ;  and, 

hark! 
Down  the  rough  slope  the  ponderous  wagon 

rings; 
Through    rustling  com  the  hare  astonished 

springs ; 
Slow  tolls  the  ^-illage  clock  the  drowsy  hour ; 
The  partridge  bursts  away  on  whirring  wings; 
Deep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequestered  bower, 
And  shrill  lark  carols  clear  from  her  aCriol  tcur. 

XL. 

O  Nature,  how  in  every  charm  supreme  I 
Whose  votaries  feast  on  raptures  ever  new  1 
O  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim, 
To  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due  1 
Bless'd  be  the  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  civw, 
From  Pyrrho's  maze,  and  Epicurus'  sty ; 
And  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  few, 
Who  to  th' enraptured  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye, 
Teach  beauty,  virtue^  truth,  and  kwe,  and  mekidT. 


THE  MINSTREL. 


L. 
One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  scan 
Through  the  dark  medium  of  life's  feverish 

dream; 
Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan, 
If  but  that  little  part  incongruous  seem. 
Nor  is  that  part,  perhaps,  what  mortals  deem ; 
Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 
O,  then  renounce  that  impious  self-esteem, 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies: 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust;  be  humble  and  be  wise! 

LI. 

Thus  Heaven  enlarged  his  soul  in  riper  years. 
For  Nature  gave  him  strength  and  fire,  to  soar 
On  Fancy's  wing  above  this  vale  of  tears; 
Where  dark  cold-hearted  sceptics,  creeping,  pore 
Through  microscope  of  metaphysic  lore: 
And  much  they  grope  for  truth,  but  never  hit. 
For  why?  their  powers,  inadequate  before, 
This  art  preposterous  renders  more  unfit ; 
Yet  deem  they  darkness  light,  and  their  vain  blun> 
ders  wit. 

LII. 

Nor  was  this  ancient  dame  a  foe  to  mlrtli : 
Her  ballad,  jest,  and  riddle's  quaint  device, 
Oft  cheered  the  shepherds  round  their  social 

hearth; 
Whom  levity  or  spleen  could  ne'er  entice 
To  purchase  chat  or  laughter,  iCt  the  price 
Of  decency.    Nor  let  it  faith  exceed. 
That  Nature  forms  a  rustic  taste  so  nice:~- 
Ah !  had  they  been  of  court  or  city  breed, 
6ach  delicacy  were  right  marvellous  indeed. 

LIII. 

Oft  when  the  winter-storm  had  ceased  to  rave, 
He  roamed  the  snowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  cloud  stupendous,  from  the  Atlantic  wave 
High  towering,  sail  along  the  horizon  blue : 
Where  midst  the  changeful  scenery,  ever  new, 
Fancy  a  thousand  wondrous  forms  descries 
More  wildly  great  than  ever  pencil  drew. 
Rocks,  torrents,  gulfs,  and  shapes  of  giant  oze, 
And  glittering  difiSi  on  cliffs,  and  fiery  ramparts  rise. 

LIV. 

Thence  musing  onward  to  the  sounding  shore, 
The  lone  enthusiast  oft  would  take  his  way, 
Listening  vrith  pleasing  dread  to  the  deep  roar 
Of  the  wide-weltering  waves.    In  black  array 
When  sulphurousclouds  rolled  on  the  vernal  day, 
Even  then  he  hastened  from  the  haunt  of  man. 
Along  the  trembling  wilderness  to  stray. 
What  time  the  lightning's  fierce  career  began, 
And  o'er  Heaven's  rending  aich  the  rattling  thun- 
der ran. 

2R 


LV. 
Responsive  to  the  sprightly  pipe,  when  all 
In  sprightly  dance  the  village-youth  were  joineil, 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thraD, 
From  the  rude  gambol  far  remote  reclined. 
Soothed  with  the  soft  notes  warbling  in  the  wind. 
Ah  then,  all  jollity  seemed  noise  and  folly: 
To  the  pure  soul  by  Fancy's  fire  refined. 
Ah,  what  is  mirth  but  turbulence  unholy, 
When  with  the  chanr  compared  of  heavenly  me- 
lancholy 1 

LVl. 

Is  there  a  heart  that  music  can  not  melt? 

Alas !  how  is  that  rugged  heart  foriom  I 

Is  there,  who  ne'er  those  mystic  transports  felt 

Of  solitude  and  melancholy  bom  t 

He  needs  not  woo  the  Muse ;  he  is  her  scorn. 

The  sophist's  rope  of  cobweb  he  shall  twine; 

Mope  o'er  the  schoolman's  peevish  page;  or 

mourn, 
And  delve  for  life  in  Mammon's  dirty  mine ; 
Sneak  with  the  scoundrel  fox,  or  grunt  with  glut- 
ton swine. 

LVII. 

For  Edwin  fate  a  nobler  doom  had  planned; 
Song  was  his  favourite  and  first  pursuit : 
The  wild  harp  rang  to  his  advent'rous  hand, 
And  languished  to  his  breath  the  plaintive  flute. 
His  infant  muse,  though  artless,  was  not  mute 
Of  elegance  as  yet  he  took  no  care ; 
For  this  of  time  and  culture  is  the  fruit; 
And  Eldwin  gained  at  last  thb  fruit  so  ran* 
As  in  some  future  verse  I  purpose  to  declare. 

LVIII. 

Meanwhile,  whate'er  of  beautiful  or  new. 
Sublime  or  dreadful,  in  earth,  sea,  or  sky, 
By  chance,  or  search,  was  offered  to  his  view. 
He  scanned  with  curious  and  romantic  eye. 
Whate'er  of  lore  tradition  could  supply 
From  gothic  tale,  or  song,  or  fable  old. 
Roused  him,  still  keen  to  listen  and  to  pry. 
At  last,  though  long  by  Penury  controlled, 
And  Solitude,  his  soul  her  graces  'gan  unfold. 

LIX. 

Thus  on  the  chill  Lapponian's  dreary  land, 
For  many  a  long  month  lost  in  snow  profound, 
When  Sol  from  Cancer  sends  the  season  bland, 
And  in  their  northern  cave  the  Stormsare  bound; 
From  silent  mountains,  straight,  with  startling 

sound. 
Torrents  are  buried ;  green  hiUs  emerge ;  and  lo, 
The  trees  with  foliage,  difis  tvith  flowers  aiv 

crowned; 
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Pure  rillfl  through  valet  of  verdure  warbling  go; 
^2id  wonder,  love,  and  joy,  the  peaiant's  heart 
o'erflow-* 

LX. 

Here  pauae,  my  gothic  Ijre,  a  little  while; 
The  leisure  hour  is  all  that  thou  canst  claim : 
But  if  Arbuthnott  on  this  labour  smile, 
New  strains  ere  long  shaU  animate  thj  frame, 
And  his  applause  to  me  is  more  than  fame; 
For  still  with  truth  accords  his  taste  refined. 
At  lucre  or  renown  let  others  aim, 
I  only  wish  to  please  the  gentle  mind, 
Whom  Nature's  charms  insptie,  and  love  of  hu- 
man-kind. 


BOOK  II. 


Docurina  aod  rim  promoret  ioaitain, 
Rectique  cultus  poctora  robonmL  Ear 


I. 

Or  chance  or  change  O  let  not  man  complain ; 
Else  shall  he  never  never  cease  to  wail : 
For,  from  the  imperial  dome,  to  where  the  swain 
Rears  the  lone  cottage  in  the  silent  dale. 
All  feel  the  assault  of  fortune's  fickle  gale , 
Art,  empire,  earth  itself,  to  change  are  doomed; 
Earthquakes  have  raised  to  heaven  the  humble 

vale. 
And  gulfs  the  mountain's  mighty  mass  en- 
tombed, 
^d  where  the  Atlantic  rolls  wide  continents  have 

Uoomed.t 

n. 

But  sure  to  foreign  climes  we  need  not  range, 
Nor  search  the  ancient  records  of  our  race, 
To  Icam  the  dire  effects  of  time  and  change, 
Which  in  ourselves,  alas  I  we  daily  trace. 
Yet  at  the  darkened  eye,  the  withered  face, 
Or  hoary  hair,  I  never  will  repine : 
But  spare,  O  Time  I  whate'er  of  mental  grace. 
Of  ctmdour,  love,  or  sympathy  divine, 
Whate'er  of  fancy's  ray,  or  friendship's  flame  is 
mine. 

Su  I,  obsequious  to  Truth's  dread  command. 
Shall  hero  without  reluctance  change  my  lay. 


Rpring  and  Autnmn  are  hardlj  known  to  the  I/ipfaunderB. 
Afxmt  the  lime  the  son  enten  Cancer,  their  fields^  wUch  a 
WMk  before  were  covered  with  snow,  appear  on  a  eudden  full 
of  grass  and  floweT3.T''9cA^er'«  HUtory  of  Lapland^  p.  16. 

t  Robert  Arbuihnot,  Esq.  a  near  relation  of  the  celebrated 
Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and  one  of  the  most  Intimate  aasodatesof  Dr. 
Iknuic. 

I  Hen  tnato'aTlmetia. 


And  smite  the  gothic  lyre  with  harsher  hand 
Now  when  I  leave  that  flowffy  path  Sat  aye 
Of  childhood,  where  I  sported  many  a  day, 
Warbling  and  sauntering  carelessly  along ; 
Where  every  fiiee  was  innocent  and  gay, 
EUich  vale  romantic,  tuneful  every  tongue, 
Sweet,  wild,  and  artless  all,  as  Edwin's  in&nt  sof 

IV. 

"  Perish  the  lore  that  deadens  young  desixe,'' 
Is  the  soft  tenor  of  my  song  no  more. 
Edwin,  though  loved  of  Heaven,  must  not  aspl 
To  bliss,  which  mortals  never  knew  before. 
On  trembling  wings  let  youthful  &n^  soar, 
Nor  always  haunt  the  sunny  realms  of  Joy; 
But  now  and  then  the  shades  of  Kfe  eiplove; 
Though  many  a  sound  and  nght  of  wo  innoj 
And  many  a  qualm  of  care  his  rising  hopeis  destxp 

V. 

Vigour  firom  toil,  from  trouble  patienee  gnmi 
The  weakly  blossom,  warm  in  sommer-bowa 
Some  tints  of  transient  beauty  may  disclose; 
But  ah  I  it  withers  in  the  chilling  hour. 
Mark,  yonder  oaks,  superior  to  the  power 
Of  all  the  warring  winds  of  Heaven  they  rise 
And  from  the  stormy  promontory  tower, 
And  toss  their  giant  arms  amid  the  skies. 
While  each  assailing  blast  increase  of  sKicng 
supplies. 

VL 

And  now  the  downy  cheek  and  deepened  vo 
Gave  dignity  to  Edwin's  blooming  prime ; 
And  walks  of  wider  circuit  were  his  choice. 
And  vales  more  wild,  and  mountains  more  si 

lime. 
One  evening,  as  he  framed  the  careless  rhyn 
It  was  his  chance  to  wander  far  abroad. 
And  o'er  a  lonely  eminence  to  climb, 
Which  heretofore  his  foot  had  never  tiode; 
A  vale  appeared  below,  a  deep  retired  abode 

VII. 

Thither  he  hied,  enamoured  of  the  scene . 
For  rocks  on  rocks  piled,  as  by  maglo  spell, 
Here  scorched  with  lightning,  there  with  ; 

green 
Fenced  from  the  north  and  east  this  savage  d* 
Southward,  a  mountaui  rose  with  easy  swel! 
Whose  long  long  groves  eternal  murmur  ma 
And  toward  the  western  sun  a  streamlet  fell 
Where,  through  the  cliffs,  the  eye  remote  s 

veyed 
Blue  hills,  and  glittering  waves,  and  skies  in  g 

arrayed. 


*  See  Book  L  Stanaa  XXXL 
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vra. 

Along  this  narrow  valley  you  might  lee 
The  wilddeer  sporting  on  the  meadow  gronna ; 
And,  here  and  there,  a  soUtaxy  tree 
Or  mos^y  stone,  or  rock  with  woodbine  crowned: 
Oft  did  the  clifTs  reverberate  the  sound 
Of  parted  fragments  tumbling  from  on  high ; 
And  from  the  sumnut  of  that  craggy  mound 
The  perching  eagle  oft  was  hoard  to  cry, 
Or  on  resounding  wings  to  shoot  athwart  the  sky. 

IX. 

One  cultivated  spot  there  was,  that  spread 
Its  flowery  bosom  to  the  noonday  beam, 
Where  many  a  rose-bud  rears  its  blushing  head, 
Akul  herbs  for  food  with  future  plenty  teem. 
Southed  by  the  lulling  sound  of  grove  and  stream 
Romantic  \isions  swarm  on  Edwin's  soul : 
fie  minded  not  the  sun's  last  trembling  gleam, 
For  heard  from  far  the  twilight  curfew  toll ; 
When  slowly  on  his  ear  these  moving  accents 
stole; — 

X. 

"Hail,  awful  scenes,  that  calm  the  troubled 

breast. 
And  woo  the  weary  to  profound  repose ; 
Can  Passion's  wildest  uproar  lay  to  rest, 
And  whisper  comfort  to  the  man  of  woes ! 
Here  Innocence  may  wander,  safe  from  foes, 
And  Contemplation  soar  on  seraph-wings. 
O  Solitude  I  the  man  who  thee  foregoes, 
When  lucre  lures  him,  or  ambition  stings, 
Sbftll  never  know  the  source  whence  real  grandeur 

springs. 

XI. 

''  Tain  man,  is  grandeur  given  to  gay  attire? 
Then  let  the  butterfly  thy  pride  upbraid  : — 
To  friends,  attendants,  armies,  bought  with  hircl 
It  is  thy  weakness  that  requires  their  aid : — 
To  palaces,  with  gold  and  gems  inlaid  1 
They  fear  the  thief,  and  tremble  in  the  storm: — 
To  hosts,  through  carnage  who  to  conquest 

wadel 
Behold  the  victor  vanquished  by  the  wT/Tm  t 
Bebold,  what  deeds  of  wo  the  kxsust  cao  ^rform! 

XIL 

"*  True  dignity  b  his,  whose  tranquil  mind 
Virtne  has  raised  above  the  things  betow, 
Who,  every  hope  and  fear  to  Heaven  resigned, 
Shrinks  not,  though  Fortune  aim  her  deadliest 

blow." 
— This  strain  from  midst  the  rocks  was  heard 

to  flow 


In  solemn  sounds.    Now  beamed  the  evening 

star; 
And  from  embattled  clouds  emerging  slow, 
Cynthia  came  riding  on  her  silver  car ; 
And  hoary  mountain-clifiB  shone  faintly  from  afar. 

xm. 

Soon  did  the  solemn  voice  its  theme  renew; 
(While  Edwin,  wrapt  in  wonder,  listening  stood^ 
"  Ye  tools  and  toys  of  tyranny,  adieu, 
Scorned  by  the  wise,  and  hated  by  the  good  t 
Ye  only  can  engage  the  servile  brood 
Of  Levity  and  Lust,  who,  all  their  days, 
Ashamed  of  truth  and  liberty,  have  woo'd, 
And  hugged  the  chain,  that  glittering  on  their 

gaze 
Seems  to  outshine  the  pomp  of  Heaven's  empyieaJ 

blaze. 

XIV. 

"  Like  them,  abandoned  to  Ambition's  sway, 
I  sought  for  glory  in  the  paths  of  guile; 
And  fawned  and  smiled,  to  plunder  and  be- 
tray. 
Myself  betrayed  and  plundered  all  the  while ; 
So  gnawed  the  viper  the  corroding  file: 
But  now  with  pangs  of  keen  remorse  I  rue 
Those  years  of  trouble  and  debasement  vile  :-• 
Yet  why  should  I  this  cruel  theme  pursue  1 
Fly,  fly,  detested  thoughts  for  ever  from  my  view, 

XV. 

"  The  gusts  of  appetite,  the  clouds  of  care^ 
And  storms  of  disappointment,  all  o'crpast; 
Henceforth  no  earthly  hope  with  Heaven  shaC 

share 
This  heart,  where  peace  serenely  shinei  at 

last. 
And  if  for  me  no  treasure  be  amassed. 
And  if  no  future  age  shall  hear  my  name, 
I  lurk  the  more  secure  from  Fortune's  blast. 
And  with  more  leisure  feed  thb  pious  flame, 
Whose  rapture  fax  transcends  the  fairest  hc2«t 

of  fame. 

XVI. 

"  The  end  and  the  reward  of  toil  is  rest. 
Be  all  my  prayer  for  virtue  and  for  peace! 
Of  wealth  and  fame,  of  pomp  and  power  po«- 

Who  ever  feU  his  weight  of  wo  decrease? 
Ah!  what  avails  the  lore  of  Rome  or  Greece, 
The   lay  heaven-prompted,    and    harmonicnui 

string. 
The  dost  of  Ophir,  or  the  Tyrian  fleece, 
All  that  art,  fortune,  enterprise,  can  bring. 
If  envy,  soom,  lemorw,  or  pride,  the  bosom  wihvf ' 
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XVJI. 


"  Let  Vanity  adorn  the  marble  tomb 
With  trophies,  rhymes,  and  scutcheons  of  re- 
nown, 
In  the  deep  dungeon  of  some  gothicdome, 
Where  night  and  desolation  ever  frown. 
Mine  be  the  broezy  hill  that  skirts  the  down; 
Where  the  green  grassy  turf  is  all  I  crave, 
With  here  and  there  a  violet  bestrown, 
Fast  by  a  brook,  or  fountaui's  murmuring  wave; 
And  many  an  evening  sun  shine  sweetly  on  my 
grave. 

XVIII. 

"  And  thither  let  the  village  swain  repair; 
And,  light  of  heart,  the  village  maiden  gay, 
To  deck  with  flowers  her  half-disheveled  hair. 
And  celebrate  the  merry  mom  of  May. 
There  let  the  shepherd's  pipe  the  live-long  day 
Fill  all  the  grove  with  love's  bewitching  wo; 
And  when  mild  Evening  comes  with  mantle 

Let  not  the  blooming  band  make  haste  to  go, 
No  ghost  nor  spell  my  long  and  last  abode  shall 
know. 

XIX. 

"  For  though  I  fly  to  'scape  from  Fortune's  rage, 
And  bear  the  scars  of  envy,  spite,  and  scorn ; 
Yet  with  mankind  no  horrid  war  I  wage, 
Yet  with  no  impious  spleen  my  breast  is  torn : 
For  virtue  lost,  and  ruined  man,  I  mourn. 
O   man!    Creation's  pride,   Heaven's  darling 

child, 
Whom  Nature's  best,  divinest  gifts  adorn. 
Why  from  thy  home  are  truth  and  joy  exiled, 
And  all  thy  favourite  haunts  with  blood  and  tears 
defiled  1 

XX. 


"  Along  yon  glittering  sky  what  glory  streams! 
What  majesty  attends  night's  lovely  queen  I 
Fair  laugh  our  valleys  in  the  vernal  beams ; 
And  mountains  rise,  and  oceans  roll  between, 
And  all  conspire  to  beautify  the  scene: 
But,  in  the  mental  worid  what  chaos  drear! 
What  forms  of  mournful,  loathsome,  furious 

mien! 
O  when  shall  that  Eternal  Morn  appear, 
These  dreadful  forms  to  chase,  this  chaos  dark  to 

clear  1 

XXI. 

"  O  Thou,  at  whose  creative  smile,  yon  heaven, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  beauty,  life,  and  light, 
Rose  from  the'  abyss:  when  dark  Confusion, 

driven 
Down  down  the  bottomless  profound  of  night, 


Fled,  where  he  ever  flies  thy  piereing  sigbll 
O  glance  on  these  sad  shades  one  pitying  riy 
To  blast  the  fury  of  oppressive  might, 
Melt  the  hard  heart  to  Love  and  Mercy's  swsy, 
And  cheer  the  wandering  sool,  and  light  aim  oi 
the  way  1" 

XXIL 

Silence  ensued:  and  Edwin  railed  Ms  eyes 
In  tears,  for  grief  lay  heavy  at  his  heart: 
"  And  is  it  thus  in  courtly  life,  (he  criet) 
That  man  to  man  acta  a  betrayer's  paitl 
And  dares  he  thus  the  gifts  of  Heaven  penal, 
Each  social  instinct,  and  sublime  desire  V- 
Hail,  Poverty!  if  honour,  wealth,  and  ait,^ 
If  what  the  great  pursue,  and  learned  admii^ 
Thus  dissipate  and  quench  the  soul's  ethefeil  SnT 

xxin. 

He  said,  and  turned  away ;  nor  did  the  Sags 
O'erhear,  in  silent  qrisons  employed. 
The  Youth,  his  rising  sorrow  to  assuage, 
Home  as  he  hied,  the  evening  scene  enjoyed: 
For  now  no  cloud  obscures  the  starry  void ; 
The  yellow  moonlight  sleeps  on  all  the  hilk; 
Nor  is  the  mind  with  startling  sounds  annofd 
A  soothing  murmur  the  lone  region  fills 
Of  groves,  and  dying  gales,  and  mel&ncholT  tSk 

XXIV. 

But  he  from  day  to  day  raoro  anxious  grew:- 
The  voice  still  seemed  to  vibrate  on  liis  ear. 
Nor  durst  he  hope  the  hermit's  talc  untrue ; 
For  Man  he  seemed  to  love,  and  Heaven  tofea 
And  none  speaks  false,  where  there  is  none' 

hear. 
"  Yet,  can  man's  gentle  heart  become  so  fell  1 
No  more  in  vain  conjecture  let  me  wear 
My  hours  away,  but  seek  the  hermit's  cell; 
'Tis  he  my  doubt  can  clear,  perhaps  my  care  6 

pel." 


XXV. 

At  early  dawn  the  Youth  his  joumoy  took, 
And  many  a  mountain  passi>d  and  valley  wk 
Then  reached  the  wild;  where  in  a  flowery  off 
And  seated  on  a  mossy  stone,  he  spied 
An  ancient  man :  liis  harp  lay  him  l>eside: 
A  stag  sprang  from  the  pasture  at  his  call. 
And,  kneeling,  Ucked  the  withered  hand  thatt 
A  wreath  of  woodbine  round  his  antlers  t&U, 
And  hung  his  lofty  neck  with  many  a  flow* 
small. 

XXVI. 

And  now  the  hoary  Sage  arose,  and  saw 
The  wanderer  approaching :  innocence 
Smiled  on  his  glowing  cheek,  but  modest  iv 
Depressed  his  eye,  that  feared  to  give  off'too 
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"  Who  art  thoa,  courteous  stranger  1  and  firom 

whence? 
Why  roam  thy  steps  to  this  abandoned  dale  V* 
'*  A  shepherd  boy  (the  Youth  replied)  far  hence 
My  habitation ;  hear  my  artless  tale ; 
Nor  levity  nor  falsehood  shall  thine  ear  assail. 

XXVII. 

"  Late  as  I  roamed,  intent  on  nature's  charms, 
I  reached  at  eve  this  wilderness  profound ; 
And  leaning  where  yon  oak  expands  her  arms, 
Heard  these  rude  clifis  thine  awful  voice  re- 
bound, 
(For  in  thy  speech  I  recognise  the  sound :) 
You  mourned  for  ruined  man,  and  virtue  lost, 
And  seemed  to  feel  of  keen  remorse  the  wound, 
Pondering  on  former  days,  by  guilt  engrossed, 
Or  in  the  giddy  storm  of  dissipation  tossed. 

XXVIII. 

"  But  say,  in  courtly  life  can  crafl  be  learned, 
Where  knowledge  opens,  and  exalts  the  soul  1 
Where  fortune  lavishes  her  gifts  unearned, 
Can  selfishness  the  liberal  heart  control? 
Is  glory  there  achieved  by  arts,  as  foul 
As  those  which  felons,  fiends,  and  furies  plan  1 
Spiders  ensnare,  snakes  poison,  tigers  prowl ; 
Love  is  the  godlike  attribute  of  man : 
O  teach  a  simple  Youth  this  mystery  to  scan  I 

XXIX. 

'*  Or  else  the  lamentable  strain  disclaim. 
And  give  me  back  the  calm,  contented  mind ; 
W]^ich,  late,  exulting,  viewed  in  Nature's  frame, 
Goodness  untainted,  wisdom  unconfined, 
Grace,  grandeur,  and  utility  combined ; 
Restore  those  tranquil  days,  that  saw  me  still 
Well  pleased  with  all,  but  most  with  humankind. 
When  Fancy  roamed  through  Nature's  works 
at  will," 
Unchecked  by  cold  distrust,  and  uninformed  of  ill." 

"Wouldst  tbju  (the  Sage  replied)  in  peace  re- 
turn 
To  the  gay  dreams  of  fond  romantic  youth, 
Leave  me  to  hide,  in  this  remote  sojourn, 
From  every  gentle  ear  the  dreadful  truth : 
For  if  my  desultory  strain  with  ruth 
And  indignation  make  thine  eyes  o'erflow, 
Alas !  what  comfort  could  thy  anguish  sooth, 
fihouldst  thou  the  extent  of  human  folly  know. 
h^  ignorance  thy  choice,  where  knowledge  leads 
to  wo. 

XXXI. 

"  But  let  untcnder  thoughts  afar  be  driven ; 

Nor  venture  to  arraign  the  dread  decree : 

For  know,  to  man,  as  candidate  for  Heaven, 
32  2  b* 


The  voice  of  the  Eternal  said,  befreci 
And  this  divine  prerogative  to  thee 
Does  Virtue,  Happiness,  and  Heaven  convey, 
Nor  Virtue  is  the  child  of  Liberty, 
And  Happiness  of  Virtue ;  nor  can  they 
Be  free  to  keep  the  path  who  are  not  free  to  stray. 

xxxn. 

"  Yet  leave  me  not    I  would  allay  that  grief. 
Which  else  might  thy  young  virtue  overpower; 
And  in  thy  converse  I  shall  find  relief, 
When  the  dark  shades  of  melancholy  lour; 
For  solitude  has  many  a  dreary  hour,         ^ 
Ev'n  when  exempt  from  grief,  remorse  and  pa!U; 
Come  often  then ;  for,  haply,  in  my  bower, 
Amusement,  knowledge,  wisdom  thou  may'st 

gain. 
If  I  one  soul  improve,  I  have  not  lived  in  vain.** 

XXXIII. 

And  now,  at  length  to  Eldwin's  ardent  gaxe 
The  Muse  of  history  unrolls  her  page : 
But  few,  alas  I  the  scenes  her  art  displays, 
To  charm  his  fancy,  or  his  heart  engage. 
Here  Chiefs  their  thirst  of  power  in  blood  as- 
suage, 
And  straight  their  flames  with  tenfold  fiercenest 

burn; 
Here  smiling  Virtue  prompts  the  patriot's  rago, 
But  lo,  ere  long,  is  left  alone  to  mourn. 
And  languish  in  the  dust,  and  class  the  abandoned 
urn. 

XXXIV. 

-"  Ah,  what  avails  (he  said)  to  trace  the  spririgt 
That  whirl  of  empire  the  stupendous  wheel  1 
Ah,  what  have  I  to  do  with  conquering  kings, 
Handsdrenched  in  blood,  and  breasts  begirt  with 

steel  1 
To  those  whom  Nature  taught  to  think  and  feet, 
Heroes,  alas !  are  things  of  small  concern : 
Could  History  man's  secret  heart  reveal. 
And  what  imports  a  heaven-born  mind  to  lea»a. 
Her  transcripts  to  expbre  what  bosom  would  not 

yearn! 

XXXV.  . 

"  This  praise,  O  Cheronean  Sage,^  is  thine  *. 
(Why  ^ould  this  praise  to  thee  alone  liclong  T) 
All  else  from  Nature's  moral  path  decline, 
Lured  by  the  toys  that  captivate  the  throng  \ 
To  herd  in  cabinets  and  camps,  among 
Spoil,  carnage,  and  the  cruel  pomp  of  pride; 
Or  chaunt  of  heraldry  the  drowsy  song, 
How  tyrant  blooil,  o'er  many  a  region  wide, 
Rolls  to  a  thousand  tlirones  its  execrable  tide. 
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XXXVI 

^  Oh,  who  of  man  the  story  will  unfold, 
Ere  Tictory  and  empire  wrought  annoy, 
In  that  elysian  age  (misnamed  of  gold) 
The  age  of  love,  and  innocence,  and  joy, 
When  all  were  great  and  free!  man's  sole  em- 
ploy 
To  deck  the  bosom  of  his  parent  earth; 
Or  toward  his  bower  the  murmuring  stream  de- 
coy, 
To  aid  the  floweret's  long-expected  birth, 
And  lull  the  bod  of  peace,  and  crown  the  board 
of  mirth. 

XXXVII. 

''  Sweet  were  your  shades,  O  ye  primeval  groves, 
Whose  boughs  to  man  his  food  and  shelter  lent. 
Pure  in  his  pleasures,  happy  in  his  loves, 
HiB  eye  still  smiling,  and  his  heart  content: 
Then,  hand  in  hand.  Health,  Sport,  and  La- 
bour went ; 
Nature  supplied  the  wish  she  taught  to  crave ; 
None  prowled  for  prey,  muie  watched  to  dicnm- 

vent: 
To  all  an  equal  lot  Heaven's  bounty  gave; 
No  vassal  feared  his  lord,  no  tyrant  feared  his 
slave. 

XXXVIIl. 

"  But  ah !  th'  historic  Muse  has  never  dared 
To  pierce  those  hallowed  bowers :  'tis  Fancy's 

beam 
Poured  on  the  vision  of  th*  enraptured  Bard, 
That  paints  the  charms  of  that  delicious  theme. 
Then  hail,  sweet  Fancy's  ray !  and  hail  the  dream 
That  weans  tlie  weary  soul  from  guilt  and  wo  I 
Careless  what  others  of  my  choice  may  deem, 
I  long  where  Love  and  Fancy  lead  to  go, 
And  meditate  on   Heaven ;   enough  of  earth  I 

know." — 

XXXIX. 

"  I  can  not  blame  thy  choice,  (the  Sage  replied) 
For  soft  and  smooth  are  Fancy's  flowery  ways: 
And  yet,  e'en  there,  if  left  without  a  guide. 
The  young  adventurer  unsafely  plays. 
Eyes  dazzled  long  by  Fiction's  gaudy  rays. 
In  modest  Truth  no  light  nor  beauty  find :  « 
And  who,  my  child,  would  trust  tlic  meteor-blaze, 
That  soon  must  fail,  and  leave  the  wanderer  blind, 
More  dark  and  helpless  far,  than  if  it  ne'er  had 
shincdl 

XL. 

"  Fancy  cnen'ates,  while  it  sooths,  the  heart, 
And,  while  it  dazzles,  wounds  the  mental  sight: 


To  joy  each  heightening  chftfm  k  eui  bnpai^, 
But  wraps  the  hour  of  wo  in  tenfold  ught 
And  often,  when  no  real  ills  afifight, 
Its  visionary  fiends,  an  endless  train, 
Assail  with  equal  or  superior  ooght, 
And  through  the  thfobbing  haait,  and  dar 

brain. 
And  shivering  nerves,  shoot  stings  of  mon  thu 

mortal  padnu 

''And  yet,  alas!  the  veal  Dls  of  life 
Claim  the  full  vigour  of  a  mind  prepand. 
Prepared  for  patient,  long,  labofiooa  itafe, 
Its  guide  Experience,  and  Truth  its  guard. 
We  fan  on  eaith  as  other  men  have  fraed: 
Were  they  suocesifnll  Let  not  oi  deqwk 
Was  dinppointment  oft  their  sole  sewaidl 
Yet  shall  their  tale  instruct,  if  it  dedaie 
How  they  have  home  the  load  oaiselves  are  dooaid 
to  bear. 

XLIL 

*'  What  channs  th'  historic  Man  adora,  fna 

spoils, 
And  blood,  and  tyrants,  when  she  wings  km 

flight, 
To  hail  the  patriot  Prince,  whose  pioa  toib 
Sacred  to  scienoe,  liberty,  and  right, 
And  peace,  through  every  age  divinely  brigid, 
^hall  shine  the  boast  and  wonder  of  mankind  1 
Sees  yonder  sun,  from  his  meridian  height, 
A  lovelier  scene  than  Virtue  thus  enahrioed 
In  power,  and  man  with  man  for  mutual  aid  ooia 

binedl 

XLIII. 

"  Hail,  sacred  Pohty,  by  Freedom  reared* 
Hail,  sacred  Freedom,  when  by  Law  restruoei 
Without  you,  what  were  man  1  A  grovekng  hen 
In  darkness,  wretchedness,  and  want  enchaintd 
Sublimed  by  you,  the  Greek  and  Rooian  rogoH 
In  arts  unrivalled :  Oh,  to  latest  days, 
In  Albion  may  your  influence,  unprofaned, 
To  godlike  worth  the  generous  boeom  raise ; 
And  prompt  the  Sage's  lore,  and  fire  the  Poet' 
lays! 

XLIV. 

"  But  now  let  other  themes  our  care  engaga 
For  lo,  with  modest  yet  majestic  grace, 
To  curb  Imagination's  lawless  rage, 
And  from  within  the  cherished  heart  to  Lnee 
Philosophy  a[)pears.     The  gloomy  race 
By  Indolence  and  moping  Fancy  bred, 
Fear,  Discontent,  Solicitude  give  place. 
And  Hope  and  Courage  brighten  in  their  lies 
While  on  the  kindling  eouI  her  vital  beams  aresbi 
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XLV. 

'*  Then  waken  from  long  lethaigy  to  life* 
The  seeds  of  happiness,  and  powers  of  thought; 
Then  jarring  appetites  forego  their  strife, 
A  strife  by  ignorance  to  madness  wrought 
Pleasure  by  savage  man  is  dearly  bought 
With  fell  revenge,  lust  that  defies  control, 
With  gluttony  and  death.   The  mind  untaught 
Is  a  dark  waste,  where  fiends  and  tempests  howl: 
As  Phoebus  to  the  world,  is  Science  to  the  souL 

XLIV, 

"And  Reason  now  through  Number,  Time, 

and  Space, 
Darts  the  keen  lustre  of  her  serious  eye. 
And  learns  from  factscompared,  the  laws  to  trace, 
Whose  long  progresnon  leads  to  Deity. 
Can  mortal  strength  presume  to  soar  so  high? 
Can  mortal  sight,  so  oft  bedimmed  with  tears, 
Such  glory  bear? — for  lo,  the  shadows  fly 
From  Nature's  face ;  Confutsion  disappears. 
And  order  charms  the  eyes,  and  harmony  the  ears. 

XLVII. 

"  In  the  deep  windings  of  the  grove,  no  more 
The  hag  obscene,  and  grisly  phantom  dwell; 
Nor  in  the  fall  of  mountain-stream,  or  roar 
Of  winds,  is  heard  the  angry  spirit's  yell ; 
No  wizard  mutters  the  tremendous  spell, 
Nor  sinks  convulsive  in  prophetic  swoon ; 
Nor  bids  the  noise  of  drums  and  trumpets  swell, 
To  ease  of  fancied  pangs  the  labouring  moon, 
Or  chase  the  shade  that  blots  the  blazing  orb  of 


noon. 


XLVIII. 


"  Many  a  k>ng-lingering  year,  in  lonely  isle, 
Stun'd  with  th'  eternal  turbulence  of  waves, 
JjOf  with  dim  eyes,  that  never  learned  to  smile. 
And  trembling  hands,  the  famished  native  craves 
Of  Eleaven  his  wretched  fare :  shivering  in  caves. 
Or  scorehed  on  rocks,  he  pines  from  day  to  day; 
But  Science  gives  the  word ;  and  lo,  he  braves 
The  surge  and  tempest,  lighted  by  her  ray, 
And  to  a  happier  land  wafts  merrily  away. 

XLIX. 

^  And  e'en  where  Nature  loads  the  teeming  jplain 
With  the  full  pomp  of  vegetable  store, 
Her  bounty,  unimproved,  is  deadly  bane : 
Dark  woods  and  rankling  wilds^  from  shore  to 
shore 


*  TIm  Influence  of  the  philosophic  Spirii,  In  humai^ng 
mind,  and  preparing  It  for  Intellectual  exenioo,  and  dtH> 
pl—nw^-ln  ezplorinf,  by  the  help  oTtBometry,  the 
oTthe  unlverao ;  in  banishing  •upendiiun ;  In  prorooi- 
Ing  navigation,  agriculture^  medicine,  and  moral  and  political 
sclaiica:  from Sunza XLV. toStanza LV. 


Stretch  their  enormous  gkxxn ;  which  to  szplors 
E'en  Fancy  trembfes  in  her  sprightliest  moisd ; 
For  there  each  eyeball  gleams  with  lust  of  gore, 
Nestles  each  murderous  and  each  monstrous 

brood, 
I  Plagoe  lurks  in  every  shade,  and  steams  fhm  ever> 

lk)od. 

L. 

"  'Twas  from  Philosophy  man  learned  to  tama 
Tlie  soil  by  plenty  to  intemperance  fed. 
Lo,  from  the  echoing  axe,  and  thundering  flame, 
Poison  and  plague  and  yelling  rage  are  fled : 
The  waters,  bursting  frum  their  slimy  bed, 
Bring  health  and  melody  to  every  vale : 
And,  from  the  breezy  main,  and  mountain's  head, 
Ceres  and  Flora,  to  the  sunny  dale, 
To  fiui  their  glowing  charms,  invite  the  fluttering 
gale. 

LI. 

"  What  dire  necessities  on  every  hand 
Our  art,  our  strength,  our  fortitude  require ! 
Of  foes  intestine  with  a  numerous  band 
Against  this  little  throb  of  life  conspire  I 
Yet  Science  can  elude  their  fatal  ire 
Awhile,  and  turn  aside  Death's  leveled  dart, 
Sooth  the  sharp  pang,  allay  the  fever's  fire, 
And  brace  the  nerves  once  more,  and  cheer  the 
heart. 
And  yet  a  few  soft  nights  and  balmy  days  impart, 

UI. 

"  Nor  less  to  regulate  man's  moral  frame 
Science  exerts  her  all-composing  sway. 
Flutters  thy  breast  with  fear,  or  pants  for  fame. 
Or  pines  to  Indolence  and  Spleen  a  prey. 
Or  Avarice,  a  fiend  more  fierce  than  theyl 
Flee  to  (he  shade  of  Academus'  grove ; 
Where  cares  molest  not,  discord  melts  away 
In  harmony,  and  the  pure  passions  prove 
How  sweet  the  words  of  truth  breathed  firom  tha 
lips  of  Love. 

LIII. 

"  What  can  not  Art  and  Industry  perfofm, 
When  Science  plans  the  progress  of  their  toil  1 
They  smile  at  penury,  disease,  and  storm ; 
And  oceans  from  their  miglity  mounds  rccoiL 
When  tyrants  scourge,  or  demagogties  embroil 
A  land,  or  when  the  rabble's  headlong  rage 
Order  transforms  to  anarchy  and  spoil. 
Deep-versed  in  man  the  philosophic  Sage 
Prepares  with  lenient  hand  their  frenzy  to  assuai;r ' 

LIV. 

''  'Tis  he  alone,  whosQ  comprehensive  mind. 
From  situation,  temper,  soil,  and  dime 
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Explored,  a  nation's  varioiu  powers  can  bind 
And  Tarioos  orders,  in  one  form  suUima 
Of  polity,  that,  midst  the  wrecks  of  time, 
Secure  shall  lift  its  head  on  high,  nor  fear 
The  assault  of  foreign  or  domestic  crime, 
While  public  faith,  and  public  love  sincere. 
And  Industry  and  Law  maintain  their  ways  • 


vers. 


n 


LV. 


Enraptured  by  the  Hermit's  strain,  the  Youth 
Proceeds  the  path  of  Science  to  explore ; 
And  now,  expanding  to  the  beams  of  Truth, 
New  energies,  and  charms  unknown  before, 
His  mind  discloses :  Fancy  now  no  more 
Wantons  on  fickle  pinion  through  the  skies ; 
But  fixed  in  aim,  and  conscious  of  her  power, 
Sublime  from  cause  to  cause  exults  to  rise, 
Creation's  blended  stores  arranging  as  she  flics. 

LVI. 

Kor  loTe  of  novelty  alone  inspires, 
Their  laws  and  nice  dependencies  to  scan ; 
For  mindful  of  the  aids  that  life  requires, 
And  of  the  services  man  owes  to  man, 
He  meditates  new  arts  on  Nature's  plan ; 
The  cold  desponding  breast  of  Sloth  to  warm, 
The  flame  of  Industry  and  Genius  fan. 
And  Emulation's  noble  rage  alarm, 
And  the  long  hours  of  Toil  and  Solitude  to  charm. 

LVII. 

But  she,  who  set  on  fire  his  infant  heart. 
And  all  his  dreams  and  all  his  wanderings  shared 
And  blessed,  the  Muse  and  her  celestial  art. 
Still  claim  the  entluisiast's  foiid  and  first  regard. 
From  Nature's  beauties  variously  compared 
And  variously  combined,  he  learns  to  frame 
Those  forms  of  bright  perfection,  whichthe  Bard, 
While  boundless  hopes  and  boundless  views  in- 
flame, 
Enamoured  consecrates  to  never-dying  fame. 

LVIII. 

Of  late,  with  cumbersome,  though  pompous  show, 
Edwin  would  oil  his  flowery  rhyme  deface. 
Through  ardour  to  adorn ;  but  Nature  now 
To  his  experienced  eye  a  modest  grace 
Presents,  where  Ornament  the  second  place 
Holds,  to  intrinsic  worth  and  just  design 
Subservient  still.     Simplicity  apace 
Tempers  his  rage :  he  owns  her  charm  divine, 
And  clears  the  ambiguous  phrase,  and  lops  the 
unwieldy  line. 

LIX. 

Fain  would  I  sing  (much  yet  unsung  remains) 
What  sweet  delirium  o'er  his  bosom  stole. 


When  the  great  Shepherd  of  the  Mantuan  plains^ 

His  deep  majestic  melody  'gan  roll : 

Fain  would  I  sing,  what  transport  stormed  hit 

•oul, 
How  the  red  current  throbbed  his  vdns  along, 
When,  like  Pelides,  bold  beyond  control, 
GraoefiiUy  terrible,  sublimely  strong. 
Homer  raised  high  to  heaven,  the  loud,  the  impe- 
tuous song. 

LX. 

And  how  hb  lyre,  though  rude  her  firrt  essays, 
Now  skilled  to  sooth,  to  triumph,  to  complain, 
Warbling  at  will  through  each  harmonious  maae^ 
Was  taught  to  modulate  the  artful  strain, 
I  fain  would  sing : — ^but  ah  I  I  strive  in  vain. 
Sighs  from  a  breaking  heart  my  voice  conlband. 
With  trembling  step,  to  join  yon  weeping  train 
I  haste,  where  gleams  funereal  glare  around. 
And,  mixed  with  shrieks  of  wo,  the  knells  of  dnth 
resound. 

LXI. 

Adieu,  ye  kys  that  Fancy's  flowers  adom, 
The  soft  amusement  of  the  vacant  mind ! 
He  sleeps  in  dust,  and  all  the  Muses  moom. 
He,  whom  each  Virtue  fired,  each  Grace  refined, 
Friend,  teacher,  pattern,  darling  of  mankind  1— 
He  sleeps  in  dust. — Ah,  how  should  I  pursue 
My  theme! — To  heart-consuming  grief  redigned, 
Here  on  his  recent  grave  I  fix  my  view. 
And  pour  my  bitter  tears. — Ye  floweiy  lajs^  adiea! 

LXII. 

Art  thou,  my  Gregory ,t  for  ever  fled  1 

And  am  I  left  to  unavailing  wo  7 

When  fortune's  etorms  assail  this  weary  head, 

Where  cares  long  since  have  shed   untimely 

snow, 
Ah,  now  for  comfort  whither  shaU  I  go7 
No  more  thy  sootliing  voice  my  anguish  cheeri: 
Thy  placid  eyes  with  smiles  no  longer  glow. 
My  hopes  to  cherish,  and  allay  my  fears. — 
'Tis  meet  that  I  should  mourn: — flow  forth  afinesh, 

my  tears! 


•VirgiL 

t  This  excellent  peraon  died  suddenly,  on  the  lOih  of  Febrs* 
ary,  1773.  Ttie  conclusion  of  the  poem  waa  written  a  few  dayi 
aiier.  Dr.  Gregory,  who  Is  here  lamented,  ha«  made  hb  mt* 
mory  beloved  by  almost  every  class  of  readers  from  Iik  b«u« 
tiful  and  aflecting  address  to  his  daughters,  published  after  hta 
death,  with  the  title  of  "A  Father's  Legacy."  He  publisiMd 
In  hto  life-lime  **  A  comparative  View  of  the  Skate  and  Facul* 
tiesof  Man,  with  tliosc  of  the  Animal  World;"  and  "lieaurei 
on  the  Duties  and  Offices  of  a  Piiysician."  He  was  Profeaaor 
of  Medicine  in  the  UniverRity  of  Aberdeen,  and  aAcnvmr^  of 
Edinburgh,  held  the  modical  rank  of  dm.  phyncisui  to  hb 
Majesty  for  Scotland,  and  arrived  at  higrh  eminence  In  ths 
practice  of  hb  profession.  8ce  a  further  and  very  inteiaui^ 
account  of  him  in  Sir  W.  Forbes*  life  of  Dr.  Bcatiia. 
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RETIREMENT. 

ANODE. 

When  in  the  crimBon  cloud  of  Even 

The  lingering  light  decays, 

And  Hesper  on  the  front  of  heaven 

His  glittering  gem  displays ; 

Deep  in  the  silent  vale  unseen, 

Beside  a  lulling  stream, 

A  pensive  Youth,  of  placid  mien, 

Indulged  this  tender  Uieme. 

**  Ye  cliflfs,  in  hoary  grandeur  piled 
High  o'er  the  glimmering  dale; 
Ye  woods,  along  whose  windings  wild 
Murmurs  the  solemn  gale; 
Where  Melancholy  strays  forlorn, 
And  Wo  retires  to  weep, 
What  time  the  wan  moon's  yellow  horn 
^  Gleams  on  the  western  deep : 

"  To  you,  ye  wastes,  whose  artless  charmf 

Ne'er  drew  Abition's  eye, 

'Scaped  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms, 

To  your  retreats  I  fly: 

Deep  in  your  most  sequestered  bower 

Let  me  at  last  recline, 

Where  Solitude,  mild,  modest  power! 

Leans  on  her  ivied  shrine. 

"How  shall  I  woo  thee,  matchless  Fair! 

Thy  heavenly  smile  how  wini 

Thy  smile,  that  smooths  the  brow  of  Care, 

And  stills  the  storm  within. 

O  wilt  thou  to  thy  favourite  grove 

Thine  ardent  Totary  bring. 

And  bless  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move 

Serene,  on  silent  wing  7 

"  Oft  let  remembrance  sooth  his  mind 
With  dreams  of  former  days. 
When,  in  the  lap  of  Peace  reclined, 
He  framed  his  infant  lays; 
When  Fancy  roved  at  large,  nor  Care 
Nor  cold  Distrust  alarmed; 
Nor  Envy,  with  malignant  glare. 
His  simple  youth  had  harmed. 

**  nrwas  then,  O  Solitude  I  to  thee 
His  early  vows  were  paid, 
From  heart  sincere,  and  warm,  and  free, 
Devoted  to  the  shade. 


Ah,  why  did  Fate  his  steps  decoy 
In  stormy  paths  to  roam. 
Remote  from  all  congenial  joy  T— 
O  take  the  Wanderer  home. 

"  Thy  shades,  thy  silence,  now  be  mine, 
Thy  charms  my  only  theme ; 
My  haunt  the  hollow  clifi*,  whose  pine 
Waves  o'er  the  gloomy  stream, 
Whence  the  scared  owl  on  pinions  gray 
Breaks  from  the  rustling  boughs. 
And  down  the  lone  vale  sails  away 
To  more  profound  repose. 

"  O  while  to  thee  the  woodland  poun 

Its  wildly  warbling  song. 

And  balmy  from  the  bank  of  flowers 

The  zephyr  breathes  along; 

Let  no  rude  sound  invade  fh>m  &r. 

No  vagrant  foot  be  nigh, 

No  ray  from  Grandeur's  gilded  car 

Flash  on  the  startled  eye. 

"  But  if  some  pilgrim  through  the  glado 

Thy  hallowed  bowers  explore, 

O  guard  from  harm  his  hoary  head. 

And  listen  to  his  lore ; 

For  he  of  joys  divine  shall  tell 

That  wean  from  earthly  wo. 

And  triumph  o'er  the  mighty  spell 

That  chains  this  heart  below. 

"  For  me  no  more  the  path  invites 

Ambition  loves  to  tread ; 

No  more  I  climb  those  toilsome  heights 

By  guileful  Hope  misled; 

Leaps  my  fond  flattering  heart  no  mors 

To  Mirth's  enlivening  strain; 

For  present  pleasure  soon  is  o'er, 

And  all  the  past  in  vain." 


ODE  TO  HOPE, 

I.  L 

O  THOU,  who  glad'st  the  pensive  soul. 

More  than  Aurora's  smiles  the  swain  forlorn^ 

Left  all  nightlong  to  mourn 

Where  desolation  frowns,  and  tempests  howl; 

And  shrieks  of  wo,  as  intermits  the  storm, 

Far  o'er  the  monstrous  wilderness  resound. 

And  cross  the  gloom  darts  many  a  shapeleiM  SofniL 

And  many  a  fire-eyed  visage  glares  aronnd^ 
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O  oome,  and  be  once  mora  my  guett: 

CoiDe,  for  tbou  oft  thy  tapptimnt's  tow  hart  betid, 

And  oft  with  miilce  indolgeiit  eheexed 

And  aoodied  him  into  rest 

1.3. 

Snut  by  thy  rapture-beaming  eye 

Deep  flashing  thxough  the  midnight  of  their  mind, 

The  sable  bands  combined, 

Where  Fear's  black  banner  bloats  the  troubled  sky, 

Appalled  retire.    Susiucion  hides  her  head, 

Nor  dares  th'  obliqacly  gleaming  eyeball  raise; 

Despair,  with  gorgon-figured  veil  o'enpiead, 

Speeds  to  dark  Phlegethon's  detested  maze. 

Lo,  startled  at  the  heavenly  ray. 

With  speed  unwonted  Indolence  upsprings 

And,  heaving,  lifts  her  leaden  wings, 

And  sullen  glides  away: 

I.  3. 

Ten  thousand  forms,  by  pining  fancy  viewed, 

DiMulve. — Above  the  sparkling  flood 

When  Phosbus  rears  his  awful  brow. 

From  lengthening  lawn  and  valley  low, 

The  troops  of  fcn-bom  mists  retire. 

Along  the  plain 

The  joyous  swain 

Eyes  the  gay  villages  again. 

And  gold-illumincd  spire ; 

While  on  the  billowy  ether  borne 

Floats  the  loose  lay's  jovial  measure ; 

And  light  along  the  fairy  Pleasure, 

Her  green  robes  glittering  to  the  mom, 

Wantons  on  silken  wing.    And  goblins  all 

To  tliodamp  dungeon  shrink,  or  hoary  hall, 

Or  wcstwaitl,  with  impetuous  flight, 

Shoot  to  the  desert  realms  of  their  congenial  Night 

II.  1. 

When  first  on  Childhood's  eager  gaze 

Life's  varied  landscape,  stretched  immense  around, 

Starts  out  of  night  profound, 

Thy  voice  incites  to  tempt  th'  untrodden  man. 

Fond  he  surveys  thy  mild  maternal  face, 

His  bashful  eye  still  kindling  as  he  views. 

And,  while  thy  lenient  arm  supports  his  pace. 

With  beating  heart  the  upland  path  pursues: 

The  path  that  leads,  where  hung  sublime. 

And  seen  afar,  youth's  gallant  trophies,  bright 

In  Fancy's  rainbow-ray,  invite 

His  wingy  nerves  to  climb. 

II.  3. 

/'ursue  thy  pleasurable  way. 

Safe  in  the  guidance  of  thy  heavenly  guard, 

While  melting  airs  are  heard. 

And aofl-eyed  cherub  forms  around  thee  play: 

Simplicity,  in  careless  flowere  arrayed, 

P^atUing  amusive  in  his  accent  meek ; 


And  Modesty,  half  turning,  as  afiraid. 

The  smDe  just  dimpling  on  his  glowing  cheek 

Content  and  Leisure  hand  in  hand 

With  Innocence  and  Peace,  advance  and  sing; 

And  Mirth,  in  many  a  mazy  ring, 

Frisks  o'er  the  flowery  land. 

I(.  3. 

Fran  man,  how  various  is  thy  lot  below  I 

To-day  though  gales  propitious  blow, 

And  Peace,  soft  gliding  down  the  sky. 

Lead  Love  along  and  Harmony, 

To-morrow  the  gay  scene  deforms: 

Then  all  around 

The  thunder's  sound 

Rolls  rattling  on  through  heaven^  pfofoundl, 

And  down  rush  all  the  storms. 

Ye  days,  that  balmy  influence  shed. 

When  sweet  Childhood,  ever  sprightly, 

In  paths  of  pleasure  sported  lightly. 

Whither,  ah  whither  are  ye  fledl 

Ye  cherub-train,  that  brought  him  on  his  wi^, 

O  leave  him  not  midst  tumult  and  dimaj ; 

For  now  youth's  eminence  he  gains : 

But  what  a  weary  length  of  lingering  toil  nmaiDi 

111.  L 

They  shrink,  they  vanish  into  air. 

Now  Slander  taints  with  pestilence  toe  gale; 

And  mingling  cries  assail, 

The  wail  of  Wo,  and  groan  of  dim  Despnir. 

Lo,  wizard  Envy  from  his  serpent  cys 

Darts  quick  destruction  in  each  baleful  gliBus 

Pride  smiling  stem,  and  yellow  Jealousy, 

Frowning  Disdain,  and  haggard  BUdeadraBce; 

Behold,  amidst  the  dire  array. 

Pale  withered  Care  his  giant  stature  reaxa, 

And  lo,  his  iron  hand  prepares 

To  grasp  its  feeble  prey. 

III.  2. 

Who  now  vrill  guard  bewildered  youth 

Safe  from  the  fierce  assault  of  hostile  ragel 

Such  war  can  Virtue  wage. 

Virtue,  that  bears  the  sacred  shield  of  Troth  I 

Alas!  full  oft  on  Guilt's  victorious  car 

The  spoils  of  Virtue  are  in  triumph  borne; 

While  the  fair  captive,  marked  with  many  a  aa 

In  lone  obscurity,  oppressed,  forbm, 

Resigns  to  tears  her  angel  form. 

lU-fated  youth,  then  whither  wilt  thoa  fly  1 

No  friend,  no  shelter  now  is  nigh : 

And  onward  rolls  the  storm. 

III.  3. 

But  whence  the  sudden  beam  that  shoots  akmg 
Why  shrink  aghast  the  hostile  throng  7 
Lo,  from  amidst  Affliction's  night, 
Hope  bursts  all  radiant  on  the  sight: 
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Her  words  the  troubled  boBom  800th  :— 

*  Why  thus  diunajedl 

Though  foes  invade, 

Hope  zie'er  is  wanting  to  their  aid, 

Who  txead  the  path  of  truth. 

Tis  I,  who  smooth  the  rugged  way, 

I,  who  dose  the  eyes  of  Sorrow, 

And  with  glad  visions  of  to-morrow 

Repair  the  weary  soul's  decay. 

When  Death's  cold  touch  thrills  to  the 

heart, 
Dreams  of  heaven's  opening  glories  I  impart, 
Till  the  freed  c^iirit  springs  on  high 
In  n^itore  too  severe  for  weak  mortality." 


ODE. 

ON  LORD  day's  BIRTH-DAT. 

A  MUSE,  unskilled  in  venal  praise. 
Unstained  with  flattery's  art; 
Who  loves  simplicity  of  lays 
Breathed  ardent  from  the  heart; 
While  gratitude  and  joy  inspire, 
Resumes  the  long  unpractised  lyre, 
To  hail,  O  H^,  thy  natal  mom: 
No  gaudy  wreath  of  flowers  she  weaves, 
But  twines  with  oak  the  laurel  leaves. 
Thy  cradle  to  adorn. 

For  not  on  beds  of  gaudy  flowers 

Thine  ancestoxs  reclined, 

Where  Sloth  dissolves,  and  Spleen  devours 

An  energy  of  mind. 

To  hurl  Uie  dart,  to  ride  the  car, 

To  stem  the  deluges  of  war, 

And  snatch  from  fate  a  sinking  land; 

Trample  the  invader's  lofty  crest, 

And  from  his  grasp  the  dagger  wrest. 

And  desolating  brand : 

Twas  this,  that  raised  thy  illustrious  line 

To  match  the  first  in  fame ! 

A  thousand  years  have  s^nit  shine 

With  unabated  flame ; 

Have  seen  thy  mighty  sires  appear 

Foremost  in  Glory's  high  career, 

The  pride  and  pattern  of  the  brave: 

Yet  pure  from  lust  of  blood  their  fire, 

And  from  Ambition's  wild  desire. 

They  triumphed  but  to  save. 

The  Muse  with  joy  attends  their  way 
The  vale  of  peace  along; 
There  to  its  lord  the  village  gay 
Renews  the  grateful  song. 
Yon  castle's  glittering  towers  contain 
No  pit  of  wo,  nor  clanking  chain. 
Nor  to  the  suppliant's  wail  resound; 
The  open  doors  the  needy  bless, 
Th'  unfriended  hail  their  calm 
And  gladness  smiles  around. 


There  to  the  sympathetic  heail 
Life's  best  delights  belong. 
To  mitigate  the  mourner's  smart, 
To  guard  the  weak  from  vrrong. 
Ye  sons  of  Luxury  be  wise : 
Elnow,  happiness  for  ever  flies 
The  cold  and  solitary  breast; 
Then  let  the  social  instinct  glow, 
And  learn  to  feel  another's  wo, 
And  in  his  joy  be  blessed. 

O  yet,  ere  Pleasure  {dants  her  snaie 

For  unsuspecting  youth : 

Ere  Flattery  her  song  prepare 

To  check  the  voice  of  Truth ; 

O  may  his  country's  guardian  power 

Attend  the  slumbering  Infant's  bower, 

And  bright  inspiring  dreams  impart ; 

To  rouse  the  hereditary  fire, 

To  kindle  each  sublime  desire. 

Exalt  and  warm  the  heart. 

Svrift  to  reward  a  Parent's  fears, 
A  Parent's  hopes  to  crown, 
Roll  on  in  peace  ye  blooming  yean. 
That  rear  him  to  renown ; 
When  in  his  finished  form  and  fiice 
Admiring  multitudes  shall  trace 
Each  patrimonial  charm  combined. 
The  courteous  yet  majestic  mien. 
The  liberal  smile,  the  look  serene, 
The  great  and  gentle  mind. 

Yet,  though  thou  draw  a  nation's  eyes. 

And  win  a  nation's  love ; 

Let  not  thy  towering  mind  despise 

The  village  and  the  grove. 

No  slander  there  shall  wound  thy  fiune. 

No  ruffian  take  his  deadly  aim. 

No  rival  weave  the  secret  snare : 

For  Innocence,  with  angel  smile. 

Simplicity,  that  knows  no  guile, 

And  Love  and  Peace  are  there. 

When  winds  the  mountain-oak  assail. 
And  lay  its  glories  waste; 
Content  may  slumber  in  the  vale, 
Unconscious  of  the  blast. 
Through  scenes  of  tumult  while  we  roaa 
The  heart,  alas  I  is  ne'er  at  home, 
It  hopes  in  time  to  roam  no  more; 
The  mariner,  not  vainly  brave, 
Combats  the  storm,  and  rides  the  wave. 
To  rest  at  last  on  shore. 

Ye  proud,  ye  selfish,  ye  severe, 
How  vain  your  mask  of  state! 
The  good  alone  have  joy  sincere. 
The  good  alone  are  great; 
Gtreat,  when  amid  the  vale  of  peace 
They  bid  the  plaint  of  sorrow  csase. 
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And  hear  the  voice  of  artless  praise ; 
As,  when  along  thetrophied  plain 
Sublime  they  lead  the  victor's  train, 
While  shouting  nations  gaze. 


PIGMJEO-  QERANO-MACHIA  : 

THE  BATTLE  OF 

THE  PIGMIES   AND  CRANES, 
{¥\ram  the  Latin  o/Addiaon,  1762.] 

The  pigmy  people,  and  the  feathered  train, 
Mingling  in  mortal  combat  on  the  plain, 
I  sing.    Ye  muses  favour  my  designs. 
Lead  on  my  squadrons,  and  arrange  the  lines; 
The  flashing  swords  and  fluttering  wings  display, 
And  long  bills  nibbling  in  the  bloody  fray : 
Cranes  darting  with  disdain  on  tiny  foes. 
Conflicting  binls  and  men,  and  war's  unnumbered 
woes. 

The  wars  and  woes  of  heroes  six  feet  long 
Have  ofl  resounded  in  Pierian  song.  , 

Who  has  not  heard  of  Colchos*  golden  fleece. 
And  Argo  manned  with  all  the  flower  of  Greece  1 
Of  Thcl)es'  fell  brethren,  Theseus  stem  of  face, 
And  Peleus'  son  unrivaled  in  the  race, 
.£neas  founder  of  the  Roman  line, 
And  William  glorious  on  the  banks  of  Boyne  1 
Who  has  not  learned  to  weep  at  Pompey's  woes, 
And  over  Blackmore's  epic  page  to  doze  1 
*Tis  I,  who  dare  attempt  unusual  strains, 
Of  hosts  unsung,  and  unfrequented  plains ; 
Of  small  shrill  trump,  and  chiefs  of  little  size. 
And  armies  rushing  down  the  darkened  skies. 

,  Where  India  reddens  to  the  early  dawn, 
Winds  a  deep  vale  from  vulgar  eye  withdrawn: 
Bopomed  in  groves  the  lowly  region  lies, 
And  rocky  mountains  round  the  Iwrder  rise. 
Here,  till  the  doom  of  Fate  its  fall  decreed. 
The  empire  flourished  of  the  pigmy-breed; 
Here  Industry  performed,  and  Genius  planned, 
And  busy  multitudes  o'erspread  the  land. 
But  now  to  these  lone  bounds  if  pilgrim  stray, 
Tempting  through  craggy  cliffs  the  desperate  way, 
He  finds  the  puny  mansion  fallen  to  earth. 
Its  godlings  mouldering  on  the  abandoned  hearth ; 
And  stains,  where  small  white  bones  are  spread 

around 
"  Or  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground ;" 
While  the  proud  crane  her  nest  securely  builds, 
Chatterincr  amid  the  desolated  fields. 

But  diflerent  fates  Ixifcl  her  hostile  rage, 
While  reigned,  invincible  through  many  an  age, 
The  dreaded  pigmy  :  roused  by  war's  alarms 
Forth  ruslied  the  nuulding  mannikin  to  arms. 
Fierce  to  the  field  of  death  the  hero  flies ; 
riie  faint  crane  fluttering  fla[)s  the  ground,  and 
dies; 


And  by  the  victor  borne  (oVrwhelming  load !) 
With  bloody  bill  loose  dangling  marks  the  road* 
And  ofl  the  wily  dwarf  in  ambush  lay, 
And  oden  made  the  callow  yoang  his  prcj; 
With  slaughtered  victims  heaped  his  boaid,  aa 

smiled 
To  avenge  the  parent's  trespass  on  the  chlU. 
Ofl,  where  his  feathered  foe  had  reared  her  nei^ 
And  laid  her  eggs  and  household  gods  to  rest, 
Burning  for  blood,  in  terrible  array, 
The  eighteen-inch  militia  burst  their  way ; 
All  went  to  wreck;  the  infant  foemen  feU, 
When  scarce  his  chirping  bill  had  broke  the  AA 

Loud  uproar  hence,  and  rage  of  arms  arose^ 
And  the  fell  rancour  of  encountering  foes ; 
Hence  dwarfs  and  cranes  one  general  ham 

whelms, 
And  Death's  grim  visage  scares  the  pigmy  mlna 
Not  half  so  furious  blazed  the  warlike  fire 
Of  Mice,  high  theme  of  the  Msonian  lyre; 
When  bold  to  battle  marched  th' aooouired  ftof^ 
And  the  deep  tumult  thundered  through  the  bopi 
Pierced  by  the  javelin-bulrush,  on  the  shore 
Hero  agonizing  rolled  the  mouse  in  gore ; 
And  there  the  frog  (a  scene  full  sad  to  see!) 
Shorn  of  one  leg,  slow  sprawled  along  on  three; 
He  vaidts  no  more  with  vigorous  hopes  on  high, 
But  mourns  in  coarsest  croaks  his  destiny. 
And  now  the  day  of  wo  drew  on  apace, 
A  day  of  wo  to  all  the  pigmy  race. 
When  dwarfs  were  doomed  (but  penitence  wai 

vain) 
To  rue  each  broken  egg,  and  chicken  slain. 
For  roused  to  vengeance  by  repeated  wrong, 
From  distant  climes  the  long-billed  regions  throng. 
From  Stryiiion's  lake,  and  Caystcr's  plashy  xncaik^ 
And  fens  of  Scjthia,  green  with  rustling  n>eds; 
From  where  the  Danube  winds  through  maOT  I 

land, 
And  Mareotis  laves  th'  Egyptian  strand, 
To  rendezvous  they  wafl  on  eager  wing, 
And  wait  assembled  the  returning  Spring. 
Meanwhile  they  trim  their  plumes  for  length  ol 

flight, 
Whet  their  keen  beaks,  and  twisting  ckwt,  fa 

fight; 
Each  crane  the  pigmy  ])Ower  in  thought  o  ertum 
And  every  bosom  for  the  battle  bums. 

When  genial  gales  the  frozen  air  unbind, 
The  screaming  legions  wheel,  and  mount  the  wiik 
Far  in  the  sky  they  form  their  long  array, 
And  land  and  ocean  stretched  Immrnse  survev 

0 

Deep,  deep  beneath ;  and,  triumphing  in  j»ride, 
With  clouds  and  winds  commixed,  innumenx 

ride; 
*Tis  wild  obstreperous  clangor  all,  and  heaven 
Whirls,  in  temi)estuous  undulation  driven. 

Nor  less  th'  alarm  that  shook  the  worKl  b^Iow, 
Where  marched  in  pomp  of  war  th'  embattled  la 
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Where  mannikins  with  haughty  itep  advance, 
And  grasp  the  shield,  and  couch  the  quivering 

Unce; 
To  right  and  left  the  lengthening  lines  they  form, 
And  ranked  in  deep  array  await  the  storm. 

Iligh  in  the  midst  the  chieftain  dwarf  was  seen, 
Of  giant  stature,  and  imperial  mien. 
Full  twenty  inches  tall  he  strode  along. 
And  viewed  with  lofty  eye  the  wondering  throng ; 
And,  while  with  many  a  scar  his  visage  frowned, 
Bared  his  broad  bosom,  rough  with  many  a  wound 
Of  beaks  and  daws,  disclosing  to  their  sight 
The  glorious  meed  of  high  heroic  might 
For  with  insatiate  vengeance  he  pursued, 
And  never-ending  hate,  the  feathery  brood. 
Unhappy  they,  confiding  in  the  length 
Of  homy  beak,  or  talons'  crooked  strength, 
Who  durst  abide  his  rage ;  the  blade  descends, 
And  from  the  panting  trunk  the  pinion  rends : 
Laid  low  in  dust  the  pinion  waves  no  more, 
The  trunk,  disfigured,  stiffens  in  its  gore. 
What  hosts  of  heroes  fell  beneath  his  force  I 
What  heaps  of  chicken  carnage  marked  his  course  1 
How  oft,  O  Strymon,  thy  lone  banks  along. 
Did  wailing  echo  waft  the  funeral  song ! 

And  now  from  far  the  mingling  clamours  rise. 
Loud  and  more  loud  rebounding  through  the  skies. 
From  skirt  to  skirt  of  heaven,  with  stormy  sway, 
A  cloud  rolls  on,  and  darkens  all  the  day. 
Near  and  more  near  descends  the  dreadful  shade. 
And  now  in  battailous  array  displayed. 
On  sounding  wings,  and  screaming  in  their  ire, 
The  cranes  rush  onward,  and  the  fight  require. 

The  pigmy  waniorB  eye;  with  fearless  glare, 
The  host  thick  swarming  o'er  the  burthened  air ; 
Thick  swarming  now,  but  to  their  native  land 

Doomed  to  return  a  scanty  straggling  band. 

When  sudden,  darting  down  the  depth  of  heaven, 
Fierce  on  th'  expecting  foe  the  cranes  were  driven. 
The  kindling  frenzy  every  bosom  warms, 
The  region  echoes  to  the  clash  of  arms : 
Loose  feathen  from  th'  encountering  armies  fly, 
And  in  careering  whirlwinds  mount  the  sky. 
To  breathe  from  toil,  upsprings  the  panting  crane, 
Then  with  fresh  vigour  downward  darts  again. 
Success  in  equal  balance  hovering  hangs. 
Here,  on  the  sharp  spear,  mad  with  mortal  pangs, 
The  bird  transfixed  in  bloody  vortex  whirls, 
Tec  fierce  in  death  the  threatening  talon  curls ; 
There,  while   the    life-blood  bubbles  from  his 

wound. 
With  little  feet  the  pigmy  beats  the  ground ; 
Deep  from  his  breast  the  short  short  sob  he  draws, 
And,  dying,  curses  the  keen-pointed  claws. 
Trembles  the  thundering  field,  thick  covered  o'er 
With  falchions,  mangled  wings,  and  streaming 

gore. 
And  pigmy  arms,  and  beaks  of  ample  f  ize, 
And  here  a  cUw,  and  there  a  finger  lies. 
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Encompassed  round  with  heaps  of  slaughtered 
foet^ 
All  grim  in  blood  the  pigmy  champion  glows. 
And  on  th*  assailing  host  impetuous  springs, 
Careless  of  nibbling  bills,  and  flapping  wings; 
And  midst  the  tumult  whercsoe'er  he  turns, 
The  battle  with  redoubled  fury  bums; 
From  every  side  th'  avenging  cranes  amain 
Throng,  to  o'crwhclm  this  terror  of  the  plain. 
When  suddenly  (for  such  the  will  of  Jove) 
A  fowl  enormous,  sousing  from  above, 
The  gallant  chieftain  clutched,  and,  soaring  high, 
(Sad  chance  of  battle  I)  bore  him  up  the  sky. 
The  cranes  pursue,  and  clustering  in  a  ring, 
Chatter  triumphant  round  the  captive-king. 
But  oh !  what  pongs  each  pigmy  bosom  wrung, 
When,  now  to  cranes  a  prey,  on  talons  hung, 
High  in  the  clouds  they  saw  their  helpless  lord, 
His  wriggling  form  still  lessening  as  he  soared. 

Lo,  yet  again  with  unabated  rage 
In  mortal  strife  the  mingling  hosts  engage. 
The  crone  with  darted  bill  assaults  the  foe. 
Hovering,  then  wheels  aloft  to  'scape  the  blow: 
The  dwarf  in  anguish  aims  the  vengeful  wound; 
But  whirls  in  empty  air  the  falchion  round. 

Such  was  the  scene,  when  midst  the  loud  alarms 
Sublime  th'  eternal  Thunderer  rose  in  arms. 
When  Briareus,  by  mod  ambition  driven, 
Heaved  Pclion  huge,  and  hurled  it  high  at  heaven: 
Jove  rolled  redoubling  thunders  from  on  high, 
Mountoins  and  bolts  encountered  in  the  sky ; 
Till  one  stupendous  ruin  whelmed  the  crew, 
Their  vast  limbs  weltering  wide  in  brimstone  blue. 

But  now  at  length  the  pigmy  legions  yield, 
And  winged  with  terror  fly  the  fatal  field. 
They  roise  a  weak  and  melancholy  wail, 
All  in  distraction  scatterinc;  o'er  the  vale. 
Prone  on  their  routed  rear  the  crones  descend ; 
Their  bills  bite  furious,  and  their  talons  rend: 
With  unrelenting  ire  tlicy  urge  the  chase, 
Swom  to  exterminate  the  hated  race. 

'Twas  thus  the  pigmy  name,  once  great  in  waf 
For  spoils  of  conquered  cranes  renowned  afar. 
Perished.     For,  by  the  dread  decree  of  heaven, 
Short  is  the  dote  to  earthly  grandeur  given; 
And  vain  are  all  attempts  to  roam  beyond 
Where  Fate  has  fixed  the  evcriasting  bound. 
Fallen  are  the  trophies  of  Assyrian  power, 
And  Persia's  proud  dominion  is  no  more; 
Yea,  though  to  both  superior  far  in  fame. 
Thine  empire,  Latium,  is  an  empty  name. 

And  now  vrith  lofty  chiefs  of  ancient  time 
The  pigmy  heroes  roam  the  Elysian  clime. 
Or,  if  belief  to  matron-tales  be  due. 
Full  oft,  in  the  belated  sliepherd's  view. 
Their  frisking  forms,  in  gentle  green  arrayed, 
Gambol  secure  amid  the  moonlight  gladn. 
Secure,  for  no  alarming  cranes  nuilest. 
And  all  their  woes  in  long  oblivion  reii  * 
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Doim  the  deep  dale,  and  narrow  windiiig  waj, 
They  foot  it  fetaly,  ranged  in  ringiete  gay : 
Til  joy  and  frolic  all,  where'er  they  rove^ 
And  Fairy  peqde  it  tlw  name  they  lore. 


THE  HARES. 

A  FABLE. 

Y£s,  yes,  I  grant  the  eons  of  earth 
Are  doomed  to  trouble  from  their  bizth. 
We  all  of  lorrow  hare  our  aharo ; 
But  say,  is  yours  without  compare? 
Look  round  the  world ;  perhaps  youll  find 
Each  individual  of  our  kind 
Pressed  with  an  equal  load  of  ill. 
Equal  at  least: — Look  further  still, 
And  own  your  lamentable  case 
b  little  short  of  happiness. 
In  yonder  hut  that  stands  alone 
Attend  to  Famine's  feeble  moan; 
Or  view  the  couch  where  Sickness  lies, 
Mark  his  pale  cheek,  and  languid  eyes, 
His  frame  by  strong  convulsion  torn. 
His  struggling  sighs,  and  looks  forlorn. 
Or  see,  transfixed  with  keener  pangs, 
Where  o'er  his  hoard  the  miser  hangs ; 
Whistles  the  wind ;  he  starts,  he  stares^ 
Nor  Slumber's  balmy  blessings  shares; 
Despair,  Remorse,  and  Terror  roll 
Their  tempests  on  his  harassed  souL 
But  here  perhaps  it  may  avail 
To'  enforce  our  reasoning  with  a  talo. 

Mikl  was  the  mom,  the  sky  serene. 
The  jolly  hunting  band  convene; 
The  beagle's  breast  with  ardour  bums. 
The  bounding  steed  the  champaign  spurns 
And  Fancy  oft  the  game  descries 
Through  the  hound's  nose,  and  huntsman's  eyes. 

Just  then,  a  council  of  the  hares 
Had  met,  on  national  affairs. 
l*lid  chicfii  were  set ;  while  o'er  their  head 
The  furze  its  frialed  covering  spread. 
Iiong  lists  of  grievances  were  heard, 
And  general  diM»ntent  appeared: 
"  Our  harmless  race  shall  every  savage, 
lk)th  quadmpcd  and  biped,  ravage? 
Shall  horses,  hounds,  and  hunters  still 
Unit<>  their  wits,  to  work  us  ill? 
The  youth,  his  parent's  sole  delight. 
Whose  tooth  the  dewy  lawns  invite, 
Whose  pulse  in  every  vein  beats  strong, 
Whoso  limbs  leap  light  the  vales  along. 
May  yet  ere  noontide  meet  his  death, 
And  lie  dismembered  on  the  heath. 
For  youth,  alas!  nor  cautious  age. 
Nor  strength,  nor  speed,  eludes  their  rage. 
in.  every  field  we  meet  the  foe. 
Each  gale  comes  fra^jght  with  sounds  of  wo; 


The  morning  but  awakes  our  frany 
The  evening  sees  ns  bathed  in  teaiii 
But  must  we  ever  idly  grieve, 
Nor  strive  oar  fi)rtanes  to  relievtl 
Small  is  each  individual's  fi»oe: 
To  stratagem  be  our  reeoorss; 
And  then,  from  all  our  tribes  combined^ 
The  murderer  to  his  cost  may  find 
No  fiws  are  weak,  whom  Justice  aimi^ 
Whom  Concord  leads,  and  Hatred 
Be  roused ;  or  liberty  acquire. 
Or  in  the  great  attempt  expire." 
He  said  no  more;  lor  in  hb  breast 
Conflicting  thoughts  the  voice  supptMndt 
The  fire  oif  vengeance  seemed  to  stream 
From  his  swoln  eyeball's  yellow  gleam. 

And  now  the  tumults  of  the  war, 
Mingling  confusedly  firom  afitf. 
Swell  in  the  wind.    Now  fender  eriei 
Distinct  of  hounds  and  men  arise. 
Forth  from  the  brake,  with  beating  heait. 
The'  assembled  hares  tnmultuoos  start, 
And,  every  straining  nerve,  on  wing. 
Away  precipitately  spring.  / 

The  hunting  band,  a  dgnal  given, 
Thick  thundering  o'er  the  plain  are  drffonj 
O'er  cliff  abrupt,  and  shrabby  monnd, 
And  river  broad,  impetuous  bound; 
Now  plunge  amid  the  forest  shades, 
Glance  through  the  openings  of  the  gladei; 
Now  o'er  the  level  valley  sweeps 
Now  with  short  steps  strain  up  the  steep; 
While  backward  from  the  hunter's  eyes 
The  landscape  like  a  torrent  flies. 
At  last  an  ancient  vfood  they  gained, 
By  pruner's  axe  yet  unprofaned. 
High  o'er  the  rest,  by  Nature  reared, 
The  oak's  majestic  boughs  appeared; 
Beneath  a  copse  of  various  hue 
In  barbarous  luxuriance  grew. 
No  knife  had  curbed  the  rambling  spiaya. 
No  hand  had  wove  the'  implicit  maze. 
The  flowering  thorn,  self-taught  to  wind. 
The  hazle's  stubbom  stem  intwined. 
And  bramble  twigs  were  wreathed  around. 
And  rough  furze  crept  along  the  ground. 
Here  sheltering,  from  the  sons  of  murther, 
The  hares  drag  their  tired  limbs  no  fiirtber. 

But  fe,  the  western  wind  ere  long 
Was  loud,  and  roared  the  woods  among; 
From  rustling  leaves,  and  crashing  bough% 
The  sound  of  wo  and  war  arose. 
The  hares  distracted  scour  the  grove, 
As  terror  and  amazement  drove; 
But  danger,  whcresoe'er  they  fled. 
Still  seemed  impending  o'er  their  head. 
Now  crowded  in  a  grotto's  gloom, 
All  hopes  extinct,  the}  wait  their  doooL 
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was  the  niAnoe,  till,  at  length, 
E^ren  from  despair  deriving  strength, 
With  bloodj  eye,  and  furious  look, 
A  daring  jouth  arose,  and  spoke :-~ 

"  O  wretched  race,  the  scorn  of  Fate, 
Whom  ills  of  every  sort  await  1 
O,  cursed  with  keenest  sense  to  fed 
The  sharpest  sting  of  every  ill  I 
Say  ye,  who,  fraught  with  mighty  schemfi, 
Of  liberty  and  vengeance  dream, 
What  now  remains  1    To  what  recess 
Shall  we  our  weary  steps  address, 
Since  fate  is  evermore  purauing 
All  ways,  and  means  to  work  our  ruin  7 
Are  we  alone,  of  all  beneath, 
Condemned  to  misery  worse  than  death ! 
Must  wo,  with  firuitless  labour,  strive 
In  misery  worse  than  death  to  live  I 
No.    Be  the  smaller  iU  our  choice : 
So  dictates  Nature's  powerful  voice. 
Death's  pang  will  in  a  moment  cease ; 
And  then,  All  hail,  eternal  peace  1" 
Thus  whUe  he  spoke,  his  words  impart 
The  dire  resolve  to  every  heart. 

A  distant  lake  in  prospect  lay, 
That,  glittering  in  the  solar  ray, 
Gleamed  through  the  dusky  trees,  and  shot 
A  trembling  light  along  the  grot : 
Thither  with  one  consent  they  bend, 
Their  sorrows  with  their  lives  to  end. 
While  each,  in  thought,  already  hears 
The  water  biasing  in  his  ears. 
Fast  by  the  margin  of  the  lake. 
Concealed  within  a  thorny  brake, 
A  linnet  sate,  whose  careless  lay 
Amused  the  solitary  day. 
Careless  he  sung,  for  on  his  breast 
Sorrow  no  lasting  trace  impressed ; 
When  suddenly  he  heard  a  sound 
Of  swift  fieet  traversing  the  ground. 
Quick  to  the  neighbouring  tree  he  flies, 
Thence  trembling  casts  around  his  eyes; 
No  foe  appeared,  his  fears  were  vain ; 
Pleased  he  renews  the  sprightly  strain. 

The  hares,  whose  noise  had  caused  his  Aright, 
Saw  with  surprise  the  linnet's  flight. 
"  Is  there  on  earth  a  wretch,  (they  said) 
Whom  our  approach  can  strike  with  dread  1 
An  instantaneous  change  of  thought 
To  tumult  every  bosom  wrought. 
So  &res  the  system-building  sage. 
Who,  plodding  on  firom  youth  to  age, 
At  last  on  some  foundation-dream 
EUs  reared  aloft  his  goodly  scheme, 
And  proved  his  piredecessors  fools, 
And  bound  all  nature  by  his  rules; 
So  fares  he  in  that  dreadful  hour. 
When  injured  Truth  exerts  her  power, 


Some  new  phenomenon  to  raise; 
YHiich,  bursting  on  his  frighted  gaze. 
From  its  proud  summit  to  the  ground 
Proves  the  whole  edifice  unsound. 

"  Children,"  thus  spoke  a  hare  sedate. 
Who  oft  had  known  the'  extremes  of  fate, 
"  In  slight  events  the  docile  mind 
May  hints  of  good  instruction  find. 
That  our  condition  is  the  worst, 
And  we  with  such  misfortunes  cursed 
As  all  comparison  defy, 
Was  late  the  universal  cry. 
When  lo,  an  accident  so  slight 
As  yonder  little  linnet's  flight, 
Has  made  your  stubborn  heart  confev 
(So  your  amazement  bids  me  guess) 
That  all  our  load  of  woes  and  feazs 
Is  but  a  part  of  what  he  bears. 
Where  can  he  rest  secure  firom  harms, 
Whom  e'en  a  helpless  hare  alarms  1 
Yet  he  repines  not  at  his  lot. 
When  past,  the  danger  is  foigot: 
On  yonder  bough  he  trims  his  wings^ 
And  with  unusual  rapture  sings ; 
While  we,  less  wretched,  sink  beneath 
Our  lighter  ills,  and  rush  to  death. 
No  more  of  this  unmeaning  rage, 
But  hear,  my  firiends,  the  words  of  age. 

"  When  by  the  winds  of  autumn  ^ven 
The  scattered  clouds  fly  cross  the  heaven. 
Oft  have  we,  from  some  mountain's  head, 
Beheld  the  alternate  light  and  shade 
Sweep  the  long  vale.    Here  hovering  lours 
The  shadowy  cloud ;  there  downward  poon, 
Streaming  direct,  a  flood  of  day, 
Which  from  the  view  flies  swifl  away; 
It  flies,  while  other  shades  advance, 
And  QlfJhet  streaks  of  sunshine  glance. 
Thus  chequered  is  the  life  below 
With  gleams  of  joy,  and  clouds  of  wa 
Then  hope  not,  while  we  journey  on, 
Still  to  be  basking  in  the  sun : 
Nor  fear,  though  now  in  shades  ye  moam, 
That  sunshine  will  no  more  return. 
If,  by  your  terrors  overcome. 
Ye  fly  before  the*  approaching  gloom, 
The  rapid  clouds  your  flight  pursue, 
And  darkness  still  o'ercasts  your  view. 
Who  longs  to  reach  the  radiant  plain 
Must  onward  urge  his  course  amain ; 
For  doubly  swift  the  shadow  flies, 
When  'gainst  the  gale  the  pilgrim  phes. 
At  least  be  firm,  and  undismayed 
Maintain  your  ground!  the  fleeting  shads 
Eire  long  spontaneous  glides  away. 
And  gives  you  back  the'  enlivening  ray. 
Lo,  while  I  speak,  our  danger  past! 
No  more  the  shrill  horn's  angry  blast 
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Bofwli  in  our  ear ;  the  laTage  roar 
Of  war  and  murder  ib  no  more. 
Then  snatch  the  moment  fiite  allows, 
Nor  think  of  past  or  future  woes." 
He  spoke;  and  hope  revives;  the  Uke 
That  instant  one  and  all  forsake, 
In  sweet  amusement  to  employ 
The  present  sprightly  hour  of  joy. 

Now  from  the  western  mountain's  brow 
Compassed  with  clouds  of  various  glow, 
The  sun  a  broader  orb  displays, 
And  shoots  aslope  his  ruddy  rays. 
The  lawn  assumes  a  fretther  green, 
And  dew-dro{)s  s|)angle  all  the  scene. 
The  balmy  zephyr  breathes  along, 
The  shephenl  sings  his  tender  song, 
With  all  their  lays  the  groves  resound, 
And  falling  waters  murmur  round. 
Discord  and  care  were  put  to  flight. 
And  all  was  peace  and  calm  delight. 


ELEGY.-* 

Still  shaU  unthinking  man  substantial  deem 
The  forms  that  fleet  through  life's  deceitful  dreami 
On  clouds,  where  Fancy's  beam  amusive  plays. 
Shall  heedless  Hope  the  towering  fabric  raise  ? 
Tin  at  Death's  touch  the  fairy  visions  fly, 
And  real  scenes  rush  dismal  on  the  eye ; 
And,  from  Ellynum's  balmy  slumber  torn. 
The  startled  soul  awakes,  to  think  and  mourn. 

O  ye,  whose  hoars  in  jocund  train  advance. 
Whose  spirits  to  the  song  of  gladness  dance. 
Who  flowery  vales  in  endless  view  survey, 
Glitlpriiig  in  beams  of  viuonary  day; 
O,  yet  while  fate  delays  th'  impending  wo, 
Be  Toufled  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow; 
Lest,  like  the  lightning's  glance,  the  sudden  ill 
Rash  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kill ; 
Lest,  thus  encompassed  with  funereal  gloom 
Like  mo,  ye  bend  o'er  some  untimely  tomb, 
Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  Night's  frighted  ear. 
And  half  pronounce  heaven's  sacred  doom  severe. 

Wise,  Beauteous,  Grood  1  O  every  grace  com- 
bined. 
That  charms  the  eye,  or  captivates  the  mind ! 
Fair  as  the  floweret  opening  on  the  mom, 
Whose  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn! 
Sweet,  as  the  downy-pinioned  gale,  that  roves 
Tj  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves! 
Mild  as  the  strains,  that,  at  the  close  of  day. 

Warbling  remote,  along  the  vales  decayl 

Vet,  wliy  with  these  compared?  What  tints  so  fine. 
What  sweetness,  mildness,  can  be  matched  with 

thinci 
Why  roam  abroad?  Since  still,  to  Fancy's  eyes, 
I  see,  1  see  thy  lovely  form  arise. 

'  On  Mn.  Walkar,  a  cuier  of  Lord  Monbodda 


StiD  let  me  gaze,  and  every  care  begoiku. 
Gaze  on  that  cheek,  where  all  the  Graoet  MoSk 
That  soul-expressing  eye,  benignly  bright, 
Where  meekness  beams  ineffable  delight; 
That  brow,  where  Wisdom  sits  enthroned  kki 
Each  feature  forms,  and  dignifies  the  miea 
Still  let  me  listen  wMle  her  words  impait 
The  sweet  effusions  of  the  blameleleH  heart, 
Till  all  my  soul,  each  tumult  charm'd  away, 
YeUds,  gently  led,  to  Virtue's  easy  sway. 
By  thee  inspir'd,  O  Virtue!  Age  is  young, 
And  music  warbles  from  the  faltering  tongue: 
Thy  ray  creative  cheers  the  clouded  brow, 
And  decks  the  faded  cheek  with  rosy  glow, 
Brightens  the  joyless  aspect,  and  supplies 
Pure  heavenly  lustre  to  the  languid  eyes: 
But  when  Youth's  lixing  bloom  reflects  thy  bean 
Resistless  on  the  view  the  glory  streams. 
Love,  Wonder,  Joy,  alternately  alarm, 
And  Beauty  dazzles  with  angelic  charm. 

Ah,  whither  fled! ye  dear  illusions,  stay. 

Lo,  pale  and  silent  lies  the  lovely  day 
How  are  the  roses  on  that  cheek  decayed, 
Which  late  the  purple  light  of  youth  displayed! 
Health  on  her  form  each  sprightly  grace  bestowei 
With  life  and  thought  each  speaking  feature  glow*! 
Fair  was  the  flower,  and  soil  the  vernal  sky; 
Elate  with  hope,  we  deemed  no  tempest  nigh; 
When  lo,  a  whirlwind's  instantaneous  gust 
Left  all  its  beauties  withering  in  the  dust. 

All  cold  the  hand  that  soothed  Wo's  weary  heat 
And  quenched  the  eye,  the  pitying  tear  that  shec 
And  mute  the  voice,  whose  pleasing  accents  stdi 
Infusing  balm  into  the  rankled  soul! 
O  Death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power, 
And  spare  the  idle  weed,  yet  lop  the  flowerl 
Why  fly  thy  shafls  in  lawless  error  driven  1 
Is  Virtue  then  no  more  the  care  of  Heaven  1-^ 
But  peace,  lx)ld  thought !  be  still  my  bursting  hear 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatal  dart. 
'Sca|)ed  the  dark  dungeon,  does  the  slave  complal 
Nor  bless  the  hand  that  broke  the  galling  chain' 
Say,  pines  not  virtue  for  the  lingering  mom. 
On  this  dark  wild  condemned  to  roam  fbrlornl 
Where  Reason's  meteor-rays,  vnlh  sickly  glow. 
O'er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  throv 
Disclosing  dubious  to  the  affrighted  eye, 
O'erwhelming  mountains  tottering  from  on  Wgl 
Black  billowy  seas  in  storms  perpetual  tossed, 
And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  lost 
O'happy  stroke!  that  burst  the  bonds  of  clay. 
Darts  through  the  rending  gloom  the  blazo  of  da 
And  wings  the  soul  with  boundless  flight  to  soi 
Where  dangers  threat,  and  fears  alarm  no  mon 

Transporting  thought !  here  let  me  wipe  aw 
The  tear  of  grief,  and  wake  a  bolder  lay. 
But  ah !  the  swimming  eye  o'erflows  anew  — 
Nor  check  the  sacred  drops  to  pity  due ; 


POEMS  ON  SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


Lo,  where  in  ipeecIileM,  hopeless  anguiih,  hend 
O'er  her  loved  dust,  the  Parent,  Brother,  Friend! 
How  Tain  the  hope  of  man  I  But  cease  thy  strain, 
Nor  Sorrow's  dread  solemnity  profane; 
Mixed  with  yon  drooping  Mourners,  on  her  bier 
In  rilenoe  shed  the  sympathetic  tear. 


EPITAPH: 

tlINO  PART  OF  AN  INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  MONUMENT, 

7\»  be  tneted  by  a  Gentleman  to  the  Memory  qf 
hie  Lady. 

Farewell,  my  best  beloved;  whose  heavenly 
mind 
Ocnias  with  virtue,  strength  with  softness  joined; 
Devotion,  undebased  by  pride  or  art. 
With  meek  simplicity,  and  joy  of  heart; 
Though  sprightly,  gentle;  though  polite^  sincere; 
And  only  of  thyself  a  judge  severe ; 
TTnblanied,  unequalled  in  each  sphere  of  life. 
The  tenderest  Daughter,  Sister,  Parent,  Wife. 
In  thee  their  Patroness  the  afflicted  lost ; 
Thy  friends,  their  pattern, ornament,  and  boast; 
And  I— hut  ah,  can  words  my  loss  declare. 
Or  paint  the  extremes  of  transport  and  despair ! 
O  Thou,  beyond  what  verso  or  speech  can  tell, 
My  guide,  my  friend,  my  best  beloved,  frirewell! 


THE  HERMIT. 

AT  the  dose  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  still, 
And  mortals  the  sweets  of  forgetfulness  prove. 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the  hill, 
And  nought  but  the  nightingale's  song  in  the  grove ; 
'Twas  thus,  by  the  cave  of  the  mountain  afar. 
While  his  harp  rung  symphonious,  a  Hermit  began ; 
No  more  with  himself,  or  with  nature  at  war. 
Ho  thought  as  a  Sago,  though  he  felt  as  a  man. 

"  Ah  why,  all  abandoned  to  darkness  and  wo, 
Why,  lone  Philomela,  that  languishing  fall  1 
For  Spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  bestow, 
And  sorrow  no  longer  thy  bosom  inthraL 
But,  if  pity  inspire  thee,  renew  the  sad  lay. 
Mourn,  sweetest  complainer,  Man  calls  thee  to 

mourn; 
O  vjoth  him,  whose  pleasures  like  thine  pass  away. 
Fun  quickly  they  pass — ^but  they  never  return. 

"  Now  gliding  remote,  on  the  verge  of  the  sky. 
The  moon  half  extinguished  her  crescent  displays: 
But  lately  I  marked,  when  majestic  on  high 
She  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in  her  blaze. 
Roll  on  thou  fair  orb,  and  with  gladness  pursue 
The  path  that  conducts  thee  to  splendour  again: 


But  man's  faded  glory  what  change  shall  renew  1 
Ah,  fool  I  to  exult  in  a  glory  so  vain  I 

"  Tis  night  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no  more; 
I  mourn,  but  ye  woodlands,  I  mourn  not  for  you; 
For  mom  is  approaching,  your  charms  to  restore, 
Perfumed  with  fresh  fragrance,  and  glittering  with 

dew. 
Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  Winter  I  mourn: 
Kind  Nature  the  embryo-blossom  will  save. 
But  when  shall  spring  visit  the  mouldering  urn  1 
O  when  shall  it  dawn  on  the  night  of  the  gravel" 

Twas  thus,  by  the  glare  of  false  science  betrayed| 
That  leads,  to  bewilder;  and  dazzles,  to  blind; 
My  thoughts  wont  to  roam,  from  shade  onward  to 

shade. 
Destruction  before  mo,  and  sorrow  behind. 
"  O  pity,  ^reat  Father  of  light!  (then  I  cried) 
Thy  creature,  who  fain  would  not  wander  firam 

Thee  I 
Lo,  humbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my  pride; 
From  doubt  and  from  darkness  thou  only  canut 

free." 

And  darkness  and  doubt  are  now  flying  away; 
No  longer  I  roam  in  conjecture  forlorn ; 
So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint  and  astray. 
The  bright  and  the  balmy  eflfulgence  of  mom: 
See  Trath,  Love,  and  Mcrey,  in  triumph  descend- 

And  Nature  afl  glowing  in  Eden's  first  bloom ! 
On  the  cold  cheek  of  Death  smiles  and  roses 

blending. 
And  Beauty  Immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb. 


EPITAPH  ON  THE  AUTHOR, 

BT  niMSELP. 

ElsCAPED  the  gloom  of  mortal  life,  a  soul 
Here  leaves  its  mouldering  tenement  of  clay, 

Safe,  where  no  cares  their  whelming  billows  nll| 
No  doubts  bewilder,  and  no  hopes  betray. 


Like  thee,  I  once  have  stenmaed  the  sea  of  life; 

Like  thee,  have  languished  after  empty  joys; 
Like  thee,  have  laboured  in  the  stormy  strife; 

Been  grieved  for  trifles,  and  amused  with  tojit 

Yet  for  awhile,  'gainst  passion's  threatful  blast 
Let  steady  reason  urge  the  struggling  oar; 

Shot  through  the  dreary  gloom,  the  mom  at  last 
Gives  to  thy  longing  eye  the  blissful  shore. 

Forget  my  fndltics,  thou  art  also  firaO ; 

Forgive  my  lapses,  for  thyself  ma/st  fall; 
Nor  read,  unmoved,  my  artless  tender  tale, 

I  was  a  fnend,  oh  manl  to  thee^  to  aH 
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fftHe  iLffe  of  tsruitom  CoUfnd* 


WiLUAM  Collins  was  born  at  Chichester  on 
the  twenty-fifth  day  of  December,  about  1720. 
His  father  was  a  hatter  of  good  reputation.  He 
was  in  1733,  as  Dr.  Whaiton  has  kindly  inform- 
ed me,  admitted  a  scholar  of  Winchester  College, 
where  he  was  educated  by  Pr.  Burton.  His  Eng- 
lish exercises  were  better  than  his  Latin. 

He  first  courted  the  notice  of  the  public  by  some 
▼erses  to  a  "  Lady  Weeping,"  published  in  "  The 
Gentleman's  Magazine." 

In  1740,  he  stood  first  in  the  list  of  the  scholars 
to  be  received  in  succession  at  New  College,  but 
unhappily  there  was  no  vacancy.  He  became  a 
Commoner  of  Clueen's  College,  probably  with  a 
scanty  maintenance ;  but  was,  in  about  half  a  year, 
elected  a  Demy  of  Magdalen  College,  where  he 
continued  till  he  had  taken  a  bachebr*s  degree, 
and  then  suddenly  left  the  University  j  for  what 
reason  I  know  not  that  he  told. 

He  now  (about  1744)  came  to  London  a  literary 
adventurer,  with  many  projects  in  his  head,  and 
v«iy  little  money  in  his  pocket  He  designed 
many  works;  but  his  great  fault  was  irresolution, 
or  the  frequent  calls  of  immediate  necessity  broke 
fais  schemes,  and  sufifered  him  to  pursue  no  settled 
pforpoee.  A  man  doubtful  of  his  dinner,  or  trem- 
bfing  at  a  creditor,  is  not  much  disposed  to  ab- 
ftncted  meditatbn,  or  remote  inquiries.  He  pub- 
lished proposals  fat  a  History  of  the  Revival  of 
lisaming;  and  I  have  heard  him  speak  with  great 
kindness  of  Leo  the  Tenth,  and  with  keen  re- 
sentment of  his  tasteless  successor.  But  probably 
not  a  page  of  his  history  was  ever  written.  He 
planned  several  tragedies,  but  he  only  planned 
them.  He  wrote  now  and  then  odes  and  other 
poems,  and  did  something,  however  little. 

About  this  time  I  fell  into  his  company.  His 
appearance  was  decent  and  manly;  his  knowledge 
considerable,  his  views  extensive,  his  conversation 
elegant,  and  his  dieipoeition  cheerful.  By  degrees 
I  gained  his  confidence;  and  one  day  was  admit- 
ted to  him  when  ho  was  immured  by  a  bailiff', 
that  was  prowling  in  the  street.  On  this  occasion 
recourse  was  had  to  the  booksellerB,  who,  on  the 
eredit  of  a  translation  of  Aristotle's  Poetics,  which 
Ye  engaged  to  write  with  a  large  commentary,  ad- 
vanced as  much  money  as  enabled  him  to  escape 
into  the  country.  He  showed  me  the  guineas 
safe  in  his  hand.  Soon  afterwards  his  uncle,  Mr. 
Martin,  a  lieutenant-colonel,  left  him  about  two 
thousand  pounds;  a  sum  which  Collins  couki 
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scarcely  think  exhaustible,  and  which  he  did  not 
live  to  exhaust.  The  guineas  were  then  repaid 
and  the  translation  neglected. 

But  man  is  not  bom  for  happiness.  ColBns, 
who,  while  he  Biudied  to  /tre,  felt  no  evil  but  po- 
verty, no  sooner  lived  to  study  than  his  life  was 
assailed  by  more  dreadful  calamities,  disease  and 
insanity. 

Mr.  Collins  was  a  man  of  extensive  literature, 
and  of  vigorous  faculties.  He  was  acquainted  not 
only  vdth  the  learned  tongues,  but  with  the  Ita 
lian,  French,  and  Spanish  languages.  He  haa 
employed  his  mind  chiefly  upon  works  of  fiction, 
and  subjects  of  fancy;  and,  by  indulging  some 
peculiar  habits  of  thought,  was  eminently  delight- 
ed with  those  flights  of  imagination  which  pass 
the  bounds  of  nature,  and  to  which  the  mind  is 
reconciled  only  by  a  passive  acquiescence  in  popu- 
lar traditions.  He  loved  fairies,  genii,  giants,  and 
monsters;  he  delighted  to  rove  through  the  mean- 
ders of  enchantment,  to  gaze  on  the  magnificence 
of  golden  palaces,  to  repose  by  the  water-falls  of 
Elysian  gardens. 

This  was,  however,  the  character  rather  of  his 
inclination  than  his  genius;  the  grandeur  of  wild- 
ness,  and  the  novelty  of  extravagance,  was  always 
desired  by  him,  but  were  not  always,  attained* 
Yet,  as  diligence  is  never  wholly  lost,  if  his  efibrtf 
sometimes  caused  harshness  and  obscurity,  they 
likewise  produced,  in  happier  moments,  sublimity 
and  splendour.  This  idea  which  he  had  formed 
of  excellence,  led  him  to  oriental  fictions  and  alkv 
gorical  unagery ;  and  perhaps,  while  he  was  intent 
upon  description,  he  did  not  sufliciently  cultivate 
sentiment  His  poems  are  the  productions  of  a 
mind  not  deficient  in  fire,  nor  unfurnished  with 
knowledge  either  of  books  or  life,  but  somewhat 
obstructed  in  its  progress  by  deviation  in  quest  of 
mistaken  beauties. 

Upon  the  whole,  Collins,  by  his  taste  and  a^ 
tainmcnts,  appears  to  have  been  peculiariy  adapt- 
ed for  the  higher  walks  of  poetry.  His  odes,  from 
which  he  derives  his  chief  poetical  fbme,  notwith- 
standing the  disparaging  remarks  of  Dr.  Johnson, 
are  now  almost  universally  regarded  as  the  first 
productions  of  the  kind  in  the  English  language 
fat  vigour  of  conception,  boldness  and  variety  of 
personification,  and  genuine  warmth  of  feehng. 
The  originality  of  Collins  consists,  not  in  his  sen- 
timent, but  in  the  highly  figurative  garb  in  which 
he  dothes  abstract  ideas,  in  tne  felicity  of  his  ex* 
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pretnons,  and  in  hia  ikill  in  embodying  ideal  cr»- 
ationa.  Hit  chief  defect  ia  an  occaidonal  myiti- 
cism.  Hia  temperament  waa,  in  the  strictest 
meaning  of  the  word,  poetical;  and  had  he  ezistp 
ed  under  happier  circumstances,  and  enjoyed  the 
undiaturbed  exerciae  of  hia  facultiea,  he  would  pro- 
bably have  aurpaased  moat,  if  not  all,  of  hia  con- 
temporariea,  during  the  very  proaaic  period  which 
immediately  followed  the  death  of  Pope. 

Hia  morals  were  pure,  and  hia  opiniona  piooa: 
in  a  long  continuance  of  poverty,  and  long  habita 
of  diaaipatiop,  it  can  not  be  expected  that  any  cha- 
racter ahould  be  exactly  uniform.  There  ia  a 
degree  of  want  by  which  the  freedom  of  agency  ia 
almost  destroyed ;  and  long  association  with  for- 
tuitoua  companions  will  at  laat  relax  the  atrictnesa 
of  truth,  and  abate  the  fervour  of  nncerity.  That 
this  man,  wise  and  virtuous  as  he  was,  passed  al- 
ways unentangled  through  the  snares  of  life,  it 
would  be  prejudice  and  temerity  to  affirm;  but  it 
may  be  said  that  at  least  he  preserved  the  source 
of  action  unpolluted,  that  his  principles  were 
never  shaken,  that  his  distinctions  of  right  and 
wrong  were  never  confounded,  and  that  his  faults 
had  nothing  of  malignity  or  dengn,  but  proceeded 
from  some  unexpected  pressure  or  casual  temp- 
tation. 

The  latter  part  of  his  life  can  not  be  remembered 
but  with  pity  and  sadness.  He  languished  some 
years  under  that  depression  of  mind  which  en- 
chains the  faculties  without  destroying  them,  and 
leaves  reason  the  knowledge  of  right  without  the 
power  of  pursuing  it.  These  clouds,  which  he 
perceived  gathering  on  his  intellects,  he  endea- 
voured to  disperse  by  travel,  and  passed  into 
France:  but  found  himself  constrained  to  yield  to 
his  malady,  and  returned.  He  was  for  some  time 
confined  in  a  house  of  lunatics,  and  afterwards 
retired  to  the  care  of  his  sister  in  Chichester, 
where  death,  in  1756,  came  to  his  relief 

After  his  return  from  France,  the  writer  of  this 
character  paid  him  a  visit  at  Islington,  where  he 
was  waiting  for  his  sister,  whom  he  had  directed 
to  meet  him:  there  was  then  nothing  of  disorder 
diaoemiblo  in  his  mind  by  any  but  himself:  but 
h«  oad  withdrawn  from  study,  and  travelled  with 


no  other  book  than  an  English  Testament,  sncb 
as  children  carry  to  school:  when  his  friend  took 
it  into  his  hand,  out  of  cariosity  to  see  what  com- 
panion a  man  of  letters  had  chosen,  '*  I  have  but 
one  book,"  said  CoIKns,  "  but  that  is  the  best" 

Such  was  the  fate  of  Collins,  with  whom  I  ones 
delighted  to  converse,  and  whom  I  yet  remember 
with  tenderness. 

He  was  visited  at  Chichester  in  his  last  ilhiess, 
by  his  learned  friends  Dr.  Warton  and  hu  brother; 
to  whom  he  spoke  with  ^Gsapprobaticm  of  his 
Oriental  Eclogues,  as  not  sufficiently  expressive 
of  Asiatic  manners,  and  called  them  his  Irish 
Eclogues.  He  showed  them,  at  the  same  time,  an 
ode  inscribed  to  Mr.  John  Home,  on  the  super- 
stitions of  the  Highlands;  which  they  thought 
superior  to  his  other  works. 

His  disorder  was  not  alienation  of  mind,  bat 
general  laxity  and  feebleness,  a  deficiency  rather 
of  his  vital  than  intellectual  powers.  What  bf 
spoke  wanted  neither  judgment  nor  spirit;  hot  a 
few  minutes  exhausted  him,  so  that  he  was  forced 
to  rest  upon  the  couch,  till  a  short  cessation  re- 
stored his  powera,  and  he  was  again  aUe  to  talk 
with  his  former  vigour. 

The  approaches  of  this  dreadful  malady  he  begtf 
to  feel  soon  after  his  uncle's  death ;  and  with  the 
usual  weakness  of  men  so  ^seated,  eagerlj 
snatched  that  temporary  relief  with  which  the 
table  and  the  bottle  flatter  and  seduce.  But  hii 
health  continually  declined,  and  he  grew  moif 
and  more  burthensome  to  himsel£ 

Mr.  CoUins's  first  productbn  is  added  oere  fircHD 
the  "  Poetical  Calendar." 


TO  MISS  AURELIA 
On  her  Weeping  at  her  Sister'e  Wedding. 

Cease,  fidr  Aurelia!  cease  to  mourn; 

Lament  not  Hannah's  happy  state: 
You  may  be  happy  in  your  turn. 

And  seize  the  treasure  you  regret 

With  Love  united  Hymen  stands, 
And  softly  whispers  to  your  chaimi^ 

'*  Meet  but  your  lover  in  my  bands, 
*<  Yonll  find  your  sister  in  his  tanm,* 
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or 
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ECLOGUE  I. 

8ELIM ;  OR  THE  SHEPHERD^S  MORAL. 

8eene^  a  Valley  near  fiadgat.    Tlme^  the  Moralng. 

"  Ye  Peraian  mauls,  attend  your  poets  lays, 
And  hear  how  shepherds  pass  their  golden  days. 
Not  all  are  blest  whom  Fortune's  hand  sustains 
With  wealth  in  courts;  nor  all  that  haunt  the 

plains: 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truths  I  tell ; 
Tis  Tirtuo  makes  the  bliss,  where'er  we  dwell." 

Thus  Selim  sung,  by  sacred  Truth  inspired ; 
Nor  praise,  but  such  as  Truth  bestowed,  desired : 
Wise  in  himself,  his  meaning  songs  conveyed 
Informing  morals  to  the  shepherd  maid ; 
Or  taught  the  swains  that  surest  bliss  to  find, 
What  groves  nor  streams  bestow,  a  virtuous  mind. 

When  sweet  and  blushing,  like  a  virgin  bride, 
The  radiant  mom  resumed  her  orient  pride ; 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  vallies  play, 
Breathe  on  each  dower,  and  bear  their  sweets  away; 
By  Tigris'  wandering  waves  he  sat  and  sung, 
This  useful  lesson  for  the  fair  and  young. 

**  Ye  Persian  dames,**  he  said,  "  to  you  belong — 
Well  may  they  please — the  morals  of  my  song : 
No  fairer  maids,  I  trust,  than  you  are  found. 
Graced  with  soft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around ! 
The  morn,  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  supplies 
Each  gentler  ray  delicious  to  your  eyes: 
For  you  those  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  bestow; 
And  vours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 
Vet  tliink  not  these,  all  beauteous  as  they  arc. 
The  best  kind  blessings  heaven  can  grant  the  fair! 
Who  trust  alone  in  beauty's  feeble  ray 
Bivtst  but  the  worth  Bassora's  [)carU  display: 
Drawn  from  the  deep  we  own  their  surface  bright; 
But  dark  witlun,  they  drink  no  lustrous  light  j 


Such  are  the  maids^  and  such  the  charmtthiy 

boast, 
By  sense  unaided,  or  to  virtue  lost, 
Self-flattering  sex  I  your  hearts  believe  in  Tain 
That  love  shall  blind,  when  once  he  flres  the  fwaiii 
Or  hope  a  lover  by  your  faults  to  win, 
As  spots  on  ermine  beautify  the  skin : 
Who  seeks  secure  to  rule  be  flrst  her  care 
Each  softer  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair  j 
Each  tender  passion  man  delights  to  find ; 
The  loved  perfections  of  a  female  mind  I 

Blest  were  the  days  when  Wisdom  held  her 
reign. 
And  shepherds  sought  her  on  the  silent  plain! 
With  Truth  she  wedded  in  the  secret  grove; 
Immortal  Truth;  and  daughters  blessed  their  Iots. 
— O  haste,  fair  maids !  ye  Virtues,  come  away! 
Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way; 
The  balmy  shrub  for  you  shall  love  our  shore, 
By  Ind  excelled,  or  Araby,  no  more. 

Lost  to  our  fields,  for  so  the  fates  ordain, 
The  dear  deserters  shall  return  again. 
Come  thou,  whose  thoughts  as  limpid  springs  an 

clear. 
To  lead  the  train,  sweet  Modesty,  appear  : 
Here  make  thy  court  amidst  our  rural  scene, 
And  shepherd  girls  shall  own  thee  for  their  queen: 
With  thee  be  Chastity,  of  all  afraid. 
Distrusting  all ; — a  wise  suspicious  maid  ;•' 
But  man  the  most: — not  more  the  mountain-doe 
Holds  the  swift  falcon  for  her  deadly  foe. 
Cold  is  her  breast,  like  flowers  that  drink  the  deW| 
A  silken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 
No  wild  desires  amidst  thy  train  be  known , 
But  Faitli,  whose  heart  is  fixed  on  one  alone 
Des|)onding  Meekness,  with  her  downcast  eye», 
And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  sighs: 
And  Love  the  last :  by  these  your  hearts  apptovv 
These  arc  the  virtues  that  must  lead  to  love  '^ 
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Thus  101%  the  swain ;  and  ancient  legends  say 
The  maids  ol  Bagdat  verified  the  Uy: 
Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Yirtnes  came  along ; 
The  shepherds  loved ;  and  Seiim  blessed  his  song. 


L 


ECLOGUE  n. 

HASSAN;  OR,  THE  CABfELrDRITER. 

Soene^  the  Dent   Thna^  BIkUlij. 

In  silent  horror  o'er  the  boundless  waste 
The  driver  Hassan  with  his  camels  past : 
One  cruise  of  water  on  his  badi  he  bore, 
And  tus  light  scrip  contained  a  scanty  store ; 
A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand, 
To  guard  his  shaded  face  from  scorching  sand, 
The  sultry  sun  had  gained  the  middle  sky, 
And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh ; 
The  beasts  with  pain  their  dusty  way  pursue : 
Shrill  roared  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view! 
With  desperate  sorrow  wild,  the  affrighted  man 
Thrice  sighed ;  thrice  struck  his  breast ;  and  thus 

began: 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  luckless  was  the  day, 
When  first  from  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way!** 

Ah !  little  thought  I  of  the  blasting  wind. 
The  thirst,  or  pinching  hunger,  that  I  find  I 
Bethink  thee,  Hassan,  where  shall  thirst  assuage. 
When  fidls  this  cruise,  his  unrelenting  rage  1 
Soon  shall  this  scrip  its  precious  load  resign ; 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  shall  be  thine  7 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear. 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  share ! 
Here,  where  no  springs  in  murmurs  break  away, 
Or  moss-crowned  fountains  mitigate  the  day. 
In  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know 
Which  plains  more  blest,  or  verdant  vales  bestow ; 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  tasteless  sands  are  found ; 
And  faint  and  sickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  luckless  was  the  day, 
When  first  from  Schiraz*  wails  I  bent  my  way  !*' 

Curst  be  the  gold  and  silver  which  persuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far  fatiguing  trade ! 
The  lily  peace  outshines  the  silver  store; 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore, 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  desert  brown, 
To  every  distant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oil  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  sea: 
And  are  we  only  yet  repaid  by  thee  ? 
-Ah!  why  \va!?  ruir.  so  attractive  madel 
Or  why  fond  man  so  e<i»ily  betrayed? 
Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  haste  along, 
Tnc  gonile  voice  of  peace,  or  pleasure's  song? 
Ol  wlierefore  think  the  n»)Wery  mountain's  side, 
Th«f  fuunUuns  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride. 


Why  think  we  these  less  pleasing  to  behold 
Than  dreaxy  deserts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  1 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  luckless  was  the  day, 
When  first  firom  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way 

O  cease,  my  fears ! — all  frantic  as  I  go. 
When  thought  creates  unnumbered  scenes  of  \ 
What  if  the  Uon  in  Us  rage  I  meetl — 
Oft  in  the  dust  I  view  his  printed  feet: 
And,  fearful!  oft,  when  day*s  declining  light 
Yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  night, 
By  hunger  rouasd  h«  scoon  the  groaning  pUin, 
Ghiont  wolves  and  sullen  tigers  in  his  train: 
Before  them  Death  with  shrieks  directs  their  wi 
Fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prq 
**  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  luckless  was  the  day. 
When  first  finooi  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way! 

At  that  dead  hour  the  silent  asp  shall  creep, 
If  aught  of  rest  I  find,  upon  my  sleep: 
Or  some  swoln  serpent  twist  his  scales  around, 
And  wake  to  anguish  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wise  contented  poor. 
From  lust  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  secure  1 
They  tempt  no  deserts,  and  no  grie&  they  find; 
Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reason  rules  the  mil 
^  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  luckless  was  the  day. 
When  first  from  Schiraz*  walls  I  bent  my  way 

O  hapless  youth ! — for  she  thy  love  had  won- 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  most  undone ! 
Big  swelled  my  heart,  and  owned  the  power 

maid,     . 
When  fast  she  dropt  her  tears,  as  thus  she  said 
"  Farewell  the  youth  whom  sighs  could  not  deta! 
Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implored  in  vain 
Yet,  as  thou  goest,  may  every  blast  arise 
Weak  and  unfclt  as  these  rejected  sighs ! 
Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'st  thou  see. 
No  griefs  endure ;  nor  weep  false  youth,  like  m 
— O  let  me  safely  to  the  fair  return ; 
Say,  with  a  kiss,  she  must  not,  shall  not  moun 
O !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  loee  its  fears. 
Recalled  by  Wisdom's  voice,  and  Zara*s  teaxs. 

He  said,  and  called  on  heaven  to  bless  the  di 
When  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his  way. 


ECLOGUE  IIL 

ABRAj  or,  THE  GEORGIAN  SlTLTANi. 

Scenes  a  Forest    Time,  the  Eveniug. 

In  Georgia's  land,  where  Tefllis'  towers  are  « 
In  distant  view,  along  the  level  green, 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glad 
And  the  tall  forests  casts  a  longer  shade. 
What  time  'tis  sweet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  stray 
Or  scent  the  breathing  maze  at  setting  day; 


ORIENTAL  ECLOaUBS. 


Amidst  the  maids  of  Zagen*s  peaceful  grore^ 
Bmjra  sung  the  pleasing  cares  of  lore. 

Of  Abra  first  began  the  tender  strain, 
Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain : 
At  mom  she  came  those  willing  flocks  to  lead, 
Where  lilies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead ; 
From  early  dawn  the  livelong  hours  she  told, 
Till  late  at  silent  eve  she  penned  the  fold : 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  secret  shade, 
A  various  wreath  of  odorous  flowers  she  made ; 
Qay-motleyed  pinks*  and  sweet  jonquils  she  chose, 
The  violet  blue  that  on  the  moss-bank  grows ; 
All  sweet  to  sense,  the  flaunting  rose  was  there ; 
The  finished  chaplet  well  adorned  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanced  that  fated  mom  to  stray, 
By  love  conducted  from  the  chase  away; 
Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  song; 
And  sought,  the  vales  and  echcnng  groves  among; 
At  length  he  found,  and  wooed  the  raral  maid ; 
8he  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obeyed. 
**  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  moved  ; 
And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  loved  1" 

The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain; 
Vet  sdll  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain; 
Oft  as  she  went  she  backward  turned  her  view, 
And  bade  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Pair  happy  maid !  to  other  scenes  remove; 
To  richer  scenes  of  golden  power  and  love ! 
60  leave  the  simple  pipe  and  shepherd's  strain; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign  1 
'*  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  moved ; 
And  every  Georgian  maid  Hke  Abra  loved.** 

Yet,  'midst  the  blaze  of  courts,  she  fixed  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  shady  grove : 
Still,  with  the  shepherd's  innocence,  her  mind 
To  the  sweet  vale,  and  flowery  mead  inclined ; 
And,  oft  as  spring  renewed  the  plains  with  flowers, 
Breathed  his  soft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  hours, 
With  sure  return  she  sought  the  sylvan  scene, 
The  brsesy  mountains,  and  the  forests  green. 
Her  maids  around  her  moved,  a  duteous  band  1 
Each  bore  a  crook,  all-mral,  in  her  hand : 
Some  simple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds  they  sung; 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  forest  rung. 
•*  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  moved; 
And  every  Greorgian  maid  like  Abra  loved.*' 

And  oft  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 

And  thorns  of  state,  attendant  on  the  fair; 

Oft  to  the  shades  and  low-roofed  cots  retired ; 

Or  sought  the  vale  where  flr»t  his  heart  was  fired: 

A  russet  mantle,  like  a  swain  he  wore ; 

And  thouglit  of  crowns,  and  busy  courts  no  more. 

'That  then  Aowexs  are  Touml  in  very  gmu  abundance  in 
■ome  of  llie  pravincea  of  IVraia;  eco  liie  Mukrn  liidiory  of 
Mr.  Salmoa 
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"  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  moved ; 
And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  loved." 

Blest  was  the  life  that  royal  Abbas  led: 
Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed« 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excell 
The  simple  shepherd  girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  those  who  mled  on  Persia's  jewelled  throne 
Be  famed  for  love,  and  gentlest  love  alone; 
Or  wreath,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown, 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crowiL 
O  happy  days !  the  maids  around  her  say ; 
O  haste;  profuse  of  blessings,  haste  away; 
"  Be  every  youth,  Kke  royal  Abbas,  moved ; 
And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  loved  " 


ECLOGUE  IV. 

▲GIB  AND  SECANDCR:   OR,   THC   FUQITIYEa. 

Bcene,  a  Mountain  In  CireaaBia.  Time^  Bfldnishl. 

In  fair  Circassia,  where  to  love  inclined 
Each  swain  was  blest,  for  every  maid  was  kind  | 
At  that  still  hour  when  awful  midnight  reigns, 
And  none  but  wretches  haunt  the  twilight  plaint  j 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  highj 
And  past  in  radiance  through  the  cloudless  sky ; 
Sad,  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  shepherds  fled 
Where  wildering  fear  and  desperate  sorrow  led : 
Fast  as  they  prest  their  flight,  behind  them  lay 
Wide  ravaged  plains:  and  valleys  stole  away: 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  sides  they  ran, 
Till,  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began. 

SECANDER. 

O  stay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny. 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  survey  1 
Trace  our  sad  flight  through  all  its  length  of  way  I 
And  first  review  that  long-extended  plain, 
And  yon  wide  groves  already  past  with  pain  I 
Yon  ragged  clifl*,  whose  dangerous  path  we  tried  I 
And,  last,  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  side  I 

AGIB. 

Weak  as  thou  art,  yet,  hapless,  must  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight  or  some  severer  wo  I 
Still,  as  I  haste,  the  Tartar  shouts  behind ; 
And  shrieks  and  sorrows  load  the  saddening  wind: 
In  ru^r  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand, 
He  blasts  our  harvests,  and  deforms  our  land. 
Yon  citron  grove,  whence  first  in  fear  we  camt, 
Droops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  fkme. 
Far  fly  the  swains,  like  us,  in  deep  despair, 
And  leave  to  ruflSan  hands  their  fleecy  care. 

SECANDER. 

TJ  nhappy  land,  whose  blesungs  tempt  the 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'st  thy  Perrian  lord! 
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In  Tail  thoa  eomt'ft  him,  helplcaf,  to  thiiM  aid, 
To  fbield  the  thepheid,  and  protect  the  maidl 
Far  oSf  in  Ihoughtlev  indolence  reagned. 
Soft  dreams  of  loire  and  pleasure  sooth  hb  mfaid: 
'Midst  fair  sultanas  lost  in  id! j  joy, 
No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fean  annoj. 

▲a  IB. 

Yet  these  green  hills  in  summer's  sultiy  heat, 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  sight  is  Zabran*s  flowery  plain; 
At  once  by  maids  and  shepherds  loved  in  vain  1 
No  more  the  virgins  shall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargii'  banks,  or  Irwan's  shady  grove; 
On  Tarkic's  mountains  catch  the  cooling  gale, 
Or  breathe  the  sweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale : 
Fair  scene!  but,  ah !  no  more  with  peace  possest, 
With  ease  alluring,  and  with  plenty  blest ! 
No  more  the  shepherd's  whitening  tents  appear, 
Nor  the  kind  products  of  a  bounteous  year; 
No  more  the  date,  with  snowy  blossoms  crowned  1 
But  ruin  spreads  her  baleful  fires  around. 

ECAKDER. 

In  vain  Circassia  boasts  her  spicy  groves, 
For  ever  famed  for  pure  and  happy  bves: 


In  vain  she  boasts  her  fairrat  of  the  &ir, 
Their  eyes  blue  languish,  and  their  golden  h 
Those  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitless  grief  most  i 
Those  hain  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  shall  ra 

A01B 

Ye  Georgian  swains,  that  piteous  learn 

hz 
CircasAa's  ruin,  and  the  waste  of  war: 
Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  sta;& 

pare 
To  shield  your  harvest,  and  defend  your  fidr; 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  deagns  pursue. 
Fixed  to  destroy  and  steadfast  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  hand,  in  native  deserts  bred. 
By  lust  incited,  or  by  malice  led, 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marlu  with  blood  and  wasting  flames  thei 
Yet  none  so  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe, 
To  death  inured,  and  numd  in  scenes  of  wo. 

He  said;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  be 
A  shriller  shriek ;  and  nearer  fires  appealed; 
The  affiighted  shepherds,  through  the  dewi 

night, 
Wide  o'er  the  moonlight  hiOs  renewed  their  fli 
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ODE  TO  PITY. 

O  THOU,  the  friend  of  man  assigned, 
With  balmy  bands  his  wounds  to  bind, 

And  charm  his  frantic  wo: 
When  first  Distress,  with  dagger  keen. 
Broke  forth  to  waste  his  destined  scene, 

His  wild  unsated  foe ! 

By  PellaV  bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefr  his  thought  could  frame. 

Receive  my  humble  rite: 
Lung,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  sky-worn  robes  of  tenderest  blue, 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light! 

But  wnercfore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  missus'  distant  side 

Deserted  stream,  and  mute? 
Wild  Arunt  too  has  hoard  thy  strains, 
And  echo,  midst  tiiy  native  plains, 

Been  soothed  by  Pity's  lute. 


/•  Euripldea,  of  whom  Arisioilo  pronounces,  on  a  compart- 
■on  of  him  with  Sophoclof,  that  ho  was  iho  greater  r?ar»er  of 
aie  tender  passions,  «,  r^nyaunt^. 

t  Tlie  river  Arun  runs  by  tlie  village  in  Suasez,  where 
Ckrwtj  had  his  birth. 


There  first  the  wren  \n  myrtles  shed 
On  gentlest  Otway*8  infant  head, 

To  him  thy  cell  was  shown ; 
And  while  he  sung  the  female  heart, 
With  youth's  soft  notes  unspoiled  by  art, 

Thy  turtles  mixed  their  own. 

Ccme,  Pity,  come,  by  fancy's  aid. 
E'en  now,  my  thoughts,  relenting  maid, 

Thy  temple's  piide  design: 
Its  southern  site,  its  truth  complete, 
Shall  rise  a  wild  enthusiast  heat 

In  all  who  view  the  shrine. 

There  Picture's  toils  shall  well  relate, 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate, 

O'er  mortal  bliss  prevail; 
The  buskined  Muse  shall  near  her  stand. 
And  sighing  prompt  her  tender  hand 

With  each  disastrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retired  by  day, 
In  dreams  of  passion  melt  away, 

Allowed  witli  thee  to  dwell: 
There  waste  the  mournful  lamp  of  night, 
Till,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  British  shell 
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ODE  TO  FEAR. 

Thou  to  whom  the  world  unknown, 

With  all  its  shadowy  shapes,  is  shown; 
Who  see'st,  appalled,  the  anreal  scene, 
While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between: 
Ah  Fear!  ah  frantic  Fear! 
I  see,  I  see  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  step;  thy  haggard  eye  I 
Like  thee  I  start;  like  thee  disordered  fly. 
For  lo,  what  monsters  in  thy  train  appear  U 
Danger,  whose  limbs  of  giant  mould 
What  mortal  eye  can  fixed  behold  1 
Who  stalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form, 
Howling  amidst  the  midnight  storm; 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  steep 
Of  some  loose  hanging  rock  to  sleep: 
And  with  him  thousand  phantoms  joined, 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accursed  the  mind: 
And  those,  the  fiends,  who,  near  allied. 
O'er  Nature's  wounds,  and  wrecks,  preside; 
YThile  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air. 
Lifts  her  red  arm,  exposed  and  bare : 
On  whom  that  ravening*  brood  of  Fate 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  sorrow  wait: 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghastly  train  can  see, 
And  look  not  madly  wild  like  theel 

EPODC. 

In  earliest  Greece,  to  thee,  with  partial  choice, 
The  grief-i\ill  Muse,  addrest  her  in&nt  tongue; 

The  maids  and  matrons  on  her  awful  voice, 
Silent  and  pale  in  wild  amazement  hung. 

Yet  he,  the  bardt  who  first  invoked  thy  name, 
Disdained  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel: 

For  not  akme  he  nursed  the  poet's  flame, 
But  reached  from  Virtue's  hand  the  patrid's 
■teel. 

But  who  18  he  whom  later  gariands  grace; 

Who  left  a  while  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove, 
With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  steps  to  trace. 

Where  thou  and  furies  shared  the  baleful  grove  I 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil,  the  inoestuoui  qoeent 
Sighed  the  sad  calif  her  son  and  husband  heard, 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  silent  scene. 
And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appeared. 


*  Alluding  to  the  Kvrccc«i^c««n(C  of  Sophodsa   Sss  Ills 


iJoeasia. 


-ov8  ft*  opopf »  Poti 


Xt^0«u  ^ofk»  6€KKurta(  ctflM^(  Tpi;t<K* 

As  tke  (Edip.  Ooton,  tfSbpkodm. 


O  Fear,  I  know  thcfl  by  my  ^robbing  heart: 
Thy  withering  power  inspired  each  mournful 
line: 

Though  gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 
Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  scene  are  thine 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou  who  such  weary  lengths  hast  past. 
Where  wilt  thou  rest,  mad  Nymph,  at  lastl 
Say,  wilt  thou  shroud  in  haunted  cell 
Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwelll 
Or,  in  some  hallowed  seat, 
'Gainst  which  the  big  waves  beat, 
Hear  drowning  seamen's  cries,  in  tempests  bronghtl 
Dark  power,  vrith  shuddering  meek  8ubinUt«d 
thought 

Be  mine  to  read  the  visions  old 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told : 
And,  lest  thou  meet  my  blasted  view. 
Hold  each  strange  tale  devoutly  true; 
Ne'er  be  I  found,  by  thee  o'erawed. 
In  that  thrico-hallowed  eve,  abroad. 
When  ghosts,  as  cottage  muds  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave; 
And  goblins  haunt,  from  fire,  or  fen. 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men ! 

O  thou  whose  spirit  most  possest 
The  sacred  seat  of  Shakspeare's  breast  I 
By  all  that  from  thy  prophet  broke. 
In  thy  divine  emotions  spoke; 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal, 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel: 
His  cypress  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  theel 


ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY. 

O  THOU  by  Nature  taught 

To  breathe  her  genuine  thought 
In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  sweetly  strong; 

Who  first  on  mountains  wild, 

In  Fancy,  loveliest  child. 
Thy  babe,  or  Pleasure's,  nursed  the  poweisuf  sonf. 

Thou,  who,  with  hermit  heart, 

Disdain'st  t)ie  wealth  of  art. 
And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  traifing  piD , 

But  com'st  a  decent  maid. 

In  attic  robe  arrayed, 
O  chaste,  unboastfiil  Nymph,  to  thee  I  caU  I 

By  all  the  honied  store 

On  Hybla's  thymy  shore; 
By  all  her  blooms,  and  mingled  murmun  detr  • 

By  her*  whose  love-lorn  wo, 

In  evening  musings  sbw, 
Soothed  sweetly  sad  Electra's  poet's  ear: 


*  Ths  MMP,  or  nlghUnjaks  for  whieh  flophochsi 
hafs  entaialiNd  apseoHsr : 
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Bj  old  '>phifiMi  de^, 

YHio  spread  hb  wavy  sweep, 
In  warbled  wanderings,  roond  thy  green  letreat; 

On  whose  enamel'd  ade, 

When  holy  Fieedomdied, 
N*  equal  haunt  allured  thy  future  ftet 

O  sisler  meek  of  Truth, 

To  my  adnuring  youth, 
Thy  sober  aid  and  natite  charms  tnftisel 

The  flowers  that  sweetest  breathe, 

Though  beauty  culled  the  wreath, 
Still  ask  thy  hand  to  raise  their  ordered  hues. 

While  Rome  could  none  esteem 

But  virtue's  patriot  theme, 
You  loved  her  hilis,  and  lod  her  laureat  band: 

But  staid  to  sing  alone 

To  one  distinguished  throne; 
And  turned  thy  face,  and  fled  her  altered  lancL 

No  more,  in  haD  or  bower, 

The  Passions  own  thy  power; 
Love,  only  Love  her  forceless  numbers  mean: 

For  thou  hast  left  her  shrine;  "^ 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine. 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  bless  the  servile  scene. 

Though  taste,  though  genius,  biesft 

To  some  divine  ezoees, 
Faints  the  cold  work,  till  thou  inspire  the  whole ; 

What  each,  what  all  supply. 

May  court,  may  charm,  our  eye; 
Thou,  only  thou  canst  ndse  the  meeting  soul! 

Of  these  let  others  ask. 

To  aid  some  mighty  task, 
i  only  seek  to  find  thy  temperate  vale; 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  sound 

To  maids  and  shepherds  round, 
And  all  thy  sons,  O  Nature,  learn  my  tale. 


ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARAC- 
TER. 

As  once, — ^if,  not  with  light  regard, 
I  read  aright  that  gifted  bard, 
— Him  whose  achoel  above  the  rest 
His  loveliest  elfin  queen  has  blest  ;— 
One,  only  one,  unrivalled*  fair. 
Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear. 
At  solemn  tumey  hung  ot  high. 
The  wish  of  each  love-darting  eye ; 

-Lo !  to  each  other  nymph,  in  turn,  applied. 
As  if,  in  air  unseen,  some  hovering  hand, 


FViriinoL    8«s  eptosii^  Uf .  4lL 


Some  chaste  and  angdfriend  to  virgin-fiune 
With  whispered  speH  had  bnst  the  sb 
band, 

It  left  unblessed  her  loathed  dishonoared  sidi 
Happier  hopeless  Fair,  if  never 
Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour, 

Had  touched  that  fittal  zone  to  her  denied  I 

Young  Fancy  thus,  to  me  Avlnest  name. 
To  whom,  prepared  and  bathed  in  beaven 
The  eesi  of  amplest  power  is  given : 
To  few  the  godlike  gift  asHgm, 
To  gird  their  best  pfofj^etie  lohis^ 

And  gaxe  her  visions  w3d,  and  fed  moiixe^ 
flame! 

The  band,  as  feiry  legends  say. 

Was  wove  on  that  creating  day 

When  He,  who  called  with  thought  to  birth 

Yon  tented  sky,  this  laughing  earth, 

And  drest  with  springs  and  ferests  tall. 

And  poured  the  main  engirting  all, 

Long  by  the  loved  enthusiast  wooed, 

Himself  in  some  diviner  mood. 

Retiring,  sat  with  her  alone, 

And  placed  her  on  his  sapphire  throne , 

The  whiles  the  vaulted  shrine  around, 

Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  sound, 

Now  sublimest  triumph  swelling. 

Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelling ; 

And  she,  itom  out  the  veiling  cloud. 

Breathed  her  magic  notes  ak>od : 

And  thou,  thou  rioji-haiied  youth  of  men, 

And  all  thy  subject  life  was  bom ! 

The  dangerous  passions  kept  aloof, 

Far  ftom  the  sainted  growing  woof: 

But  near  it  sad  ecstatic  Wonder, 

Listening  the  deep  applauding  Sunder; 

And  Truth,  in  sunny  vest  arrajied. 

By  whose  the  taiBel's  eyes  were  made : 

All  the  shadowy  tribes  of  mind, 

In  braided  dance,  thdr  murmurs  jcnneu. 

And  all  the  bright  uncounted  powers 

Who  feed  on  Heaven's  ambrosial  flowers. 

—Where  is  the  bard  whose  soul  can  now 

Its  high  presuming  hopes  avow ! 

Wheie  he  who  thinks,  with  raptnre  bfind^ 

This  haUowed  work  ibr  him  deugnad  1 

High  on  some  clift',  to  heaven  up-piled. 

Of  rude  access,  of  prospect  wild. 

Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  steep. 

Strange  shades  o'erbrow  the  valleys  deep, 

And  holy  Grenii  guard  the  ruck, 

Its  glooms  embrown,  its  springs  unlock, 

While  on  its  rich  ambitii  as  head. 

An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  spread, 

I  view  that  oak,  the  fancied  glades  among. 

By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 

From  many  a  cloud  that  dropped  ethereal  de 


ODEa 


I7i|gh  q>hend  in  heaven,  its  native  ttrains  could 
Lmt; 

On  whidithat  ancient  tmipp  he  reached  was  hung: 

Thither  oft  hia  glory  greeting, 
From  Waller's  myrtle  shades  retreating, 

With  many  a  vow  fiom  Hope's  aspiring  tongas^ 

My  trembling  feet  his  goiding  steps  poraue; 
In  vain — Such  bliss  to  one  alone, 
Of  all  the  sons  of  soul,  was  known ; 
And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o'ertumed  th*  inspiring  bowers ; 

Or  curtained  close  such  scenes  firom  every  fotnre 
view. 


ODE, 

Written  In  th«  beginning  of  lbs  year  1746. 

How  sleep  the  brave  who  sink  to  rest, 
By  all  their  country's  wishes  blest ! 
When  Spring,  vrith  dewy  fingers  cold. 
Returns  to  deck  their  halbwed  mould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung; 
By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung; 
There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 
To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay ; 
And  freedom  shall  awhile  repair, 
To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  Uiere  I 


ODE  TO  MERCY. 

8TR0PHS. 

O  Thou,  who  sit'st  a  smiling  bride 

By  valour's  armed  and  awful  nde^ 
Gentlest  of  sky-bom  forms,  and  best  adored; 

Who  oft  with  songs,  divine  to  hear, 

Win'st  from  his  fatal  grasp  the  spear. 
And  hid'st  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodless 
sword  1 

Thou  who,  amidst  the  deathful  field. 

By  godlike  chiefii  alone  beheld, 
Oft  with  thy  bosom  bare  art  found, 
Pleading  for  him  the  ydbth  who  sinks  to  ground : 

See,  Mercy,  see  vrith  pure  and  k>aded  hands, 

Before  thy  shrine  my  country's  genius  stands, 
And  decks  thy  altar  still,  though  pierced  with 
many  a  wound  I 

ANTISTROPHK. 

When  he  whom  e'en  our  joys  provoke, 

The  fiend  of  nature  joined  his  yoke. 
And  rushed  in  wrath  to  make  our  isle  his  prey: 

Thy  form,  from  out  thy  sweet  abode, 

O'ertook  him  on  his  blasted  road, 
And  stopped  his  wheels,  and  looked  his  rage  away. 

8t* 


I  see  recoil  his  sable  steeds, 

That  bore  him  swift  to  savage  deeds, 
Thy  tender  melting  eyes  they  own ; 
O  maid,  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  ^wn, 

Where  Justice  bars  her  iron  tower, 

To  thee  we  build  a  roseate  bower. 
Thou,  thou  shalt  rule  our  queen,  and  share  our 
monarch's  throne. 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY. 

STROPBB. 

Who  shall  awake  the  Spartan  fife, 

And  call  in  solemn  sounds  to  life. 
The  youths,  whose  locks  divinely  spreading, 

Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  sullen  hue. 
At  once  the  breath  of  foar  and  virtue  shedding^ 

Applauding  freedom  loved  of  old  to  view7 
What  new  Alcsus,*  fancy-blest, 
Shall  sing  the  sword,  in  myrtles  drest. 

At  vnsdom's  shrine  awhile  its  flame  oomcesl- 

ingi 
(What  place  so  fit  to  seal  a  deed  renowned  1 

Till  she  her  brightest  lightnings  round  reveal* 

It  leaped  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted 
wpund! 
O  goddess,  in  that  feeling  hour. 
When  most  its  sounds  would  court  thy  eaxi^ 

Let  not  my  shell's  misguided  powert 
E'er  draw  thy  sad  thy  mindful  tears. 
No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell 
How  Rome,  before  thy  weeping  face. 
With  heaviest  sound,  a  giant-statue,  fell, 
Pushed  by  a  wild  and  artless  race 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  base. 
When  Time  his  northern  sons  of  spoil  awoke, 
And  all  the  blended  work  of  strength  and  graee^ 
With  many  a  rude  repeated  stroke, 
And  many  a  barb'rous  yell,  to  thousand  fragments 
broke. 


*  AflnHing  to  tbetbeantlAil  finngment  of  Alcana 

Ev  Mvpf  ou  xXo^fr  to  tt^(  ^p97ff»y 
Qatttp  Apfioivof  x(u  Api^oyntcaiff 
^tXtaS*  ApfioBi  cvtUa  fc^t^xa;,   . 

Ev  ftvpfov  xXad»  f  0  it/^i  ^oprjac»f 
(USfttp  ApfioiiOi  x(u  Api^aytituvy 
Or'  A$ijvaifji  tv  dvauuiy 
Afdpa  Tvpoivor  utftapxw  txoMntifu 
An  S^uir  arXcof  taoittu  xor'  auw* 
90uoi$*  Apfioii*  x<u  Aoi$'oyf  ftf  idr. 

tMijf  fui  tmfta  Xtytifufj  a  doatpvor  tfjfmf% 
OinimifJi.    T/«yo$  tii  l^/Mffpm» 


1 
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iroDi. 

Yet,  e'm  where'er  the  least  appealed, 
The  admirinf  world  thy  hand  lefered ; 
Still  'midit  ths  acatteied  itatei  aioimd, 
Some  remnants  of  her  strength  were  ftxBid; 
They  saw,  by  what  escaped  the  storm, 
How  wondrous  rose  her  perfect  form; 
How  in  the  great,  the  laboured  whole, 
Each  mighty  master  poured  his  soul  1 
For  sunny  Florence,  seat  of  art, 
Beneath  her  vines  preserved  a  part, 
Tin  they,*  whom  Science  loved  to  name, 
(O  who  could  fear  it  1)  quenched  her  flames 
And  ]o,  a  humbler  relic  laid 
In  jealous  Pisa's  ofive  shade ! 
See  small  Marinot  joins  the  theoMs 
Though  least,  not  last  in  thy  esteem : 
Strike,  louder  strike  the  ennobling  strings 
To  those,^  whose  merchant  sons  were  kings 
To  him,§  who,  decked  with  pearly  pride, 
In  Adria  weds  his  green-haiied  bride; 
Hail,  port  of  glory,  wealth,  and  pleasure, 
Ne'isr  let  me  change  this  Lydian  measure : 
Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate, 
To  sad  Liguria'sil  bleeding  state. 
Ah  nol  more  pleased  thy  haunts  I  se^ 
On  wild  Helvetta*sir  mountains  bleak: 
(Where,  when  the  favoured  of  thy  choice, 
The  daring  archer  heard  thy  voice ; 
Forth  from  his  eyrie  roused  in  dread. 
The  ravening  eagle  noithward  fled.) 
Or  dwells  in  willowed  meads  more  near, 
With  those**  to  whom  thy  stork  is  dear; 
Those  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruised, 
Whose  crown  a  British  qucentt  refused! 
The  magic  works,  thou  feel'st  the  strains, 
One  holier  name  alone  remains; 
The  perfect  spell  shall  then  avail. 
Hail,  nymph,  adorned  by  Britain,  hail  1 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Beyond  the  measure  vast  of  though  , 
The  works,  the  wizard  time  has  wrought  I 


*  The  fkmlly  of  tKo  MedHd. 

1  The  little  republic  of  San  Bfarino. 

tTheVenedaiw. 

flbeDogeofVenloe. 

I  Genoa. 

1  Switzerland. 

** Ihe  Ihitch,  aniongst  whom  there  are  very  eevere  penal* 
tfes^r  than  who  are  convicted  of  UIMi^  (Mb  iihd.  The/are 
l<ipt  tame  in^AVnoat  all  their  towoa^  and  particularly  at  the 
lUtriM,  of  the  arms  of  which  they  make  a  part  The  eommoo 
ptufAo  of  Holland  are  aaid  to  entenaiu  A  eupemitioua  aootl* 
IHni|  that  ir  the  Vhoie  Bpeciee  of  them  daoukl  lieeoias  Mdlnol, 
flMj  rtiould  lorn  Oieir  libertiea. 

*t<teaen  Fifkabeth 


The  Gaul,  tis  held  of  antiqos  sloij, 
Saw  Britain  linked  to  his  now  adverse  atmid,* 

No  sea  between,  nor  cliff  sobBoM  and  Itosiy, 
He  passed  with  unwel  foet  thfoug h  aU  our  land. 

To  the  blown  BaMe  thea,  tiMy  my^ 

The  wild  waives  foviid  another  way, 
Wliese  Oieas  howls,  hfa  wolfish  mooBtaiwioimd- 

Till  all  the  banded  west  aloaoe  'gan  lisa^ 
A  wide  wQd  storm  e'en  natme's  self  confamd' 

l^^tbering  her  giant  sons  with  stfaafs  iwniirt 

surprise. 
This  piUared  earth,  so  firm  and  wide. 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  torn, 
In  thunders  dread  wis  pushed  aside. 
And  down  the  shouUering  billows  bonie 
And  see,  tike  gems,  her  laughing  train. 

The  little  isles  on  every  side, 
Mona,t  once  hid  fiom  those  who  seardi  the  main, 

Wheie  thoasand  elfin  shapes  abide. 
And  Wight  who  cheeks  the  west*ring  tide, 

For  thee  consenting  Heaven  has  each  bestows^ 
A  £ur  attendant  on  her  sovereign  pride: 

To  thee  this  blest  divorce  she  owed. 
For  thou  hast  made  her  valss  thy  kived^  thy  last 
abodel 

■SCOND  EPODC 

Then  too,  'tis  said,  an  hoary  pile 
'Midst  the  green  naval  of  our  isle, 
Thy  shrine  in  some  religioos  wood, 
O  soul-enforcing  goddess,  stood ; 
There  oft  the  painted  natives  fbet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celestial  meet: 
Though  now  with  hopeless  toil  we  trace 
Time's  backwaid  rolb,  to  find  its  plaee; 
Whether  the  fiery-tiesscd  Dane, 
Or  Roman's  self  o'ertumed  the  fane, 
Or  in  what  heaven-left  age  it  foil, 
"Twere  hard  for  modem  song  to  teU. 
Yet  still,  if  Truth  those  beams  inftne, 
Which  guide  at  once  and  charm  the  Musc^ 


*  Thb  traditlcD  la  memkxMd  by  asmml  ereorold  1 
SonM  iMHirilMi  too  have  endBSvounBu  la  aspport  tka  | 
btUl/  of  the  fiict  by  argumeota  dmwn  fhan  tbe 
diqwaitlon  of  the  two  oppoaite  ooaBOL    I  do  not  iMoenba 
that  any  poetical  oae  haa  hitherto  been  made  of  H. 

tYliereiaa  mdkionh)  tbeUe  of  BCan,  that  a  meneaM 
becoming  enamoured  of  a  young  man  sf  ejoitMCdiaary  beao* 
ty,  took  an  opportunity  of  meeting  him  one  day  aa  he  walked 
on  the  riiore,  and  opened  h»  paaiientohim,  but  was  reoeifed 
with  a  coldniwai,  oocasioQed  by  hia  horror  and  aurprfae  albar 
appearance.  Thfa^  howerer,  was  so  mbconetmedTby  the  aM 
hidy,  that  in  revenge  ibrhla  treatment  of  her,  ilie  puuirfied  the 
whole  Maa^  by  eovertng  H  with  a  mhc;  ao  that  aO  wte  «• 
templed  to  caity  sn  any  eomaaeroe  with  i^  akher  new  a^ 
i^vedat  it,  but  waadaied  up  and  dofwn  the  sh^  or  wtn  oaa 
sudden  wreckad  opoQ  Ita  gUIIl 
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Beyond  yon'bndded  douds  that  Be, 
^  Paving  the  fight  embroidered  ikj, 
Amidst  the  bright  paTilioned  plaioii 
The  beauteous  model  stiH  remains. 
There,  happier  than  in  islands  blest, 
Or  bowers  by  spring  or  Hebe  drest, 
The  chiefr  who  fill  our  Albion's  story, 
In  warlike  weeds,  retired  in  glory, 
Hear  their  consorted  Druids  sing 
Their  triumphs  to  the  immortal  strmg. 
How  may  the  Poet  now  unfold 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  1 
How  learn,  delighted  and  amased. 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  nJsedl 
Ev'n  now  before  his  favoured  eyes, 
In  Grothic  pride  it  seems  to  rise  t 
Yet  Ghrscia's  graceful  orders  Join, 
Majestic  through  the  mixed  design, 
The  secret  builder  knew  to  choose 
Each  sphere-found  gem  of  richest  hues ; 
Whatever  heaven's  purer  mould  contains 
When  nearer  suns  emblaze  its  veins; 
There  on  the  walls  the  patriot's  sight 
May  ever  hang  with  freah  delight. 
And,  graved  with  some  prophetic  rage. 
Read  Albion's  fiune  through  every  age. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureate  band, 
That  near  her  inmost  altar  standi 
Now  sooth  her,  to  her  bUssful  train 
Blithe  Concord's  social  form  to  gain: 
Concord,  whose  mjrrtle  wandf  can  steep 
E'en  Anger's  blood-shot  eyes  in  sleep: 
Before  whose  breathing  bosom's  bahn 
Rage  drops  his  steel,  and  storms  grow  calm  | 
Her  let  our  sures  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain's  ravaged  shon; 
Our  youths,  enamoured  of  the  fair, 
Play  with  the  tangles  of  her  hair, 
Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  sound, 
The  nations  shout  to  her  around, 
O  how  supremely  art  thou  blest, 
« Thou,  lady— thou  shalt  rule  the  west  I 


ODE  TO  A  LADY, 

OnilmieathqfCoUmelRot9t{nth»aeiion^nnttfup. 

Wrluen  In  May,  174& 

While,  lost  to  all  his  former  mirth, 
Britannia's  genius  bends  to  earth. 

And  mourns  the  fatal  day: 
While  stained  with  blood  he  strives  to  tear 
Unieemly  from  his  sea-green  hair 
The  wreaths  of  cheerful  May: 

The  thoughts  which  musing  Pity  pajrs. 
And  fond  remembrance  loves  to  raise, 
Your  faithful  hours  attend; 


Still  Fancy,  to  herself  unkind, 
Awakes  to  grief  the  softened  mind. 
And  points  the  bleeding  friend. 

By  rapid  Scheldt  descending  vrave 
His  country's  vows  shall  bless  the  gravi^ 

Where'er  the  youth  is  laid : 
That  sacred  upoi  the  village  hind. 
With  every  sweetest  turf  shall  bind. 

And  Peace  protect  the  shade. 

Blest  youth,  regardful  of  thy  doom. 
Aerial  hands  shall  build  thy  tomb, 

With  shadowy  trophies  crowned: 
Whihrt  Honour  bathed  in  tears  shaU  rove 
To  sigh  thy  name  through  every  grove, 

And  call  lus  heroes  round. 

The  warlike  dead  of  every  age. 
Who  fill  the  fidr  recording  page^ 

Shall  leave  their  sainted  rest: 
And,  half  reclining  on  his  spear. 
Each  wondering  chief  by  turns  appear. 

To  hail  the  blooming  guest 

Old  Eldward'ssons,  unknown  to  yield, 
Shall  crowd  from  Cressy's  lauieled  fidd. 

And  gaze  with  fixed  delight : 
Again  for  Britain's  wrongs  they  feel, 
Again  they  snatch  the  gleamy  steel. 

And  vrish  th'  avenging  fight. 

But,  lo !  where,  sunk  in  deep  despair, 
Her  garments  torn,  her  bosom  bare. 

Impatient  Freedom  lies  I 
Her  matted  tresees  madly  spread, 
To  every  sod  which  wraps  the  dead. 

She  turns  her  joyless  eyes. 

'Ne'er  shall  she  leave  that  lowly  ground 
Till  notes  of  triumph  bursting  round 

Proclaim  her  reign  restored : 
Till  William  seek  the  sad  retreat, 
And  bleeding  at  her  sacred  fiwt, 

Present  the  sated  sword. 

If,  weak  to  sooth  so  soft  an  heart, 
Those  pictured  glories  nought  iropvt. 

To  dry  thy  constant  tear: 
If  yet,  in  Sorrciw's  distant  eye. 
Exposed  and  pale  thou  seest  him  Le, 
Wild  war  insulting  near ; 

Where'er  from  Time  thou  court'st  rebel, 
The  Muse  shall  still  with  social  gne£ 

Her  gentlest  promise  kee]^: 
E'en  humble  Harting's  cottagcd  vale 
Shall  learn  the  sad  repeated  tale. 

And  bid  her  shepherds 
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ODE  TO  EVENING. 

If  anglit  of  oaten  flop,  or  paalonl  mif  , 
Maj  hope,  O  petMire  Ete,  to  oooUi  thfaw 

Like  thj  own  brmwfing  tpnogjif 

Thy  tprinp^  and  djinf  galee: 

O  njmph  raerfed,  while  now  the  bftghMudred 

son. 
Bits  in  yon  weiCem  tent,  whon  doody  ikiite, 

With  brede  ethereal  wore, 

O'erhang  hb  wavy  bed : 

Now  air  it  hoahed,  aaTe  where  the  weak-eyed 

With  riioit,  shfin  ifaiiek  fits  hy  on  feathem  wing, 
Or  where  the  beetle  windi 
■man  but  ftillen  horn. 


Aa  oft  he  rises  'midst  the  twilight  path, 
Against  the  pilgrim  borne  in  heedlees  horn : 

Now  teach  me,  maid  composed. 

To  breathe  aome  softened  strain, 

Whose  numberi,  steafing  through  thy  darii'ning 

Tale, 
May  not  unseemly  with  its  stiUness  suit; 

As  musing  ^w,  I  hail. 

Thy  genial  lore  return ! 

For  when  thy  iblding  star  arising  shows 
His  paly  circlet  at  his  warning  lamp 

The  fragrant  Hours,  and  Elves 

Who  slept  in  buds  the  day, 

And  many  a  nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with 

sedge, 
And  sheds  the  freshening  dew,  and,  lovelier  still, 

The  pensive  pleasures  sweet, 

Prepare  thy  shadowy  car. 

m 

Then  let  me  rove  some  wild  and  heathy  scene ; 
Or  find  some  ruin,  'midst  its  dreary  deUs, 

Whose  walls  more  awftil  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleams. 

Or,  if  chill  blustering  winds,  or  driving  rain, 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut, 
That,  from  the  mountain's  side. 
Views  wilds,  and  swelling  floods, 

And  hamlets  brown,  and  dim-discovered  spires; 
And  hears  their  simple  bell;  and  marks  o'er  all 

Thy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dusky  veil 

WhUo  Spring  shall  pour  hb  showers,  as  oft  he 

wont, 
And  tmthe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meekest  Eve  I 

While  Summer  loves  to  sport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light; 


Whik  saDow  Autmnn  fiDs  thy  kp  with  leava 
Or  Winter,  yclliiig  thnmgh  the  tronfaloas 

AAighlsthy  shrinking  tcaiOy 

And  mddy  Rndi  thy  lobea; 


So  long,  rvgaidlid  of  thy  quiet  rule, 

ShaD  Fancy,  Friendshi 

Thy  gentlest  infloenoe  owB, 
And  love  thy  fiivoarile  namel 


Sdenee,  smiling  PMi 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 

O  TBOU,  who  bad's!  thy  tordea  ben 
Swift  from  his  grasp  thy  golden  haify 

And  sought* St  thy  natiw  sloes; 
When  War,  by  vnkarea  drawn  from  &r, 
To  Britain  bent  fab  iron  car, 

And  bade  Ins  storms  arise  I 

Tired  of  hb  rude  tyrannic  sway, 

Our  youth  ahall  fix  some  fiestive  day, 
His  sullen  shrines  to  bum; 

But  thou  who  hear'st  the  turning  iqpheres, 

What  sounds  may  charm  thy  partial  ean^ 

And  gain  thy  bbst  return! 

O  Peace,  thy  injured  robes  up-lnndl 
O  rise!  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train ! 
The  British  Lion,  goddess  sweet. 
Lies  stretched  on  earth,  to  kiss  thy  feet, 

And  own  thy  holier  rrign. 

Let  others  court  thy  transient  smile, 
But  come  to  gmce  thy  western  isle, 

By  warlike  honour  led ; 
And  while  around  her  ports  rejoice, 
While  all  her  sons  adore  thy  choice. 

With  him  for  ever  wed ! 


THE  MANNERS.— AN  ODE. 

Farewell,  for  clearer  ken  designed. 
The  dim-discovered  tracts  of  mind; 
Truths  which,  from  action's  path  retired, 
My  silent  search  in  vain  required  I 
No  more  my  sail  that  deep  explores ; 
No  mbre  I  search  those  magic  shores; 
What  regions  part  the  world  of  soul, 
Or  whence  thy  streams,  Opinion,  roll : 
If  e'er  I  round  such  fairy  field. 
Some  power  impart  the  spear  and  shield 
At  which  the  wizard  passions  fly : 
By  which  the  giant  Follies  die  i 

Farewell  the  porch  whose  roof  b  seen 
Arched  with  tli*  enlivening  olive's  green; 
Where  Science,  pranked  in  tissued  vest, 
By  Reason,  Pride,  and  Fancy  drest, 
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Come8|  like  a  bride,  bo  trim  arrayed, 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  shade. 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  sight, 
Thy  walks,  Observance,  more  invite  I 
O  thou  who  lov'st  that  ampler  range, 
Where  life's  wide  pruepects  round  thee  change, 
And,  with  her  mingling  sons  allied, 
Throw'st  the  prattling  page  aside, 
To  me,  in  converse  sweet,  impart 
To  read  in  man  the  native  heart ; 
To  learn,  where  Science  sure  is  found. 
From  nature  as  she  lives  around; 
And,  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true, 
By  turns  each  shifting  image  view! 
Till  meddling  Art's  officious  lore 
Reverse  the  lessons  taught  before ; 
Alluring  from  a  safer  rule, 
To  dream  in  her  enchanted  school: 
Thou,  Heaven,  whate'er  of  great  we  boast, 
Hast  blest  this  social  science  most. 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  cell, 
As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  spell, 
Not  vain  she  finds  the  charmful  task, 
In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  mask ; 
Behold,  before  her  musing  eyes. 
The  countless  Manners  round  her  rise; 
While,  ever  varying  as  they  pass, 
To  some  Contempt  applies  her  glass; 
With  these  the  wtiite-robed  maids  combine; 
And  those  the  laughing  Sat3nr's  join ! 
But  who  is  he  whom  now  she  views, 
In  robe  of  wild  contending  hues? 
Thou  by  the  Passions  nursed ;  I  greet 
The  comic  sock  that  binds  thy  feet ! 
O  Humour,  thou  whose  name  is  known 
To  Britain's  favoured  isle  alone : 
Me  too  amidst  thy  band  admit; 
There  where  the  young-eyed  healthful  wit, 
(Whose  jewels  in  his  crisped  hair 
Are  placed  each  other's  beams  to  share; 
Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 
In  laughter  loosed,  attends  thy  side  I 

6  J  old  Miletus,*  who  so  long 
Has  ceased  his  love-inwoven  song: 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tuscan  maids, 
In  changed  Italia's  modem  shades ; 
By  himt  whose  knight's  distinguished  name 
Refined  a  nation's  lust  of  fame ; 
"Whose  talcs  e'en  now,  with  echoes  sweet, 
Castalia's  Moorish  hills  repeat; 
Or  himt  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  deplore, 
In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia's  shore ; 


Alluding  to  the  Milesian  talei^  some  of  the  earliest  RV 

■tCerruneiL 

I  Monsieur  Le  Sage,  author  of  the  incomparable  Adventures 
of  Gil  Blaj  de  Saniiilane,  vtho  died  in  Parts  in  the  year  1746. 


Who  drew  the  sad  Sicilian  maid. 
By  virtues  in  her  sire  betrayed. 

O  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
Each  forceful  thought,  each  prompted  deed^ 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel, 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  zeal! 
Let  some  retreating  cynic  find 
Those  oft-turned  scrolls  I  leave  behind: 
The  Sports  and  I  this  hour  agree, 
To  rove  thy  scene-full  world  with  thee  I 


THE  PASSIONS.— ANODE  FOR  MUSIG 

When  Munc,  heavenly  maid,  was  yovaig^ 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  she  sung. 
The  Passions  oft  to  hear  her  shell, 
Thronged  around  her  magic  cell, 
Elxulting,  trembling,  raging,  hunting, 
Possessed  beyond  the  Muse's  painting; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Disturbed,  delighted,  raised,  refined ; 
Till  once,  'tis  said,  when  all  were  fired, 
Filled  with  fury,  rapt,  inspired, 
From  the  supporting  mjrrUes  round 
They  snatched  her  instruments  of  sound; 
And,  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Sweet  lessons  of  her  fi>rceful  art, 
Each  (for  madness  ruled  the  hour) 
Would  prove  his  own  expressive  power. 

First  Fear  his  hand,  its  skill  to  try, 

Amid  the  chords  bewildered  laid. 
And  back  recoiled,  he  knew  not  why. 

E'en  at  the  sound  himself  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rushed :  his  eyes  on  fire. 
In  lightnings,  owned  his  secret  stings: 

In  one  rude  clash  he  struck  the  lyre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  string!. 

With  woful  measures  wan  Despair 
Low  sullen  sounds  his  grief  begufled ; 

A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air : 
'Twas  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  so  fan, 

What  was  thy  deUghted  measure  1 
Still  it  whispered  promised  pleasure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance  haflt 
Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong ; 

And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale, 
She  called  on  Echo  still,  through  all  the  song. 

And,  where  her  sweetest  theme  she  chose, 

A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  every  cloie. 
And  Hope  enchanted  smiled,  and  waved  her  guld* 

en  hair. 
And  longer  had  she  sung; — ^but  with  a  frown. 

Revenge  impatient  rose: 
He  threw  his  blood-stained  sword  in  thunder  dowm 


vs. 


It 
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Aiid,  ^Uk  ft  withering  look, 
Tlie  wa^detloaIlGing  tmmpet  took, 
And  blew  a  blast  to  loud  and  dread, 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  aoonds  so  fall  of  wo! 
And,  ever,  and  anon,  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum,  with  furious  heat; 
And,  though  sometioies,  each  dreaxy  pause  between, 
Dejected  Pity,  at  his  side, 
Her  soid-subduing  voice  applied. 
Vet  still  he  kept  his  wild  unaltered  nden, 
While  each  strained  ball  of  sight  seemed  bursting 
from  his  head. 

Thy  numbers,  Jealousy,  to  nought  were  fixed  j 

Bad  proof  of  thy  distressful  state  1 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  song  was  mixed ; 
And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  racing  called  on 
Hate. 

With  eyes  upraised,  as  one  inspired, 
Pale  Melancholy  sat  retired : 
And,  from  her  wild  sequestered  seat, 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Poured  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pensive  soul: 
And  dashing  soft  from  rocks  arounid. 
Bubbling  runnels  joined  the  sound; 
Through  glades  and  glooms  the  mingled  measuns 
stole, 
Or,  o*er  some  haunted  stream,  with  fi)nd  dday, 
Round  an  holy  calm  diffusing. 
Love  of  peace,  and  lonely  musing 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 

But  O!  how  altered  was  its  sprightlier  tone 

When  Cheerfulness,  a  nymph  of  healthiest  hue. 
Her  bow  across  her  shoulders  flung, 
Her  buskins  geramcd  with  morning  dew. 

Blew  an  inspiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung, 
The  hunter's  call,  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known. 

The  oak-crowned  Sisters,  and  their  chaste-eyed 
Clueen, 
Satyrs  and  sylvan  boys  were  seen, 
Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green : 

Brown  Exercise  rejoiced  to  hear; 
And  Sport  leaped  up,  and  seized  his  beechen 
spear. 

Last  came  Joy's  ecstatic  trial : 
He,  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

First  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addrest; 
But  soon  he  saw  the  brisk  awakening  viol, 

Whose  sweet  entrancing  voice  he  loved  the  best : 
Th«y  would  have  thought  who  heard  the  strain 
They  saw,  in  Tempe's  vale,  her  native  maids, 
Amidst  the  festal  sounding  shades, 
1o  some  unwearied  minstrel  dancing, 
While  as  his  flying  fingers  kissed  the  strings, 

Liive  framed  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantastic  round  ; 

iA>ose  were  her  tresses  pocn,  her  zone  unbound. 

And  he,  amidst  his  frolic  play, 

As  if  ho  would  the  charming  air  repay, 
fcihoiik  tiiousand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings. 


O  Music,  sphere-descended  maid, 
Friend  of  Pleasure,  Wisdom's  aid  1 
Why,  goddess  I  why,  to  us  denied, 
Lay'st  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  aside  t 
As,  in  that  loved  Athenian  bower. 
You  learned  an  aO-commaxiding  powefy 
Thy  mimic  soul,  O  Nymph  endnied. 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  IB  thy  native  simple  heait, 
Devote  to  Virtue,  Fancy,  Arti 
Arise,  as  in  that  elder  >time. 
Warm,  energic,  chaste,  sublime ! 
Thy  wonden  in  that  godlike  age, 
Fill  thy  recording  sbter*s  page-— 
'Tis  said,  and  I  believe  the  tale. 
Thy  humblest  reed  could  more  prevail, 
Had  more  of  strength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age; 
E'en  all  at  once  together  found, 
Cecilia's  mingled  word  of  sounds 
O  bid  our  vain  endeaToun  cease; 
Revive  the  just  designs  of  Greece ; 
Return  in  all  thy  simple  state  I 
Confirm  the  tales  her  sons  lelatel 


AN  EPISTLE, 

Addrtattd  to  Sir  Thorruu  Hanmer^  on  Mm  EiSdm 
Shakspear^o  Workt, 

While,  bom  to  bring  the  Muse's  happier  din, 
A  patriot's  hand  protects  the  poet's  lays, 
While  nursed  by  you  she  sees  her  myrtles  bLo 
Green  and  un withered  o'er  his  honoured  tomb; 
Excuse  her  doubts,  if  yet  she  fears  to  tell 
What  secret  transports  in  her  boeoro  swell. 
With  conscious  awe  she  hears  the  critic's  fame. 
And  blushing  hides  her  wreath  at  Shakspeazi 

name. 
Hard  was  the  lot  those  injured  strains  endured, 
Unowned  by  Science,  and  by  years  obscurrd; 
Fair  Fancy  wept ;  and  echoing  sighs  coofetta! 
A  fixt  despair  in  every  tuneful  breast. 
Not  with  more  grief  the  afflicted  swains  appetf, 
When  wintry  winds  deform  the  plenteous  yeai 
When  lingering  frost*  the  ruined  beats  invadt 
Where  Peace  resorted,  and  the  Graces  played 

Each  rising  art  by  just  gradation  moves: 
Toil  builds  on  toil:  and  a^e  on  age  improves: 
The  muse  alone  unequal  dealt  her  rage, 
And  graced  with  noblest  {x>nip  her  earliest  sS 
Preserved  through  time,  the  six-aking  scenes  iu» 
Each  changeful  wish  of  Phaedra's  tortured  he. 
Or  paint  the  curse  that  marked  the  Thehan's*  n 
A  bed  incestuous,  and  a  father  slain. 


*  The  CEdipus  of  S«pi  odei. 
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With  kind  concern  our  pitjing  eyes  o'erflow, 
Trace  the  sad  tale,  and  own  another's  wo. 

To  R<ime  remored,  with  wH  seeuie  to  please, 
The  comic  Sisters  kept  their  native  ease; 
With  jealous  fear  declining  Greece  heheld 
Her  own  Meander's  art  almost  excelled; 
But  every  Muse  essayed  to  rise  in  vain 
Some  laboured  rival  of  her  tragic  strain ; 
Jllysus'  laurels,  though  transferred  with  toil, 
Dropped  their  fair  leaves,  nor  knew  the  unfiriendly 
soiL 

As  Arts  expired,  redsiless  Dulness  rose ; 
Goths,  priests,  or  Vandals, — all  were  Learning's 

nWe, 

Tin  JuUtzs*  first  recalled  each  exiled  maid ; 
And  Cosmo  owned  them  in  the  Etrurian  shade : 
Then,  deeply  skilled  in  love's  engaging  theme, 
The  soft  Provincial  passed  to  Arno's  stream : 
With  graceful  ease  the  wanton  lyre  he  strung ; 
Sweet  flowed  the  lays — ^but  love  was  all  he  sung. 
The  gay  description  could  not  &il  to  move ; 
For,  led  by  nature,  all  are  friends  to  love. 

But  Heaven,  still  various  in  its  work,  decreed 
The  perfect  boast  of  time  should  last  succeed. 
The  beauteous  union  must  appear  at  length, 
Of  Tuscan  fancy,  and  Athenian  strength ; 
One  greater  Muse  Eliza's  reign  adorn. 
And  even  a  Shakspeare  to  her  fame  be  bom  1 

Yet  ah  I  so  bright  her  morning's  opening  ray, 
Ik  Tain  onr  Britain  hoped  an  equal  day  1 
No  aeeond  growth  the  western  isle  could  bear, 
At  oooe  exhausted  with  too  rich  a  year. 
Too  nicely  Johnson  knew  the  critic's  part; 
Natore  in  him  was  almost  lost  in  art. 
Of  softer  mouki  the  gentle  Fletcher  came. 
The  iMxt  in  oider  as  the  next  in  name. 
With  pleased  attention,  midst  his  soenas  we  find 
Each  gkywing  thought  that  warms  the  female  mind ; 
Each  melting  ligh,  and  eveiy  tender  tear ; 
The  lover's  wishes,  and  the  viigin's  fear. 
HM  every  strain  the  Smiles  and  Ghntees own: 
Bat  atfonger  Shakspeare  feh  for  man  akme; 
Drawn  by  hb  pen,  oar  ruder  passons  stand 
Tlie  onrivaled  picture  of  his  early  hand. 

Witht  gradual  steps  and  sk>w,  exacter  France 
Saw  Alt's  fair  empire  o'er  her  shoies  advance: 
By  length  of  toil  a  bright  perfection  knew, 
Correctly  bold,  and  just  in  all  she  drew : 


*  JoUoB  n.  tile  InuMdiate  pndBcesor  of  Lm  X. 

t  TMr  ehsnctui  an  thus  diHlagiiiriMd  Iqr  Mr.  Dryden. 

I  About  tiM  time  of  Shakspeare,  (he  poet  Hard7  was  In  grast 
sepals  la  Fkaneak  Be  wrote,  aeeonBnfloPooieiMlk^ilzhwi. 
deed  plaja,  The  Freoch  poecs  liler  him  applied  themedvee 
In  geoeial  to  the  eonect  ImpRrrement  of  the  etage^  which  wie 
locally  dlHBgarded  by  thon  of  our  own  eoanoy,  Jon- 


Till  late  Comeille,  with  Lucan's^  spirit  firea, 
Breathed  the  free  strain,  as  Rome  and  he  inspired 
And  cUasic  judgment  gained  to  sweet  Racine 
The  temperate  strength  of  Maro's  chaster  line. 

But  wilder  far  the  British  laurel  spread. 
And  wreaths  less  artful  crown  our  Poet's  head. 
Yet  he  alone  to  eveiy  scene  could  give 
The  historian's  truth,  and  bitl  the  manners  five. 
Waked  at  his  caH  I  view,  with  glad  surprise, 
Majestic  forms  of  mighty  monarchs  rise. 
There  Henry's  trumpets  spread  their  loud  alanili; 
And  laureled  Conquest  waits  her  hero's  arms. 
Here  gentle  Edward  clums  a  pitying  sigh, 
Scarce  bom  to  honours,  and  so  soon  to  die  I 
Yet  shall  thy  throne,  unhappy  infant,  bring 
No  beam  of  comfoit  to  the  gidlty  king : 
The  timet  shall  come  when  Qb'ster's  heart  shall 

bleed, 
In  life's  last  hours,  vrith  horror  of  the  deed : 
When  dreary  visbns  shall  at  last  present 
Thy  vengeful  image  in  the  midnight  tent : 
Thy  hand  unseen  the  secret  death  shall  bear; 
Blunt  the  weak  sword,  and  break  th'  oppressive 

spear! 

Where'er  we  turn,  by  Fancy  charmed,  we  ficd 
Some  sweet  Ulusion  of  the  cheated  mind. 
Ofi,  wild  of  wing,  she  calls  the  soul  to  rove 
With  humbler  nature,  in  the  rural  grove ; 
Where  swains  contented  own  the  quiet  soene^ 
And  twilight  fairies  tread  the  circled  green : 
Dressed  by  her  hand,  the  woods  and  valleys  sodei 
And  spring  diffusive  decks  th'  enchanted  isle. 

O,  more  than  all,  in  powerful  genius  blest, 
Come,  take  thine  empire  o'er  the  willing  breast  ? 
Whate'er  the  wounds  this  youthful  heart  shall  fcel| 
Thy  songs  support  me,  and  thj  morals  heal  1 
There  every  thought  the  Poet's  warmth  may  raiio; 
There  native  music  dwells  io  all  the  hya. 
O  might  some  verse  with  happiest  skill  pereaade 
Expiesaive  picture  to  adopt  thine  aki ! 
What  wondrous  draughts  may  risefirom  everr 

page! 
What  other  Raphaels  charm  a  distant  ago ! 

Methinks  e'en  now  I  view  some  free  design 
Where  breathing  Nature  fives  in  eveiy  line : 
Chaste  and  subdued  the  modest  lights  deesy* 
Steal  into  shades,  and  mikily  melt  away. 
And  see  where  Antlionyt  in  tears  approved, 
Gkiards  the  pale  relies  of  the  chief  he  loved : 
O'er  the  cold  cone  the  warrior  seems  to  bend. 
Deep  sunk  in  griefj  and  meams  his  muide^ej 

friend  1 

^^^— ^— ^ — 
*  The  fiiToarlte  author  of  the  eUw  ComeSlib 
t  Tonw  tempoi  erk,  magno  cum  opiaverti  empom 
Intaetnm  Peflanta,  4kc  9kgi 
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StiU  M  ihey  presi,  he  callt  on  all  anmnd, 

lofU  the  torn  lobe,  and  pointa  the  bleeding  wound. 

But  whoi*  is  he  whoae  bfowa  exalted  bear 
A  wrath  impatient  and  a  fiercer  airl 
Awake  to  all  that  injured  worth  can  feel, 
On  hifl  own  Rome  he  turns  th'  avenging  steel; 
Yet  shall  not  war's  insatiate  fury  fidl 
(So  heaven  ordains  it)  on  the  destined  walL 
See  the  fond  mother,  'midst  the  plaintive  train, 
Hmig  on  his  knees,  and  prostrate  on  the  plainl 
Touched  to  the  soul,  in  vain  he  strives  to  hide 
The  son's  affection  in  the  Roman's  pride: 
O'er  all  the  man  conflicting  passions  rise; 
Rage  grasps  the  sword,  while  Pity  melts  the  eyes. 

Thus,  generous  Critic,  as  thy  Bard  inspires, 
The  sister  Arts  shall  nurse  their  drooping  fires; 
Each  from  his  scenes  her  stores  alternate  bring; 
Blend  the  fail  tint,  or  wake  the  vocal  string: 
Those  Sibyl-leaves,  the  sport  of  every  wind, 
(For  Poets  ever  were  a  careless  kind) 
By  thee  disposed,  no  farther  toil  demand, 
But  just  to  Nature,  own  thy  forming  hand. 

So  spread  o'er  Greece,  the  harmonious  whole 
unknown. 
E'en  Homer's  numbers  charmed  by  parts  akne. 
Their  own  Ulysses  ifcaroe  had  wandiered  more, 
By  winds  and  waters  cast  on  every  shore: 
When,  raised  by  fate,  some  former  Hanmer  joined 
Each  beauteous  image  of  the  boundless  mind; 
And  bade,  tike  thee,  his  Athens  ever  claim 
A  fond  alliance  with  the  Poet's  name. 


DIRGE  IN  CYMBELINE; 

fftingbjOaldenifandAnrlragwoverFldele^sapposedto  bs 

dead. 

To  fiur  Fidele's  grassy  tomb 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  shall  bring 
Each  opening  sweet  of  earliest  bloom, 

And  rifle  all  the  breathing  spring 

No  waiting  ghost  shall  dare  appear 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  quiet  grove; 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here, 
And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  withered  witch  shall  here  be  seen; 

No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew: 
The  female  fays  shall  haunt  the  green. 

And  dress  thy  grave  with  peariy  dew! 

The  redbreast  oft,  at  evening  hours, 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  tittle  aid. 
With  hoary  moss,  and  gathered  flowers, 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

tSoriobnua    BeeBIr  8peDoe*sDlskgu«ODUwOd|a^. 


When  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain. 
In  tempests  shake  thy  Sylvan  ceU; 

Or  'midst  the  chase,  on  every  plain. 
The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dweD: 

Each  bnely  scene  sbaU  thee  restore; 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed; 
Beloved,  tiU  life  can  charm  no  more, 

And  mourned,  till  Pity's  self  be  dead. 


ODE 

ON  THE  DIATH  OF  MB.  TBOMSOK. 

TIm  Bourn  of  dM  foDowtf^  Stanns  Is  supposed  lo  Bs  ( 
Thames^  near  Ridunood. 

In  yonder  grave  a  Druid  ties, 

Where  slowly  winds  the  stealing  wave! 
The  year's  best  sweets  shaU  duteous  rise, 

To  deck  its  poet's  sylvan  grave  I 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whispering  reeds 
His  airy  harp*  shaU  now  be  laid ; 

That  he,  whose  heart  in  sorrow  bleeds, 
May  love  through  life  the  soothing  shadi 

Then  maids  and  youths  shall  linger  hen; 

And,  while  its  sounds  at  distance  swell, 
ShaU  sadly  seem  in  Pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knelL 

Remembrance  oft  shaU  haunt  the  shore, 
When  Thames  in  summer  wreaths  is  dn 

And  oft  suspend  the  dashing  oar. 
To  bid  hk  gentle  spirit  rest! 

And,  oft  as  ease  and  health  retire 
To  breezy  lawn,  or  forest  deep. 

The  fnend  shaU  view  yon  whiteningt  spire 
And  'mid  the  varied  landscape  weep. 

But  thou  who  own'st  that  earthly  bed, 
Ah !  what  wiU  every  dirge  avail! 

Or  tears  which  Love  and  Pity  shed, 
That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  aaill 

Yet  tives  there  one  whose  heedless  eye 
Shall  scorn  thy  pale  shrine  glimmering  i 

With  him,  sweet  Bard,  may  Fancy  die; 
And  joy  desert  the  blooming  year. 

But  thou,  lorn  stream,  whose  sullen  tide 
No  sedge-crowned  sbters  now  attend. 

Now  waft  me  from  the  green-hill's  aide 
Whose  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend! 


*  Ths  harp  of  JEoius^  of  which  aae  a  dBScrtplko  I 

Quale  of  iDdolence. 
1  Richmand  Church,  in  which  Tbomson  was  boiM 
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And  see,  tho fairy  yalleys  fade. 

Dun  Night  haa  vdled  the  solemn  ?iewl 
Vet  once  again,  dear  parted  shade, 

Meek  Nature's  child,  again  adieu! 

Tbe  genial  meads,*  assigned  to  bless 
Thy  liie,  shall  mourn  thy  early  doom; 

There  hinds  and  shepherd-girls  shall  dress, 
With  sunple  hands,  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  bng,  thy  stone  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  musing  Briton's  eyes; 

Ol  Tales,  and  wild  woods,  shall  he  say, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies! 


VERSES 

fVnUen  on  a  Paper  vhieh  eotiUUned  a  Piece  qf 

Bride^aahe. 

Yk  curious  hands  that  hid  from  Tulgar  eyes, 
By  search  profane  shall  find  this  hallowed  cake, 

With  virtue's  awe  forbear  the  sacred  prize, 
Nor  dare  a  theft,  for  love  and  pity's  sake ! 

This  precious  relic,  formed  by  magic  power. 
Beneath  the  shepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid, 

Was  meant  by  love  to  charm  the  silent  hour, 
The  secret  present  of  a  matchkas  maid. 

The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  request, 
Each  nice  ingredient  chose  with  happiest  art; 

Fears,  sighs,  and  wishes  of  th'  enamoured  breast. 
And  pains  that  please,  are  mixed  in  every  part 

With  rosy  hand  the  spicy  fruit  she  brought, 
From  Paphian  hills,  and  fisar  Cytherea's  isle; 

And  tempered  sweet  with  these  the  melting  thought, 
The  kiss  ambiomal,  and  the  yielding  smile. 

Ambiguous  looks,  that  scorn  and  yet  relent, 
Denials  mild,  and  firm  unaltered  truth; 

Reluctant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  consent, 
And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 

Sleep,  wayward  God!  hath  ■wom,  wfaiie  these 
remam, 

With  flattering  dveams  to  dry  his  wghtly  tear. 
And  cheerful  Hope,  so  oft  invoked  in  vain. 

With  fidry  songs  shall  sooth  his  penave  ear. 

If,  bound  by  vows  to  Friendship's  gentle  side, 
And  fond  of  soul,  thou  hop'st  an  equal  gr»Qe, 

If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefii  divide, 
O,  much  entreated,  leave  this  &tal  place  1 

Sweet  Peace,  who  long  hath  ahanned  my  plain- 
tive day, 

Consents  at  length  to  bring  me  short  defight; 
Thy  careless  steps  may  scare  her  doves  away, 

And  grief  with  raven  note  usurp  the  nighi 

*  Hr.  lliainsoo  rerfded  la  (bt  ndghboazhood  of  BtehinoQd 
tfans  befim  his  dettiL 

34  SU 


ODE 

On  the  poptHar  SuperstUiona  qf  the  JBighlande 
qf  Scotland;  considered  aa  the  tyhject  qf 
Poetry. 

Insrribfld  to  Vi.  John  Home. 

Home  !  thou  retum'st  from  Thames,  whose  Naiads 
long 

Have  seen  thee  lingering  with  a  fimd  delay, 

Midst  those  soft  friends,  whose  liearts,  soms 
future  day. 
Shall  melt,  perhaps,  to  hear  thy  tragic  song.* 
Go,  not  unmindfiil  of  that  cordial  youtht 

Whom,  long-endeared,  thou  leaVst  by  LAvanfs 
side; 
Together  let  us  wish  him  lasting  truth. 

And  joy  untainted,  with  his  destined  bride. 
Go  1  nor  regardless,  while  these  numbere  boast 

My  short-lived  bliss,  forget  my  social  name; 
But  think,  for  off,  how,  on  the  southern  coast 

I  met  thy  fiiendship  with  an  equal  fiame! 
Fresh  to  that  soil  thou  tum'st,  where  every  vale 

Shall  prompt  the  Poet,  and  his  song  demand; 
To  thee  thy  copious  subjects  ne'er  shall  fiul ; 

Thou  need'st  but  take  thy  pencil  to  thy  hand, 
And  paint  what  all  believe,  who  own  thy  genial 
land. 

There,  must  thou  wake,  perforce,  thy  Doric  quill: 

'Tis  Fancy's  land  to  which  thou  sett'st  thy  feet; 

Where  stUl,  'tis  said,  the  fairy  people  meet, 
Beneath  each  biricen  shade,  on  mead  or  hill. 
There,  each  trim  lass,  that  skims  the  milky  storey 

To  the  swart  tribes  their  creamy  bowls  allots; 
By  night  they  sip  it  round  the  cottage  door. 

While  airy  minstrels  warble  jocund  notes. 
There,  every  herd,  by  sad  experience,  knows 

How,  winged  with  fate,  their  elf-shot  arrows  fly, 
When  the  sick  ewe  her  summer  food  foregoes. 

Or,  stretched  on  earth,  the  heart-smit  heifers  liAi 
Such  airy  beings  awe  the  untutored  swain : 

Nor  thou,  though  learned,  his  homelier  thoughts 
neglect; 
Let  thy  sweet  mus^  the  rural  faith  sustain; 

These  are  the  themes  of  simple,  sure  eflbct. 
That  add  new  conquests  to  her  boundless  reigiw 

And  fill,  with  double  fbroe,  her  heart-oonmkaai- 
ing  strain. 

E'en  yet  preserved,  how  often  may'st  thou  heaz^ 
When  to  the  pole  the  Bofeal  mountains  run. 
Taught  by  the  father  to  his  Hstening  S09, 

Strange  lays,  whose  power  had  charmed  a  Siici»> 
s^sear. 

At  every  paose,  be&re  thy  mind  possest. 
Old  Runic  baxds  shall  seem  to  rise  around, 

*  How  tnilj  did  OdlHnspradlei  DonB^tiagle  powKB 
t  A  gwtltnun  of  ths  asms  of  Bunw  who  inmdseii 
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With  oncooth  lyres,  in  roany-ooloiired  vest, 

Their  matted  hair  with  bought  fantaatic  crowned : 

Whether  thoa  bid*at  the  well-Uught  hind  repeat 
The  choral  dirge  that  mourns  some  chieftain 

brave, 

When  every  shrieking  maid  her  bosom  beat. 

And  strewed  with  choicest  herbs  his  scented 

gravel 

Or  whether  totting  in  the  shepherd's  shiel,* 

Thou  hear'st  some  sounding  tale  of  war's  alanns; 

When  at  the  bugle's  call  with  fire  and  steel, 

The  sturdy  clans  poured  finth  thdr  brawny 

swanou^ 

And  hostile  brothers  met,  to  prove  each  other's 

arms. 

'TIS  thine  to  nng,  how,  framing  hideous  spells, 
In  Sky's  lone  isle,  the  gifted  wizard-seer. 
Lodged  in  the  wintry  cave  with  Fate's  fell  qwar, 

Or  in  the  depth  of  Uist's  dark  forest  dwells : 
How  they,  whose  sight  such  dreary  dreams  en- 

With  their  own  vision  oft  astonishwl  droop, 

When  o'er  the  watery  strath,  or  quaggy  moss, 
They  see  the  gliding  ghosts  unbodied  troop. 

Or,  if  in  sports,  or  on  the  festive  green. 
Their  destined  glance  some  feted  youth  desexy. 

Who  now,  perhaps,  in  lusty  vigour  seen, 
And  rosy  health,  shall  soon  lamented  die. 

For  them  the  viewless  forms  of  air  obey: 
Their  bidding  heed,  and  at  their  beck  repair: 

They  know  what  spirit  brews  the  stormful  day, 
And  heartless,- oft  tike  moody  madness,  stare 
To  see  the  phantom  train  th«r  secret  work  pre- 
pare. 

To  monarchs  dear,t  some  hundred  miles  astray. 
Oft  have  they  seen  Fate  give  the  fetal  blow! 
The  seer,  in  Sky,  shrieked  as  the  blood  did  flow! 

When  headless  Charles  warm  on  the  scaffold  lay  I 


*  A  ■Dminer  hnl,  built  In  Um  high  pan  of  th«  inonniaiiM^ 
to  tend  their  flocks  in  the  warm  seaaoD,  when  the  peetim  ie 
Hue. 

t  The  flflh  stann,  and  the  half  of  the  rfzth,  hi  Dr.  OkAjWb 
wpji  printed  in  the  flnt  vdame  of  the  **  Tntnwictiowf  of  the 
Bajnl  Sodety  of  Bdhibaigli,  being  deOdent,  have  been  sop- 
pUed  bf  Mr.  Mackenzie;  whoae  linee  an  here  anwmid,  hr 
the  purpose  of  comparieon,  and  to  do  Juatlce  to  the  elegant 
i«Khar  of  the  Man  of  Feeling. 

"Or  on  aome  bellying  rock  that  Aadee  the  deep^ 
Tbej  view  the  lurid  signa  that  crooa  the  dcy, 
Where  In  the  west,  the  brooding  tempeata  Ita^ 

And  hear  the  fins,  fidnt  ruatling  pennone  iweep^ 

Or  in  the  arched  cave,  where  deep  and  dart 
The  broad,  unbroken  billowB  heave  and  aweO, 

In  horrid  moalngB  wrapt,  they  alt  to  mark 
The  lab'ring  moon ;  or  liat  the  mighty  yell 

<*f  that  dread  aplrit  whoee  gigantic  form, 
rhe  aeei**  entranced  eye  can  well  aurvey, 

Through  «te  dim  air  who  guldea  the  driving  atoni^ 
And  pointa  the  wntche<  baric  lla  dflilnad  pe^ 


As  Boreas  threw  his  young  Auroa%*  Suth, 

In  the  first  year  of  the  first  Greoige's  reign, 
And  battles  raged  in  welkin  of  the  North, 

They  mourned  in  air,  fell,  fell  rebellion  slain 
And  as,  of  late,  they  joyed  in  Preston's  fight, 

Saw,  atsad  Falkirk,  ail  their  hopes  neat cvownc 
They  raved !  divining,  through  their  second  sigh 

Pale,  red  Culloden,  where  these  hopes  w\ 
drowned ! 
Illustrious  William  !t  Britain's  guardian  name; 

One  Wilfiam  saved  us  firom  a  tyrant's  stroke 
He,  for  a  sceptre,  gained  heroic  fame. 


Or  him  who  hovere  on  hie  flawing  wlng^ 

O'er  the  dire  whblpool,  that,  In  oceans ' 
Draws  iraiant  down  whaie'er  devoted  thing 

The  foiling  breeze  within  In  reach  hath 
Hie  distant  seaman  hean^  and  IBei  with  trembliqg  has 

Or,  If  on  land  the  fiend  easena  hb  away, 
BHent  he  brooda  o'er  quickiand,  bog,  or  (to, 
Fkr  from  the  riieltering  nnfand  haunts  of  mei% 

When  witched  darkneas  shuts  the  eye  of  day. 
And  ahrouds  each  star  that  wont  lo  cheer  tba  id^; 

Or,  if  the  drifted  anow  perptez  the  way, 
With  treacherous  ^eam  he  lures  the  fitted  wigh^ 

And  leads  him  floundering  on  and  qultaasixiqr." 

Shortly  afto-  theae  Unas  by  Mr.  Mackemie  had  been  p 
llshed,  the  following  vrere  produced;  whldh  many  read 
probably  wm  think  have  at  leaM  as  much  of  OoiOnilB  mam 
in  them: 

"For  oft  when  Eve  hath  spread  her  doiky  vel^ 
And  hid  each  star  that  wont  tocheer  thsnl|^ 

In  some  deep  glen  remote  ftom  human  a|^ 
The  gridy  wizard  his  associates  halL 
Thereat  the  thrilling  vene,  and  charmed^ND, 

Fantastic  shapes  and  direful  shadows  throng; 
Night's  sober  ear  piercing  with  hideous  ydl, 

While  In  the  goblin  round  they  troop  alon^ 

**Thence  each  betakes  him  to  his  Bsreral  toD ; 

To  dive^  to  fly,  to  ride  the  wintry  blas^ 
Tb  dig  the  mine,  to  cleave  the  church-yud  aoH^ 

Or  rake  the  bottom  of  Uie  watery  waste. 
Each  powerful  drug,  with  more  than  mortal  ttOi, 

Where'er  bestowed,  or  hid  from  seardili^  sjs^ 
Selecting  heedful  of  their  tasker^  will : 

Nor  ooaae  their  laboun  till  the  dawn  dBsery 
Tlieir  hated  Impious  work,  and  reddena  all  the  ^kj, 

■Nor  wilt  thoa  leave  for  other  bards  to  slqg^ 

The  rathless  qrfrit  of  the  angry  flood ; 

How,  at  gray  eve^  In  feQ  and  crafty  mood^ 
O'er  f«D  and  lake  be  riiakes  his  fbggy  wix^: 
Or  when  the  curfew  with  his  sullen  note^ 

Unchains^  to  roam  the  earth,  each  elfin  qxlM^ 
like  some  drear  lamp^  from  out  the  quaggy  mos^ 

The  Iknd  shine*  fiinh,  to  lure  th'  Ineamloas  wlgtaL' 

*  By  young  Aurofa,  Odlina  undoubtedly  meant  the  ( 
appearance  of  the  northern  lighti^  which  happened  about 
year  1716;  at  least,  h  is  most  highly  probable^  from  this 
cullar  circumstance,  that  no  ancient  writer  wlialevw  hastal 
any  notice  of  them,  nor  even  anyone  modern^  prerloai  to 
al)ove  per  Off. 

tSecotMlaight  Is  the  term  that  Is  used  Ibr  the  dlvtnaliai 
ths  Higfalandera 

I  The  late  duke  of  Cumberland,  who  debafiad  the  Pmbb 
at  Um  batds  of  OuUodsik 
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But  thou,  mora  gknious,  Slavery's  chun  hast 

broK6, 
To  idgn  a  private  man,  and  bow  to  Freedom's 

yoke! 

These  too,  thon*It  nng !  for  well  thy  magic  muse 

Can  to  the  topmost  heaven  of  grandeur  soar ; 

Or  stoop  to  wail  the  swain  that  is  no  more  t 
Ahj  homely  swains!  your  homeward  steps  ne'er 
lose; 

Let  not  dank  Will*  nuslead  you  to  the  heath; 
Dancing  in  mirky  night,  o'er  fen  and  lake, 

He  glows  to  draw  you  downward  to  your  death, 
In  his  bewitched,  low,  marshy,  willow  brake! 
What  though  far  off  from  some  dark  dell  espied. 

His  glimmering  mazes  cheer  th'  excursive  sight, 
Vet  turn,  ye  wanderers,  turn  your  steps  afdde, 

I^^or  trust  the  guidance  of  that  faithless  light; 
For  watchful,  lurking,  'mid  th'  unrustring  reed, 

At  those  mirk  hours  the  wily  monster  lies. 
And  listens  oft  to  hear  the  passing  steed. 

And  frequent  round  him  rolls  his  sullen  eyes. 
If  chance  his  savage  wrath  may  some  ^ieak  wretch 
surprise. 

Ah,  luckless  swain,  o'er  all  unblest,  indeed ! 

Whom  late  bewildered  in  the  dank,  dark  fen. 

Far  from  the  flocks,  and  smoking  hamlet,  then! 
To  that  sad  spot  where  hums  the  sedgy  weed: 

On  him,  enraged,  the  fiend,  in  angry  mood, 
BhaD  never  look  with  Pity's  kind  concern. 

But  instant  furious,  raise  the  whelming  flood 
O'er  its  drowned  banks,  forbidding  all  return  t 

Or,  if  he  meditate  his  wished  escape, 
To  some  dim  hill,  that  seems  uprising  near. 

To  his  fadnt  eye,  the  grim  and  grisly  shape, 
In  all  its  terrors  clad,  shall  wild  appear, 

Meantime  the  watery  surge  shall  round  him  rise, 
Poured  sudden  forth  from  every  swelling  source ! 

What  now  remains  but  tears  and  hopeless  sighs  1 
His  fear-shook  limbs  have  lost  their  youthful  force. 
And  down  the  waves  he  floats,  a  pale  and  breath* 
leas  corse! 


For  him  in  vain  his  anxious  vnfe  shall  wait, 

Or  wander  forth  to  meet  him  on  his  way ; 
For  him  in  vain  at  to-fall  of  the  day. 

His  babes  shall  linger  at  th'  unclosing  gate  I 
Ah,  ne'er  shall  he  return !  Alone,  if  Night, 

Her  traveled  limbs  in  broken  slumbers  steep! 
With  drooping  willows  drest,  his  mournful  sprite 

Shall  visit  sad,  percnance,  her  silent  sleep : 
Then  he,  perhaps,  with  moist  and  watery  hand, 

Shall  fondly  seem  to  press  her  shuddering  cheek, 
And  with  his  blue-swoln  face  before  her  stand. 

And,  shivering  cold,  these  piteous  accents  speak : 


"  Pursue,  dear  wife,  thy  daily  toils,  pursue,- 
At  dawn  or  dusk,  industrious  as  before ; 

Nor  e'er  of  me  one  helpless  thought  renew, 
Wliile  I  lie  weltering  on  the  osiered  shore. 

Drowned  by  the  Kelpie's*  wrath,  nor  e'er  shall 
aid  thee  more  I" 

Unbounded  b  thy  range ;  with  varied  skiti 

Thy  muse  may,  like  those  feathery  tribes  whkh 
spring 

From  their  rude  rocks,  extend  her  skirting  wing 
Round  the  moist  marge  of  each  cold  Hebrid  isle, 

To  that  hoar  pilot  which  still  its  ruins  shows: 
In  whose  small  vaults  a  (ngmy-folk  is  found. 

Whose  bones  the  del  ver  with  his  spade  upthrows, 
And  culls  them,  wondering,  from  the  hallowed 

ground ! 
Or  thither,t  where  beneath  the  showery  west, 

The  mighty  kings  of  three  fair  realms  are  laid: 
Once  foes,  perhaps,  together  now  they  rest. 

No  slaves  revere  them,  and  no  wars  invade : 
Yet  frequent  now,  at  midnight  solemn  hour. 

The  rifled  mounds  their  yawning  cells  unfold, 
And  forth  the  monarchs  stalk  with  sovereign  power, 

In  pageant  robes,  and  wreathed  with  sheeny  gold, 
And  on  their  twilight  tombs  aSrial  council  hold. 

But,  oh,  o'er  all,  forget  not  Kilda's  race, 

On  whose  bleak  rocks,  which  brave  the  wasting 
tides, 

Fair  Nature's  daughter.  Virtue,  yet  abides. 
Qol  just,  as  they,  their  blameless  manners  trace ! 

Then  to  my  ear  transmit  some  gentle  song 
Of  those  whose  lives  are  yet  sincere  and  plain, 

Their  bounded  walks  the  rugged  cliffs  along. 
And  all  their  prosficct  but  the  wintry  main. 

With  sparing  temperance,  at  the  needful  time, 
They  drain  the  scented  spring ;  or  hunger-prest, 

Along  th'  Atlantic  rock,  usdreading  climb, 
And  of  its  eggs  despoil  the  solan's!  nest. 

Thus  blest  in  prima]  mnocence  they  live, 
Sufficed,  and  happy  with  that  frugal  fare 

Which  tasteful  toil  and  hourly  danger  give. 
Hard  is  their  shallow  soil,  and  bleak  and  bare ; 

Nor  ever  vernal  bee  was  heard  to  murmur  there! 

Nor  need'st  thou  blush  that  such  false  themes  engage 
Thy  gentle  mind,  of  fairer  stores  possest; 
For  not  alone  they  touch  the  village  breast. 

But  filled  in  elder  time,  th'  historic  page. 
There,  Shakspeare's  self,  with  every  gariand 
crowned. 


•  A  fiery  meteor,  caHed,  by  various  namei,  mich  at  Will 
with  the  Wisp,  Jack  with  the  lantern,  Ac ;  it  hoven  In  the 
ftir  over  roanhj  and  fenny  placea 


*  The  water-flend. 

T  One  of  the  flebrklee  is  called  the  Me  of  Pigmlea ;  wheic^ 
It  la  reported,  ihat  several  miniature  bonce  of  the  human  eps- 
ciee  have  been  <Uig  up  in  the  ruins  of  a  chapel  them. 

t  IcolmklU,  one  of  the  Ilcbridee,  where  near  eixty  of  the  ar- 
dent Scottish,  Irish,  and  Norwegian  klnfa  are  Interred 

I  Ku  aquatic  binl  like  a  goose,  on  the  ecea  of  which  the  lo 
baUtantfl  of  St.  Kilda,  another  of  the  IleDriiea,  chiefly 
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Flew  to  thoM  fiufjT  dimeg  his  &nc]r  tlieeii, 

In  muiiiig  hour ;  hk  wajwaid  uflen  found, 
And  with  their  terron  dreat  the  magie  teene. 

From  them  he  tang,  when,  'mid  hit  bolddedgn, 
Before  the  Scot,  aifficted,  and  aghaat ! 

The  shadowy  kings  of  Banquo's  &ted  fine 
Through  the  dark  cave  in  gleamy  pageant  passed. 

Proceed!  nor  quit  the  tdes  which,  simply  told, 
Could  once  so  well  my  answering  hosom  pierce ; 

Proceed,  in  forceful  sounds,  and  colour  hold, 
The  native  legends  of  thy  land  rehearse ; 
To  such  adapt  thy  lyre,  and  suii  thy  powerfbl 


In  scenes  Hke  these,  which,  daring  to  depart 

From  sober  truth,  are  still  to  Nature  true. 

And  call  forth  fresh  delight  to  Fancy's  view, 
Th'  heroic  muse  employed  her  Taaso's  art  I 

How  have  I  trembled,  when,  at  Tancred's  stroke, 
Its  gushing  bkx)d  the  gaping  cypress  poured ! 

When  each  live  plant  with  mortal  accents  spoke! 
And  the  wild  blast  upheaved  the  vanished  sword  ! 

How  have  I  sat,  when  piped  the  pensive  wind. 
To  hear  his  harp  by  British  Fairfkx  strung  1 

Prevailing  Poet !  whose  undoubting  mind ! 
Believed  the  magic  wonden  which  he  sung ! 

Hence,  at  each  sound,  imagination  glows  1 
Hence,  at  each  i»cture,  vivid  life  starts  here! 

Hence  his  warm  lay  with  softest  sweetness  flows ! 
Melting  it  flows,  pure,  murmuring,  strong,  and 

dear. 
And  fills  th'  impassioned  heart,  and  wins  th'  har- 
monious ear ! 

All  nail,  ye  scenes  that  o'er  my  soul  prevail ; 
Ye  splendid  friths  and  lakes,  which,  far  away. 

Are  by  smooth  Annan*  filled,  or  past'ral  Tay,* 
Or  Don's*  romantic  springs,  at  distance  hail ! 
The  time  shall  come,  when  1,  perhaps,  may  tread 

Your  lowly  glens,t  o'erhung  with  spreading 
broom; 
Or,  o'er  your  stretching  heaths,  by  Fancy  led ; 

Or  o'er  your  mountains  creep,  in  awful  gloom  I 
Then  will  I  dress  once  more  the  faded  bower. 

Where  Jonsont  sat  in  Drummond's  dasdc  shade; 
Or  crop  from  Tiviotdale,  each  lyric  flower. 

And  mourn  on  Yarrow's  banks,  where  Willy's 
Uid! 
Meantime,  ye  powers  that  on  the  plains  which  bore 

The  cordial  youth,  on  Lothian's  plainsS  attend! — 
Where'er  Home  dwells,  on  hill,  or  lowly  moor. 

To  him  1  love  your  kind  protection  lend, 
And  touched  with  love  like  mine,  preserve  my 
absent  friend ! 

Three  riven  in  Rcodand.  t  Valleys. 

I  B<>n  JuTMnn  |iQid  a  visit  on  foot,  In  IG19,  to  the  Scotch  poeC 
I»niiuiiMiial,ai  his  ecui  of  HamhonKli-ii,  within  four  inilesof 
Edinbiinrh. 

i  b*rn>w,  i(  8oem«,  waa  at  the  Edinbui^h  rnivereity,  which 
b>  m  rhe  rounty  of  lioihiari. 


The  feOofwlnK  szquMla  Suppletnental  Simnaag  to  Hm 
wonfokof  Ootit  wfll  bt  nmd  to  oomBSflnonts  sqbm  urikl^ 
Seocdah  ■upendUom  omhted  bj  OblliDS.    Tliey  art  the  pn>> 


daction  of  WiOlam  BnkUM^  Esq.  Adrocate,  and  fonn  a  Qai* 
flansllan  of  ihsAddw^  by  Cbffii^  to  ihs  Author  of  Doi^ia^ 
tzbtating  him  to  oaiebnto  thstzsdltkNiB  of  Scotland.  They 
origliiaDy  appearBd  In  the  EdinlNiigh  BCagaziiie  for  Apri^  17B6L 

"Thy  mute  may  tell,  how,  when  at  evening* 


To  meet  her  knrs  beneath  her  twil^t  shade, 
O'er  many  a  braom-clad  brae  and  heathy  glade^ 

In  meny  mood  the  village  maiden  goes, 
There,  on  a  streamlet's  margin  as  she  lies, 

Chanting  some  carol  till  her  swain  appean^ 
With  visage,  deadly  pale,  in  pensive  gniae. 

Beneath  a  withered  fir  his  form  he  rears!* 
Shrieking  and  sad  she  bends  her  eirie  ffight, 

When  mid  dire  heaths,  where  flits  the  taper  blna^ 
The  whilst  the  moon  sheds  dim  a  sickly  light, 

The  airy  imreal  meets  her  bUsted  view! 
VThen,  treflnbling,  weak,  she  gains  her  cottage  low, 

Where  magpies  scatter  notes  of  presage  wide, 
Some  one  shall  tell,  while  teara  in  torrents  flow, 

That  just  when  twihght  dimmed  the  green  hilV 


Far  in  his  lonely  sheil  her  hapless  shepherd  died. 

"  Let  these  sad  strains  to  lighter  sounds  give  plaorf 

Bid  thy  brisk  viol  warble  measures  gayl 
For  see!  recalled  by  thy  resistless  lay, 

Once  more  the  Browme  shows  his  honest  hen. 
Hail,  from  thy  wanderings  long,  my  mudi4o«ed 
sprite, 

Thou  friend,  thou  lover  of  the  lowly,  hail. 
Tell,  in  what  realms  thou  sport'st  thy  merry  nigh^ 

Trail'st  the  long  mop,  or  whirrsc  the  mimic  flail 
Where  dost  thou  deck  the  much-disordered  hall, 

While  the  tired  damsel  in  Eysium  sleeps^ 
With  eariy  voice  to  drowsy  workmen  call. 

Or  lull  the  dame  while  mirth  hb  vigils  keepsi 
'Twas  thus  in  Caledonia's  domes,  'tis  said. 

Thou  plied'st  the  kindly  task  in  yean  of  yore: 
At  la^  in  luckless  hour,  some  erring  maid 

SprMd  in  thy  nightly  cell  of  viands  store: 
Ne'er  was  their  form  beheld  among  the  mountains 
more.t 

"The  wndth,  or  qiectxal  appearBOoe^  ofa  peiaon  riuxtly  to 
dle^  isa  firm  aitlde  In  the  creed  of  8coui0^  flupendiioa  Nor 
la  it  unknown  in  our  eleier  kingdom.  Bov  the  t«autifulLidy 
Diana  Rich.— ilti^rre]^*  MUcdlanitM^  p  89. 

t  'The  Brovmie  formed  a  ckum  of  belngi^  distinct  In  haMt 
and  disposition  from  the  freritldh  and  mischievous  elvea  He 
was  meagre,  shaggy,  and  wild  in  hb  appearance.  Thiia,  Ctea^ 
land,  in  his  satire  against  the  Highlandere,  comparer  tliem  to 

'Faunecs  or  broteniet,  if  ye  will, 
Or  satyrs  come  from  Alias  blL 

'  In  the  day  time,  he  lurked  in  remote  recessco  of  the  old 
houses  which  lie  delightrd  to  haunt;  and,  in  the  night,  smKs. 
iously  employed  himself  in  dischaiiing  any  laborki«  t^ 


"  Then  wake  (&r  well  thou  can'sk)  that  wondroni 

How,  whDe  around  the  thonghtlese  matrona 
■leep, 
Soft  o'er  the  floor  the  treacherous  fairies  creep, 
And  bear  the  smiling  infant  far  away: 

whidi  lie  thougiit  might  be  acceptable  to  thefiunllj,  toidKae 
nrrioe  he  had  dBTOted  himaeUl  But,  akhough,  like  Bmion** 
lublm-  Herd,  be  lorea  to  atxetch  himMlf  bj  the  firsi*  he  doea 
not  drudge  from  the  hope  of  reoompenaa.  On  the  oomraiy, 
ao  ddicate  ia  hia  attachment,  that  the  offer  of  reward,  but 
paiticularij  of  Ibod^  Inlallibljoccaaiona  hiadiaai^pearance  for 
«Ter.t 

*  '-Jmw  the  dmdglng  goblin  awaati^ 
'  Tb  earn  flie  cnam4xml,  dulyaetl 
Whan,  In  one  night,  ere  gtimpae  of  mon^ 
Hb  riiadowy  flail  had  thnuhed  the  corn, 
That  ten  day-lab'TexB  could  not  end; 
Then  Ilea  him  down  the  lubber  fiend 
And  atretched  out  all  the  chimney's  length, 
Barioi  on  the  fire  hia  airy  strength : 
An^  crop>fuIi  out  of  door  he  fllngi^ 
E'er  the  flrat  cock  hia  matin  rings.* 

L^AUegro. 

*When  the  meniala  In  a  Scottish  family  protracted  their 
tlgila  around  the  kitchen  fire,  Brownie,  weary  of  being  ex> 
doded  from  the  midnight  hearth,  sometimes  appeared  at  the 
door,  aeeroed  to  watch  their  departure,  and  thus  admonished 
thexB— ^Gang  af  to  your  beds^  rir,  and  dinna  put  out  the  wee 
frteaAeesJk  (embers.*") 

tb  la  told  of  a  Brownie,  who  haunted  a  border  fimilly  now 
cninc:,  that  the  lady  having  fallen  unexpectedly  in  labour, 
■3d  Ju  aenrant  who  was  ordered  to  ride  to  Jedbuigh  for  the 
tngtfemme  showing  no  great  alertness  in  setting  out,  the 
fiuniHar  q>Irit  dipt  on  the  great-coal  of  the  lingering  domes- 
dc,  rode  to  the  town  on  the  lalnTs  beet  horsey  and  returned 
with  dw  midwife  en  croupe.  During  the  short  space  of  his 
diaenos^  the  Tweed,  which  they  must  necessarily  ford,  rose 
to  a  dangerouB  height  Brownie,  who  transported  his  diaige 
fdth  an  the  nudity  of  the  ghostly  lover  of  Lenorti,  was  not  to 
la  slopped  by  thia  obatade.  He  plunged  In  whh  the  lerrified 
jd  ItiAf,  and  juidsd  her  hi  aafety  where  her  aenricea  were 


How  starts  the  nurse,  when  for  her  lovely  child, 

She  sees  at  dawn  a  gaping  idiot  stare ! 
O  snatch  the  innocent  from  demons  wild, 

And  save  the  parents  fond  from  fell  despair  t 
In  a  deep  cave  the  trusty  menials  wait, 
\    When  from  their  hilly  dens  at  midnight's  houTf 
Forth  rush  the  aiiy  elves  in  munic  state. 

And  o'er  the  moonlight  heath  with  swiftness 
scour: 
In  glittering  arms  the  little  horsemen  shine; 

Last,  on  a  milk-white  steed,  with  targe  of  gold, 
A  &y  of  might  appears,  whose  arms  entwine 

The  lost-lamented  child!  the  Shepherds  bold* 
The  unconscious  infant  tear  from  his  unhallowed 
hold." 


*  For  an  aeooont  of  the  Fairy  Bupentition,  aee  the  Introduo* 
doQ  to  the  "Tale  of  Tamlane,"  in  that  elegam  wtark  called 
Minstrelsy  of  thBaeotUeh  Border,  rdLVL^UL  Second 
Edition. 

wanted.  Having  put  the  horse  into  the  stable  where  it  was 
ailerwards  found  in  a  wd(\i1  plight,  he  proceeded  to  the  room 
of  the  eervant,  whose  duty  he  liad  diadiai^ed;  and  finding 
him  juai  in  the  act  of  drawing  on  hb  boots^  he  administered 
to  liim  a  most  merciless  drubbing  wlUi  his  own  horse-whip 
Such  an  important  service  excited  the  gratitude  of  the  laird; 
who,  understanding  ttiat  Brownie  had  been  heard  to  expreas 
a  wish  to  have  a  green  coat,  ordered  a  vestment  of  that  colour 
to  be  made,  and  left  in  his  haunta.  Brownie  took  away  ths 
green  coat,  but  never  waa  seen  more.  We  may  auppoae,  tliat 
tired  of  his  domestic  drudgery,  he  went  in  hia  new  livery  to 
join  the  fairiea 

'The  last  Brownie,  known  in  Ettrick  forest,  resided  In  Boda 
beck,  a  wild  and  solitary  spot,  where  he  exercised  liis  func- 
tions undisturbed,  till  the  ecrupulous  devotion  of  an  old  lady 
induced  her  to  fare  him  airay,  as  it  was  termed,  by  facing 
in  his  haunt  a  porringer  of  milk  and  a  piece  of  money.  Kdet 
receivi^  this  bint  to  depart,  he  was  heard  the  vfholLe  nigtit 
to  howl  and  cry,  "Farewell  to  bonny  Bodsbeckl"  which  hs 
was  compelled  to  abandon  for  ever.' 

It  seema  no  improbable  conjecture,  that  the  Brotonit  b  s 
legitimate  descendant  of  the  Lar  PamUCarie  o€  the  anclso^ 


THE  END. 
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